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CHAPTER 1. 

wHr on the evening of a beautiful day in the beginning of Septciim* 
, 14r5f> — one of those fair autumn days tliat wean us, as it were 
n tlio passing summer, with the light as bright, and the sky a 
I of Kiys, as in the richest hours of June ; and with nothing but 
irce perceptible shade of yellow in Jhe woods to tell that it is nf 
* proudest time of the year’s prime. It was in the evening, as 
VC «!aid ; buf^nothing yet betokened darkness. The sun had glid 
hfisiderable way on his descent down the bright arch of the west* 
y, 3ot wiiliout one ray being sliadowod, or any lustre lost 
d reached that degree of declination alone, at which his bet 
mring from a spot a little above the horizon, produced, as 
•'earned over forest and hill, grand masses of light and shad^ 

>ry here and there a point of dazzling brightness, where th^ clear 
iiing rays were reflected from stream or lake. ^ 

It was in the lieart of a deep forest, too, whose immemorial 
rorn away by time, or felled by the axe, left in various places 
■pen spaces of broken ground and turf, brushwood and dingle,-/ 
imidst whose deep rccCSscs a tliousand spots rieii in woodland be 
lay hidden from the eye of man. Those were not, indeed, times v 
taste and cultivation had taught the human race to appreciate i 
all tlje charms and magnificence wberewitli nature’s band has T( 
the globe whicli weinlialut; and the only beings tliat then trod 
deeper glades of tlie forest were the woodman, the huntca:, or tho^ 
i;yrtunate persons who — as wc see them represented by the wild pei 
o\ Salvator Rosa — might greatly increase the picturesque effect ^ 
wfenes they frequented ; but, probably, did not particularly feel it the 
selves. But there is, nevertliclcss, in the heart of man, a nattv<i ae* 
of beauty, a latent sympath}^, a harmony with all that is love'* 
the eartli, whicli makes him unconsciously seek out spots of ^ 
cwoc-tness, not only for his daily dwcllixig, but also for both fils 
po^ 'ry resting place, and for the mansion of his long repose, ir^ 
h- iigo or the country be rude or noL 
Look at the common cemetery of a village, and you. wiHvIfW 
' ^hat it is pitched in the most picturesque spqCtb 
"hood* If left to hi« free wiR tiie . iweas^^ 
wellV*'-— 
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% as if dther contemplatinj? its beauty, or don, ^ 

fe rood they oufht to take. These pauses, howew, alwayff *|pkji 
1 their rcsuailng their way towards the spot wlikti we ha^^^hpii 
criberl. When tliey at length reached it, ^they again drew tlie ri 
and it became evident, tlxat uncertainty, with regard to their onwa^^e 
/course, had been the cause of their several baits upon the hill. 

33y my faith, Sir Thibalt of Keufqhatel,'* said one of the horsemen, 
who rode a little in advance of the others, ‘^for Marshal of Burgundy, 
yomkiiow but little of your lord’s dominions. By the Holy virgin I 
ineHuuks that you are much better ac<iuaintod with every h^h-roSid’ 
and hy-patli of iny poor ai»panage of Daupliiny. At least, so tM 
worthy burghers of Vienne were wont to assert, when we would ihia ^ ‘ 
liavc squeezed tlu* double crowns out of their purses. It was tlieii 
tb^ invariable reply that tlie Marshal of Burgundy had been upem 
Ui(fth ^^irh his lanres, and drained them as dry as hay: coming no 
ra\knew liow, and going no one knew where.” 

mail who spoke was yet not only in his prime, but in the early 
pfm of tliat period of liilMvliich is called middle age. There was no 
peMiar he.iut> in his ^^misitcnance nor in bis person ; there was 
nothing, apparently, either to strike or to plcasc* Yet it was iinpoi^* ^ 
siblc to stand before him, and not to feci one’s self— without very weljl ' 
kiting why — in the presence of an extraordinary man. There was 
inffis (Joportinent to be traced the evident habit of command. Ho 
spoke as if knowing his words were to be obeyed. But that was Belt 
*111; from iindenuath UiAverhanging penthouse of his thick eyebrows 
hone forth two keen grey eyes, wkidi had iu them a prying, inqui* 
rfitivc cunning, which seemed anxiously exerted to discover at onoo 
Die thoughts of those they gazed upon, be fore any veil, of the ihany 
1 hich man uses, could be drawn over motives or feelings, to ooncew 
i lein from that searching glance. 

, Those given to physiognomy might have gathered, from liis higb 
^ud hut narrow forehead, the indications of a keen aistd 

but little imagination, superstition without foncyi 
ond talent without wit. The thin, compressed lips, the naturally firtu^ 
ijvi posture ol tlic teeth, the curling line from the nostril to the coimar 
m the mouth, niigiit have been construed to imiify a heart naturally 
cruel, which derived not less ple<ibure from inflicting wounds by bitt^ 
words tliau irom producing mere coiporeal pain. His dress, at th» 
tunc of his life, was splendid to excess; and the horse on which hs 
^*de sliowed tlie limh blood that poured tlirough its veins, by a dem« 
[if Arc and energy far superior to that exhibited by the chatg^ of his 
companions, tliougli the journey it had performed was the same which 
Lad so wearied them. 

As lie spoke tlie words before detailed, he looked back to a gentle- 
man, who rode a step or two behind him on his right hand; and on 
his countenance appeared, what he intended to be, a smile of 
good-humoured raillery. The natural expression of his Ibftturas 
imirgled with it ncverthelcsB, and gave it an uir of sarcasm whiA 
[made tlie bitter, peihaps, preponderate over the sweet. 

ij^e person to whom he addressed himself, however, Hsteuod wlHi 
rewctful good humou/. “ In truth, my lord,” he replied 
hsT^ ( dwelt in tins part of the duke’s dominions that I know my wa# 
jmj ^ many a footboy. 1 once was acquainted with evexy 
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octween Brussels anrl Tirlemont ; but, Grod le thanked, 
y is short, and 1 have ibrjrotten it all, as readily as 1 hope ^ 
^^lAy forgret certain marches in Daiiphiny, made vhen Louis* 
'^p^dn was an enemy to Bura^uudy instead of an honoured grnest.^ ^ 
“They are forgotten, Lord Marshal, they are forgotten,” replied thi 
/)auphin— afterwards famous as Louis XJ. — “and can never more b 
remembered but to show me Iiqw much more pleasant it is to have^ 
the Lord of Neufcliatel for a friend rather than an enemy. But, in 
Heaven’s name,” he added, changing the subject quickly, “ beforq we 
•'go farther, let us seek some one to show us tiic way, or let us halt’our 
horses here, and wait for the fat citizens of Ghent, whom wc left on 
the other side of the river.” 

His companion shook his head with a doubtful smile, as he replied, 
“It would be difficult, I trow, to find any guide here, unless Saint 
Hubert, or some other of the good saints, were to send us a white stag 
^ with a collar of gold round his neck to lead us safely home, ns the old 
legends tell us they used to do of yore.” 

“ The saints have heard your prayer, my lord,” cried one of the 
party who liad strayed a little to the left, hut not so far as to bo out 
ofll|iping of the conversation which was parsing between the other 
ttef '“the saints have hoard yonr prayer j and here is tlio white stag 
i|i the form of a fair boy in a green jerkin.” 

I As he spoke, lie pointed forward with his hand towards tJio little 
cascade, where the boy, wlio had been sleeping liy its side, had now 
started up, awakened by the sound of voiccw, and of horses’ feet, and 
was gazing on the travellers with anxious eyes, and witli his hand 
resting on liis dagger. 

“ Wliy, lu)w now, boy!” cried the Dauphin, spurring up towards the 
Stream. “ Tliinkcst thou that we arc Jews, or cut-throats, or wild men 
of the woods, that tliou clut(;he'«t thy knife so fearfully f Say, cans^t 
thou tell how far we are from Tirlemont?” 

Tile boy eyed the party for several moments ere he replied. “ ]To;w 
should I know whether you be cut-throats or nol ?” he said at lougtii; 
*‘I have seen cut-throats in as fine clothes. IJow far is it from Tiff- 
leinoiit? As far as it is from Liege or Namur.” 1 

“ Then, by my troth, Sir Marshal,” said tiie Daupliin, turning t()) 
his companidus, “ our horses will never carry us thither tliis nightl 
What is to be done ?” j 

“ What is the nearest town or village, boy?” demanded the Marshal 
of Burgundy. “Ifwc beat equal distance from Namur and Liegoi 
and Tirlemont, we cannot be far from Haiinut.” J 

“ ilannut is the nearest place, “ answered the boy ; “ but it is two! 
hotirs’ ride for a tired horse.” 

“We will try it, however,” said the Marshal; and tlicn added,! 
turning to the Dauphin, “ tlie lord of the castle of Hannut, sir, though 
first cousin of the bad Duke of Gueldi’ess, is a noble gentleman as 
jever lived; and I can promise you a fair reception. Though once a’ 
famous soldier, he has long cast by the lance and casque ; and, buried 
deep in studies — which churchmen say are liardly over holy — he 
naSises his whole time in solitude, except when some ancient friend 
breaks in upon his reveries. Such a liberty ^ may well take. Now',, 
Iwy, tell us our rtod, and tliere is a bilv^jr piece for thy pains.” 

, : stoopca^ot to raise the money i/hich the Marshal threwj 
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towards hiin,J)ut replied eagerly, "If Any one will take n* . 
croup behind him, I will show you easily the way. Nay, I 
you, noble lords, take me with you; for I am wearied and alone, 

1 must lie in the forest all night if you refuse me.” 

** But dost thou know the way well, my fair boy demanded the 
Dauphin, approaching nearer, and stooping over bis saddle-how to 
speak to the boy with an air of increasing kindness. “Thou art so 
young, methinks thou scarce canst know all the tuhiings of a wood 
iilce this. Come, let us hear if thy knowledge is equal to the task of 
’guiding us?” ■" 

“TJiat it is,” answered the boy at once. “ The road is as easy to 
find as a heron’s nest on a bare tree. One has nothing to do hut to 
|rfollow on that road over the bridge, take the two first turnings to the 
pight^ and then the next to the left, and at the end of a league more 
f the castle is in sight.” 

“ Ay,” said the Dauphin, “ is it so easy as tliat ? Then, by my faitli, 
I think wo can find it ourselves. Come, Sir Marshall, come !” And, 
60 saying, he struck his spurs into his horse’s sides, and cantered 
over the bridge. 

The jMarslial of Burgundy looked hack with a lingoring glance of 
compassion at the poor boy thus unfeelingly treated ^ his CL.m- 
j)aiiion. But, as the Prince daslied forward and waved w baud for 
him to follow, he rode on also, though not without a muttered com- 
ment on the conduct of the otlier, which might not have given great 
ideasuro liad it boon vented aloud. Tlic wdiole train followed; and, 
loft alone, the hoy stood silent, gazing on tliem as they departed, with 
a flushed chock and a curling lip. “ Out upon the traitors!” he ex- 
claimed o.t length. “All men are knaves ; yet it is but little honour 
to tlicir knavery, to cheat a hoy like me.” 

Tlio jraiu wound onw ard into the w'oou, and the last horseman was 
soon liidden from his eyes ; but the merry sound of laiigliing voices, 
borne by the wind to his ear for some moments after they were out of 
sight, spoke painfully how little interest they took in his feelings or 
situation. 


11 c listened till all was still, and then, seating himself on the hank 
of the stream, gazed vacantly on the bubbling waters as they rushed 
hurriedly by him; wdiile the current of his own thoughts held as 
rapid and disturbed a course. Atf memory after memory of many a 
painful scene and sorrow — such as infancy has seldom know’ii — came 
up before his sight, liis eyes filled, the tears rolled rapidly over lus 
chocks, and, easting himself prostrate on the ground, he liiJ his face 
amongst the long grass, and sobbed as if his heart would break. 

He had not lain there long, how^ever, wdien a heavy hand, laid firmly 
i on his shoulder, caused him once more to start up ; and, though the 
^ figure wliich stood by him when he did so, was not one whose aspect 
^ was very prepossessing, yet itw'ould he difficult to describe the sudden 
lightning of joy that sparkled in liis eyes through the tears with which 
they still overflowred. 

\ The person w'ho had roused Iiim from the prostrate despair in which 
he had cast himself dowm, was a middle-sized, broad-made man, with 
long sinew'y arms, and a chest like tliat of a mountain-bull. He might 
be nearly forty years of age; and his face, which had once been mir, 
R fact wiiich was vouched alone by hius light blown hair, and dmt. 
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, had now reached a hue nearly approaching tb Hie colour of 
^any, by constant exposure to tlie summer’s sun and the winter’s 

j. There was in it, withal, an expression of daring hardihood, 
softened, and, as it were, purified by a frank, free, go^-humoured 
smile, which was not without a touch of drolb humour. His garb at 
once bespoke him one of those ragrant sons of Mars, with whom war, 
in some sltape, was a never-failing trade; a class of which we must 
spcalc more hereafter, and which the abuses of the feudal sj^stem, the 
constant feuds of chieftain with chieftain, and the long and desolating 
warfare botween France and England, had at that time rendered Wit 
too common in every part of Europe. He was not, indeed, clothed 
from head to heel in cold iron, as was customary with the kniglit or 
mnu-at arms when ready for tlie field ; but there was quite a sufficient 
portion of old steel about his person, in the form of arms both offen- 
sive and defensive, to show that hard blows were tlie principal mer- 
chandise in which he traded. 

He laid his large hairy hand, as 1 have said, firmly and familiarly 
on the boy’s sho^der ; and the expression of the young wanderer’s 
countenance, when he started up, and beheld the person who stood 
near him, at once showed, not only that they were old acquaintances, 
but that th^ meeting was both unexpected and joyful. 

** Mattlie\(rGournay V’ exclaimed the boy, “good Matthew Gournay, 
is it you indeed? Oh, w’hy did you not come before? With your 
fifty good lances, we might yet have held the casile out, till we were 
joined by the troops from Utrecht; but now all is lost, the castle taken, 
and my father — ” 

*‘I know it all, Master Hugh,” interrupted the soldier ; “ I knoAv it 
all better than the paternoster. Bad news flies faster than a swallow; 
so I know it all, and a good deal more tlian you yourself know. You 
ask, why I did not come too. By our Lady I for the simplest reason 
in the world — ^because I could not. I was lying like an old rat in a 
trap, with four stone walls all roimd about me, in the good city of 
Liege. Duke Philip heard of the haste I was making to give you 
help, and, and cogged with the old bishop— may his skull be broken! 
— to send out a couple of hundred reitters to intercept us on our 
march. What would you have? We fought like devils, but we were 
taken at a disadvantage, by a superior force. All my gallant fellows 
were killed or tlispersed ; and at last, finding my back against a rock, 
and six spears at my breast, and not loving the look of such a kind of 
toasting-fork, 1 agreed to take lodging in the town prison of Liege.” 

“But how got you out, then?” demanded the boy; “ did they firee 
you for good-will?” 

“ Hot they," replied Matthew Gournay: “ they gavo me cold water 
and lianl bread, and vowed every day to stick my head upon the gate 
Hie town, as a terror to all marauders, as they said. But the fools 
showed themselves rank burghers, by leaving me my arms ; and 1 
* soon found means to get the iron bars out of the windows, yentare4a 
leap of tliirty feet, swam the ditch, climbed the wall, and here 1 ittu 
in the forest of Hannut. But not alone, Master Hugh. 1 have got a 
part of my old comrades together already, and hope soon to have a 
fetter band than ever. The old seneschal, too, from the castle, is with 
' Iks, and from him we heard all the bad news. But, though he talked 
jRaoidcr and putting to deaths and flaying alive, and vowed that 
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ererybody in 4ie castle had been killed but himself, I got an inl^. 
from tlie old charcoal-burner’s wife, at the hut in the wood, of hox^ 
you luid escaped, and whither you had gone. So, thinking, as you were 
on foot and done, that you might want help and a horse, 1 tracked 
you like a deer to this place: for your father was always a good friend 
to me in the time of need ; and I will stand by you, Master Hugh^ 
while I have a hand for my sword, or a sword for my hand.*’ 

*'I-lark !” cried the boy, almost as the other spoke ; “there’s a bugje 
on the hill! It must be the duke’s butchers following me/* 

bugle !*' cried the soldier; “ a cow’s-hom blown by a sow-driver, 
you mean. None of the duke’s bugles ever blew a blast like that, 
something between the groaning of a blacksmith’s bellows and the 
grunting of a hog. But there they are,” he contiuued, “sure enough, 
lances and all, as I live. We must to cover, Hugh, we must to cover! 
Quick — thy hand, boy — ^tliey are coming down, straggling like fallow 
deer!” 

tio saying, Matthew Goumay sprang up the Mgli hanky In faM^ 
over which the little stream formed the cascade we have Doticed>m5 
as lie climbed the rock himself, he assisted, or rather dragged up after 
liim, Ids young companion, whose hand he held locked in his own, 
with a grasp which no slight weight could have unbent. 

For a moment, they paused on the top of the crag, to take another 
look at the approaching party, and then plunged into the long shrubs 
and tangled brushwood that clothed the sides of the winding gle^ 
down winch the stream wandered previous to its falL 


CHAPTER n 

The party, whose approach had interrupted the conversation of 
^Litthew Gournay and his young companio'h, were not long before 
they reached the little open* spot in the forest, from wliich they had 
scared the other two; and, as it w'as at that point that tlicir road first, 
tell ill witli the stream, they paused for a moment, to water tlicir horses 
eve tliey proceeded. Their appearance and demeanour corresponded 
vrell with the peculiar sound of the horn which they had blown upon 
the liill; for tiiough the instrument which announced their approach 
was martial in itself, yet the sounds which they produced from it 
were anything but miUtary; and though swords and lances, casques 
and breastplates, were to be seen in profusion amongst them, there 
was scarcely one of the party who had not a cert<iui burgher rotun- 
Idltj^ of figure, or negligence of gait, far more in harmony with furred 
Ipowns and caps a la mortier, than with war-steeds and glittering arin& 
The first, who paused beside the stream, had nearly been thrown 
bv^ his liorse’s head,, by the animal suddenly bending liis neck to 
brink; and it was long before the rider could sufi^ciently compose 
pimself f^ain in the saddle, to proceed with some tale which he had 
een telling to one of his companions, who urged him to make an end 
rids story, with an eagerness which seemed to show tliat the matter 
^as one of great interest to liim at least ^ 

" Well-a-day, Master Nicholas, well-a-day!” cried the discomposed 
orseman, “ let me but settle myself on my stool — saddle, 1 mean*, 
40d forgive me! but this cursed beast has pulled the out of . 
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.nds. So ho! Bernard, so ho!-r-there, there, sureljr thou couldBtj 
jrink without bending thy head so low.” , j 

While he thus spoke, by a slow and cati|||^ movement — ^not unlike! 
that with which a child approaches a apaWw, to peribrm the difficolti 
task of throwing salt upon its tail — he regained a grasp of the bridle- 
rein which the horse had twitched out of his hand, and then went on 
with his story, interrupting it, however, every now and then, to address 
sundry admonitions to his horse, somewhat in the following style:— 

“ Well, where was I, worthy Master Nicholas ? I was saying — so ho! 
beast! The devirs in thee: thou wilt have me into the river. I wtis 
saying that, after the castle was taken, and every soul put to the sword, , 
even the poor boy, Hugh — ^for which last, I hear, the duke is very 
much grieved — ^be quiet, Bernard, liold up thy head ! — Count Adolphus I 
himself fled away by a postern-door, and is now a prisoner in — ” 

“Nay, but, Master Martin, you said they were all put to death,” in- 
terrupted one of his companions. 

“Uemcniber what the doctors say,” replied the other; "namely, 
that there is no general rule witliout its exception, Tlicy were all • 
killed but those who ran awa 3 % which were only Count Adolidius and 
his horse, who got away together, the one upon the other. ITool that 
he was to trust himself upon a horse’s back! It was his ruin, alack! 
it was his ruin.” 

"How so?” demanded Master Nicholas; “did the hors(* throw him 
and break his pate? Metliought you said, but now, that he was alive 
and a i>risoncr.” 

"And I said truly, too.” answered the other. "Nevertheless, liis 
mounting that horse was the cause of his ruin ; for thougii ho cot oit 
quietly enough, yet, at the bridge below Namur — where, if he had 
had no horse, he wouhl have passed free — he was obli'^ed to stop to 
pay pontage* for his boast. A priest, who was tidking with the toll- 
man, knew him; and he ^vas taken on the spot, and east into prison.” 

‘‘Mefliinks it was more the priest’s fault tlian tlie horse’s then,” re- 
plied Master NicUolovS; but wdjoever it was that ijetrayerl Inin, bad 
was the turn they did to tlm city of Client; for, wdiat with lus aid, 
and that of the good fjlks of GiielJres, and the worthy hnrghers of . 
Utrecht, we might have held the proud duke at hay, aii l v/rung our 
rights from him drop by drop, like water from a sponge.” 

"God knows, God knows!” replied Martin h’riise, the burgher of 
Ghent, to whom this wnis addressed; ‘*God knows ! it is a flue thing 
to have one’s rights, surely; but, somehow, I lliouglit we were very 
comfortable and liappy in" the good old city, before tliero w^as ,anv x 
quarrel about rights at all. Well I know we have never bjcn happ}* 0 
^eineo; and 1 have been forced to ride on horseback by the w'cek to- A 
' get her ; for wjiieh sin my flesh and sldn do daily penance, as the 1 
chirurgeons of Namur could vouch if they would. Neverihelcss, one 1 
must patriotic, and all that, so I would not grumble, if this beast I 
’would but give over drinking, which 1 think he will not do before lie i 

• Philip da Comines, who relates this anecdote much In the same terms as those|| 
used by good Martin Fruse in the text, places it, however, several years later; tlioughj/ 
ftWi the period of time during which Atlolphus Duke of Gueldrcc, here callcid Oountl^ 
Adolphus, was kept in prison by the Duke of Burgundy, it would seem that the timfiM 

hia capture is here oomctly stated. H 
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r I drop down d^. Here, horse-boy, come and pluck his nose oul^ 
f the pool ; for I cannot move him more than I could the town-house/* 

The worthy burgher was soon relieved from his embarrassments ; 
md his horse being once more put upon the road, he led the way on- 
rard. followed by the rest of the party, with their servants and at- 

^^dallts. The place of leader was evhlently conceded to good Martin 
but this distinction was probably assigned to him, more on 
^ Vunt of his wealth and integrity, than from the possession of fine 
< i. great sense, energetic activity, or any oUier requisite for a popu- 
lar leader. He was, in truth, a worthy, honest man, somewhat easily 
persuaded, cfrpecially where his general vanity, and, more particularly, 
his own opinion of Ins powers as a politician, were brought into play; 
but liis mind was neither very vigorous nor acute; though sometimes 
an innate sense of rectitude, and a hatred of injustice, Avould lend 
energy to his actions, and eloquence to his words. 

Amongst those who followed him, however, were two or three 
spirits of a higher order ; Avho, Avitliout his purity of motives, or kindly 
di&pjDsition, possessed far greater talents, activity, and vigour. Never- 
theless, turbulent by disposition and by habit, few of the burghers of 
Ghent, at tliat time, possessed any very grand and general views, 
whether directed to the assertion of the liberties and rights of their 
country, or to the gratification of i)crsonal ambition. They contented 
tliemselvcs with oeoasioruil tumults, or w'itli lemiiorary alliances with 
the otlicr states and cities in the low countries, iW of whhdi rested 
lorn? witliout being in open rebellion against tlieir governors. 

One of the party, ho\vever, wliich accompanied good Martin Fruse 
mu.^t not pass uiunentioned ; for, at that time acting no prominent 
part, lie exerted considerable inlluetioe in after days on the fortunes 
of his country. He was, at the period I S2)eak of, a bold, brave, high- 
spirited boy; by no means unlike the one wo have seen sleeping by 
tiie cascade, thouuJi perliaps tAvo or three year! older. Ho was strong 
and well proportioned for his age, and rode a wild young jennet, 
whieli though full of fire, he managed with i^crfect ease. 'J'hcre waa 
something, indeed, in the manner in which ho excited the horse into 
fury, gave it the rein, and let it dash free past all his oompauions, aa 
if it had became perfectly ungovernable ; and then, without difiiculty, 
reined it up wfith a smile of triurapli, which gave no bad picture of 
a mind conscious of powers of command, ambitious of their exer- 
cise, and fearless of the result. How this eharaetcr of mind became 
afterwards modified by circumstances, will be shown mure fully in 
jfclie following jrages. 

In the meaiiwliile, w'c must proceed with the train of burghers as 
they rode on through the wood, coiiccrting various plans amongst 
themselves, for concealing from tlic Duke of Burgundy the extent of 
their intrigues with Adolphus of Gucldres and the revolted citizens 
of Utrecht ; for excusing themselves on those points which had reached 
liis knowledge, and for assuaging his anger by presents and submis- 
sion. The first thing to be done, before presenting themselves at hig 
court, was, of course, to strip themselves of the warlike habiliments 
in which they had flaunted, while entertaining hopes of a successful 
revolt. For this purpose, they proposed to avoid tlie high road either 
to Brussels or Louvain ; and as must of them were well acquaint^ 
with the country through which they had to pasi, they tuJTied to tto 
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left, after havinjif proceeded about a mile farther Vn their way, ancl 
put spurs to their horses, iu order to get out of the forest before night-i 
fall, vrhich was uow fast approaching. 1 

Ihe way was difficult, liowever, and full of large ruts and 8tone8,| 
In some places overgrown with briers, in some places interrupted byi 
deep ravines. Here it would go down so steep a descent, that slow# 
ness of progression was absolutely necessary to the safety of theinj 
necks; there, it would climb so deep a hill, that whip and spur were 
applied to increase the speed of their beasts in vain. 

As they thus journeyed on, making but little way, the bright rosy< 
hue which tinged the clouds above their heads showed ihat the snnj 
was sinlung beneath the horizon^s edge : the red, after growing deepen 
and deeper for some time, began to fade away into the grey; eacli 
moment the light became fainter and more faint; and, at length, 
while they had yet at least three miles of forest ground to traverse, 
night fell completely over the earth. 

The darkness, however, was not so deep as in any degree to 
prevent tliem from finding their way onward, or from distinguish- 
ing the objects round about them, although it lent a mysterious 
sort of grandeur to the deep masses and long dim glades of the forest, 
made the rocks look like towers and castles, and converted many a 
tree, to tlve eyes of the more timid, into the form of an armed man. 

After having gone on in this state for about half an hour— just a 
fufficient time, indeed, to work up every sort of apprehension to the 
utmost, yet not long enough to familiarize the travellers with the 
darkness, and when every one was calling to mind all the thousand 
etories — ^>vhich were, in those days, alas! too true ones — of robbers, 
and murderers, and free plunderers — the whole party plunged down 
into a deep dell, the aspect of wdiich was not at all calculated to assuage 
their terrors, whether reasonable or foolish. Not, indeed, that it was 
more gloomy than the road through which they had been lately travel- 
ling; rather on the contrary. Whatever dcgi ee of light yet remained 
in the licavens found its way more readily into that valley, where the 
trees were less high, and at greater intervals from each other, than 
into the narrow road which had led them thither; the high banks of 
wliich were lined all the way along with tall and over! langing beeches. 
The sort of dingle, however, which they now entered, was clothed 
with low but thick slirubs; and no means of egress whatever appeared, 
except by climbing some of the steep ascents which surrounded it on 
every side. 

.There was a small piece of level ground at the bottom, of about < 
hundred yards in diameter ; and the moment they had reached the 
flat., the word “ Halt !*’ pronounced in a loud and imperative voice, 
caused every one suddenly to draw his bridle rein with somewhat 
timid obedience, though no one distinguished who was the speaker. 

Tlie matter was not left long in doubt. A dork figure glided fropi 
the brushwood across their path; half a dozen more followed; and* 
the glistening of the faint light upon various pieces of polished iron, , 
showed that there was no lack of arms to compel obedience to the^ 
peremptory order they had received to halt. \ 

As the persons who obstructed the way, however, seemed but few^ 
in number, one of tlic more bellicose of the burghers called upon his i 
companions to resist His magnanimity was suddenly diminished by I 









% long arm stretched from the bushes beside him, which* apj 

ftroke of a quarter-staff with full force to his shoulders ; and though 
la curiass, by which liis person was defended, protected Mm from anv 
|seriou8 injury, yet he was tlirown forward upon his horse’s neck, with 
U sound very much resembling that produced by the fidling of an 
Itopty kettle from the hands of a slovenly cook. All were now of 
winion, that, whatever might have been the result of resistance to 
<|Uie more open foes before them, it was useless to contend with such 
^/invisible enemies also, especially as those that were visible vrerc gra- 
dually increasing in numbers ; and worthy Martin Fruse led the way 
to a valorous surrender, by begging the gentlemen of the forest ** to 
%parc them for God’s sake.” 

“ Down iroin your hoT*5es, every one of you !” cried the rough voice 
which had commanded them to halt, ” and we shall soon see wliat 
stuff you are made of.” 

The citizens hastened to obey ; and, in the terror which now reigned 
completely amongst them, stiange were the attitudes wdiich they 
asdumed, and strange was the tumbling off on either side of their 
hc.iblfl, a*! they hurru d to Miow prompt submission to the imperious 
command they had received. In the confusion and disarray thus luo- 
duced, only one per'^on of all their party seemed to letaln full coni- 
maiul ol his senses; and he was no other than the boy we have before 
dcseribceJ, who, now taking advantage of a vacancy he saw in the 
ranks of their opponents, dashed forward for a gap in the wood, and 
had nearly effected his escape, lie was too late, however, by a single 
moment : his bridle was caught by a strong arm, before bo could 
force his way through; and his light jennet, thrown suddenly ux>on 
its haunches, slipped on the green turf, and rolled with her young 
master on the ground. 

“13y my faith,” said the man who had thus circumvented him, 
“tliou art a bold young springal ; but thou muSt back with me, my 
bo} ;” and so saying, he raised him, not unkindly, from the earth, 
and led him to the place where his companions stood. 

'J'he burghers and their attendants — ^in all, about ten in number-- 
were now’ divested of their arms, ofiensive and defensive, by the name- 
less kind of gentry into whose hands they had fallen. This unplea- 
sant ceremony, however, was performed without liarshncss; and, 
though, no resistance of any kind was offered, their captors abstained, 
^ith very miraculous forbearance, from examining the contents of 
jnhcir pouches, and from searching for any other metal than cold iron. 
IfiVhen all this was completed, and the good citizens of Ghent re- 
luced to their hose and jerkins, stood passive, in silent expectation of 
4%iiat was to come next — nut at all unlike a flock of sliccp that a 
shepherd’s dog has driven into a comer of a field, — the same hoaise- 
7oiced gentleman, who had hitherto acted as the leader of their assaii- 
ints, addressed them in a bantering tone; — *‘Now’, my masters, tell 
me truly,” he cried, “ whether do ye covet to go with your hands and 
, feet at liberty, or to have your wrists tied with cords till the blood 
starts out from underneath your nails, and your ankles garnished in 
the same fashion ?” 

i The answer of tlic citizens may well be conceived ; and the other 
fwent on in the same jeering manner “ Well, then, swear to me by 
|b11 you hold, holy and dear— hut stay! First tell me who and what 
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,P^oa ia»f that I may frame the oath discreetly ; for each man in thiap 
world holds holy and dear tliat wliich his neighbour holds foolish aiu^ 
cheap.” J 

“ We are poor unhappy burghers of Ghent,” replied Martin Fruse, ^ 
who, tliough at first he iiad been terrified to a very undignified de-* 
gree, now began to recover a certain portion of composure — “ we aw 
poor unhappy burghers of Ghent, wlio have been induced by vain 
hopes of some small profit to ourselves and our good city, to get upon 
horseback. Alack ! and a we1l-a-day ! that ever honest, sober-l 
minded men should he persuaded to trust their legs across such gal-l 
loping uncertain, treacherous beasts.” ^ 

“ Ha ! ha ! ha !" shouted the man who had addressed him ; as I 
live by sword and dagger, it is good Martin Fruse coming from Na- 
mur. Well, Martin, the oath I shall put to you is this — that by all 
thy hopes of golden florins, by uH thy reverence for silks and furs 
and cloths of extra fineness, by thy gratitude to the shuttle and the 
loom, and by tliy reppect and love for a fine fleece of English wool, 
tliou wilt not attemjjt to escape from my hands till I fix thy ransom 
and give thee leave to go.” 

Martin Frusc very readily took the oath prescribe^ grateful in his 
heart for any mitigation of liis fears, though trembling somewhat at 
the name of ransom, wliich augured ill for tlic glittering heaps which 
he had left at home. Ills comrades all followed his example, on an 
oath of the same kind being exacted from each ; but when it was ad- 
dressed to the youth wlio jiocompaiiied them, a different pciene was 
acted. He replied boldly, ”()f cloths and furs I know nothing, but 
Hiat they cover me, and I will not take such a warehouse vow for the 
best man that ever drew a sword.” 

“ How now, how now. Sir Princoxl” cried Martin Frusc; ”art thou 
not my nephew, Albert Maurice? Take the oath tliis gcmtlemau 
oflTers thee, sirrali, and be well content lliat he does not strike ofl‘ Lhy 
young foolish head.” 

•* 1 will swear by my honour, uncle,” replied the boy, “ but I will 
never swear by cloth and florins, lor sucii a vow would biiul me hut 
little.” 

“Well, well, thy honour will do,” said the leader of their captors; 
“though, by my liiith, 1 think we must keep Ihee with iis, ami make 
a soldier of thee; fur doubtless thou art unworthy of the high honoaiVi 
of becoming a burgher of Ghent.” |i 

The sneering tone in which this was spoken expressed not ill 
general feeling of contempt with which the soldiers of that day looket^ 
upon any of the milder occupations of life. Wliatevcr kindness thej 
snowed towards the citizen — which was at times considerable — pro 
cceded solely from sensations approaching compassion, or from con- 
siderations of self-interest. They looked upon the burgher, indeed 
as a sort of inferior animal, whose helplessness gave it some claim upoi 
their generosity ; and such was probably the feeling that promptei 
the mild and indulgent manner in which the body of roving adven- ^ 
turers who had captured the Gandois travellers, marshalled their pri- 
soners in rank, and led them aw'ay from the high road — where, thougl; 
improbable, such a thing as an interruption might accidentally hav^ 
taken place— to the deeper parts of the forest, in which silence 
solitude seemed to reign supreme. 
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I Tills part of tfie arrangement, however, was not iv studjf^, 

|jf good Martin Fruse ; and though he certainly did nc 
Iposition, yet, while led along, together with his companicrlance 
lor sixteen armed and lawless men, it was with fear and trciare tliQsi^. -. 
the rolled his eyes around upon the dark and dreary masses yon the 
Idown the long profound glades, in which nothing was to he^ light 
f guishe^ and over the wild and broken rocks, which every nowiay, 
Ithen burst through their covering of trees and shrubs, and towerre 
|up into the sky, caught upon their brows the first rays of the risii> 

I' moon, invisible to those who wandered through the forest at their 
* foot. 

^ The scene was altogether a great deal too sublime and picturesque 
for his taste ; and he could not help thinking, as- he walked unwil- 
lingly along, how admirably fitted w^as the place, into which lie was 
led, for committing murder, without fear of discovery. Then would 
he picture to his own mind, his body left exposed beneath the green- 
wood trees, to be preyed on by the ravens, and beaten by the wintry 
showers ; and his heart would melt with tender compassion for him- 
self, when he thought how all his good gossips of Ghent would, in 
years to conic, tell the lamentable story of worthy Martin Fruse, and 
how ho was murdered in the forest of Hannut, to the wondering oars 
of a cliaace guest, over a blazing fire, in llie midst of the cold winter, 
lie had nearly wept at the pitiful images he had called up of his 
own fate, in his own mind; but, before he reached that point, a dis- 
tant neighing met his ear. The horses on which he and his compa- 
nions had ridden, and which were led after them by their captors, 
canght the sound also, and answered in the same sort; and in a few 
minutes more, a bright light began to gleam through tlie wood, which 
proved, on their farther advance, to proceed from a watch-fire, by the 
side of wliich a bird of the same feather with those who had cax)tured 
them, was lying asleep, lie started uj), however, on their approach ; 
and by tlie coiitrratulntions which passed mutually between him and 
his comrades, it became evident to Martin Fruse, that a party of citi- 
zens of Ghent was a ricli prize in the eyes of the freemen of the forest. 
It is true tliat lie would rather have had his worth appreciated in a 
different imumcr; Imt the sight of the fire cheered his heart, and a 
.siiniyitiT liorne, wind- the good burghers had brought with them, being 
led forward and relieved of its burden, the various stores of provision 
k with which it was loaded were spread out U]X>n tlie grass, and called 
^ up more genial ideas in the mind of the citizen than those which had 
hitherto accompanied him on his way tlirough the forest. The plea- 
sures of this new subject of contemplation, indeed, were for a few 
" minutes disturbed, by apprehension lest the captors should proceed to 
' divide the spoil o£ the panniers, without assigning any part to the 
' original proprietors. But this source of uneasiness was soon re- 
I moved ; and, on being made to sit down by the fire, and invited 
} frankly and freely to partake of all the good things once his own, the 
^ hept of Martin i>use expanded with joy, the character of robber ac- 
; quirrd a dignity and elevation in his eyes wliich it had never before 
possessed; and deriving from fat cold capon and excellent wine both 
1 present satisfaction and anticipations of future good treatment, he 
y gave himself up to joy, and began to gaze round upon the faces of his 
new comrades with every inclination to he pleased. 
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left, 

J»you az4^, ftatl r' 

vorld holds ho^ ^ — ■ 
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worthy burgher and his companions in the forest, wa I 
irree scQXif} lor a while, and bring the reader into the i 

of one of the feudal mansions of the period. The room into 
^Ibh we intend to introduce him was small in size; and, being placed 
^a high, square tower, attached to the castle of Hannut, it took the 
ixact ibnii of the building, except inasmuch as a portion w'as taken I 
off' the western side, for the purpose of admitting a staircase, on which, | 
indeed, no great space was thrown away. The furniture of tlie room 1 
was small in quantity, and consisted of a few large chairs of dark black ' 
oak, (whose upright backs of almost gigantic height were carved in a 
thousand quaint devices) together with two or three settles or stool s;, 
without any backs at all, a silver lamp, hanging by a thick brass 
chain from the centre of a roof, formed into the shape of a tent by the 
meeting of a number of grooved arches, and a small black cabinet, or 
closet, one of the doors of which stood open, displaying within, in 
splendid bindings of crimson velvet, wliat might in that day liavu 
been considered a most precious library, comprising about forty tomes 
ox manuscript. 

Besides being decorated by these articles of furniture, the room was 
adorned with line hangings of old tapestry; but the principal object 
in the whole chamber was a table and reading-desk of some dark 
coloured wood, on which wore displayed, wide open, the broad vellum 
leaves of a richly illuminated book. The table, and its burden, were 
placed exactly beneath the silver lamp already mentioned, which 
threw a strong but flickering light upon the pages of the work; and 
a chair wliich stood near seemed to show that somebody had lecenlly 
been reading. 

The person wlio had been so emidoyed, how^cver, lind by this time 
ceased; and having risen from his seat, was standing bcbJilc an o])eu 
casement, pierced through tiic thick walls at such a height from the 
floor, as just to enable him to lean his arm upon the sill of the window, 
and gaze out ujwn the scene beyond. 

Through this open casement, at the time I speak of, the bright stars 
of a cletir autumn night might l)C8een twunkling like diamonds in the 
unclouded sky; tlie sweet, warm, westerly wind, breathing of peace j 
and harvest from tlie plains beyond, sighed over the tops of the tall I 


forest trees, and poured into the window just raised above them ; .'uid 
some faint streaks of liglit to the 'west told that day had not long 
departed. The i)erson who gazed over the wide expanse commanded 
by the tow'cr, was a tall strong man, of perhaps a little more than 
forty years of age, with a forehead sonicwdiat bald, and hair which had 
once been black, but which was now' mingled thickly with grey, wJiile 
his beard, which was short and neatly ti'immed, had become almost 
white. His complexion was of a pale, dear brown, without a tinge of 
red in any part except his lips: and, os he gazed out upon the sky, 
there was a still calm spread over every feature, which, together with 
the bloodless hue of Ids skin, would have made ins countenance look 
like tlxat at the dead, liad not<the light of his large deep bruwii eye 
told of a bright and living soul wltluu. 'VVe must take leave to look 
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[df a moisent into liis bosom as he stood in liis lonely stud^ nwa^. 
fortli upon the sky. ^ 

’ “And are those clear orbs»” he thought, as with his gdance 
^pon the heavens lie saw star after star shine forth, “ and are tliQsi^ 
j^right orbs really the mystic prophets of our future fate? Is yon the 
look on which the Almighty hand has written in characters of light 
pie foreseen history of the world he has created? It may be so: nay, 
probably it is; and yet how little do we know of this earth that we 
inhabit, and of yon deep blue vault that circles us around. The 
iieasant, when he hears of my lonely studies, endues my mind, in his 
■ude fancy, W’itli power over the invisible world, and all the troops of 
spirits that possibly throng the very air wc breathe ; and kings and 
iiinccs themselves send to seek knowledge and advice from my lips, 
[lile I could answer to peasant and to Idng, that all my powers do 
i)t suffice to lay the spirit of past happiness from rising before my 
* cs, and all my knowledge does not reach to find that sovereign 
ixir — consolation for the fate of man. All that I have learned 

t idles me but to know that I have leiimed nothing; to fedl that 
cncc, and philosophy, and wisdom are in vain; and that, hidden 
lystcriously within the bosom of this mortal clay, is some fine essence, 
Jnic distinct being, which, while it participates in the pleasures and 
ttections of the earthly being in wliich it lies concealed, thirsts for 
Jiowledge beyond the knowledge of this world, and yearns for joys 
lore pure, and loves more unpcrisliable than the lov(*a and joys of 

i is earth can ever be. Oh! thou dear spirit, that in the years past I 
Lve seen look forth upon mo from the eyes of her new gone ; surely, 
ever tlie immortal being came back to visit the earth on which it 
ice moved, thou would st not have left me so long to solitude. No, 
I,” he added aloud, “ it is all a dream V* 

“And yet,” he thought, after a pause, “the powers with which the 
llgar mind invests mo are not all in vain : they give mo at least 
■•poreal i)eace ; repose from all the turbulent follies ; the wild whirl- 
K nothings, wliich pien call pleasure, or business, or policy t more 
Ipty, more unimportant, in relation to the grand universe, than tho 
[iiciiig of the myriad motes in the sunshine of a sumn/er’s day. They 
me peace — repose. I am no longer called upon, with an ash staff, 
bar of sharpened iron, to smite the breast of my fellow-men, in 
Jne mad prince’s quarrel. I am no longer called upon to take coun- 
I with a croAvd of grey-beard fools, in order to steal a few roods of 
jt |11 heavy soil from the dominions of some neiglibouring king. No, 
BO; the veiy superstitious dread in which they hold me gives me peace ; 
ay, and even jiower ; that phantom folly of which they axe all so fond; 
id be it far from me to undeceive them.” 

Thus thought the Lord of Hannut ; and, like most men, in some 
igree he cheated himself in regard to liis own motives. Doubtless, 
e predominating feelings of his heart were such as he believed them 
be. But, besides those motives on which he suffered liis mind to 
st, there mingled with the causes of his conduct small portions of 
^^e more ordinary desires and passions winch minds of a very ele- 
ilcd tone are anxious to conceal even from themselves. Learned 
.•yond any one, perhaps, of his age and country, the Lord of ITanimt 
tSLS not a little proud of his knowledge ; but when we remember the 
lirkness of die times in wliich he lived, w'e shall not wonder tliat 
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' idling tGHaed but little to enlighten his wind upon the deeX 
^®^^?wysteriou8 subjects, which the height of human knowledge hif 
discovered to be beyond its ken. Judicial astrology, in that daj%J 
^as held as a science, of the accuracy of wliich, ignorance olonlj 
ocmld be permitted to doubt; and the belief that a superlmman agen<^ 
was not only continually but visibly at work in the general afikirs rj 
this world, was both a point of faith with tho vulgar, and a point aej 
nutted by many of the most scientific. Magic and necromancy we:q 
looked upon as sciences. In vain Prior Bacon had written on elabd 
rate treatise to prove their nullity : he himself was cited as an instanci 
of their existence; and many of the most learned were only detcrrei! 
from following them openly, by the fear of those consequences whichi 
rendered their private pursuits more interesting from the degree of 
danger that accompanied it. 

Although magic, properly so called, formed no part of his studies, 
the reputation of dabbling in tliat imaginary science was not disa- 
greeable to the Lord of llannut; nor was it alone the desire of ob- 
taining peace and repose, which rendered the awe not unpleasing, 
wherewith both the peasantry of tho neighbourhood, and his fellow 
nobles throughout the land regarded him ; but, mingling imi)ercentibly 
with the current of other feelings, gratified vanity had its slmrSilso. 
Nor, indeed], though he affected to despise the world and the world’s 
power, did the influence that he exercised upon that world displease 
him. Perhaps, too, that influence might be the more gratifying, be- 
cause it was of an uncommon kind ; and though, doubtless, true phi- 
losophy, and a just estimate of the emptiness of this earth’s pleasures 
and desires, might have a considcrablfe share in the distant solitude 
which he maintsuned, the pride of superior knowledge had its portion, 
too, of the contempt with which he looked upon the generality of 
beings like himself. Much true benevolence of heart and susceptibility 
of feeling, with a considerable degree of imaginative eiitluisinsm, v ere, 
in fact, the principtd features of his character; yet his reasoning 
powers also were stwhg and clear, and very superior to those of most 
men in the age in which he lived; but as we sometimes see, those 
various qualities of his mind and heart rather contended against 
than balanced each other. 

In his early youth, the enthusiasm and the susceptibility had ruled 
almost alone. The din of arms, the tumult of conflicting liosts, the 
pomp and pageant of the listed field, all had charms for him. The 
natund strength of Ids frame, and the skill and dexterity given by 
. early education, had made many of the best knights in Europe go 
down before bis lance, and had obtained for him that degree of glorvj 
and applause which in those days was sure to follow and cncourap 
feats of arms, and which might have kept him for life one of the rutj 
but gallant cliampious of the day. But then came love— love of thi 
deep, powerful, engrossing nature, whicli a heart such as his wt 
aloiie capable of feeling. The cup of happiness was given to his li 
but for a moment; lie was suffered to drink, one deep, short draugh 
and, when he had tasted all its sweetness, it w*as dashed from hi 
liand, never to be filled again. From that moment his life had passe 
in solitude, and his days and nights had been occupied by study: uo 
had he above once, for more than twelve years, passed the limits < 
that fmrest over wliicdi his eyes were now cast. 
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As he leaned npon the Window-Bill^ and gazed ou.. \ a 
pondering over the strange mystery of man’s being, and^^**^i«rd‘ 
fate had cast him, the last faint lingering rays of twilight^™M be 
drawn from the air, and night fell up^ one half of the worlSf®™ 
was one of those bright, dear, splendid nights, which often coihi’^^ 
, the beginning of autumn, as if the heavens loved to look, witii ^ 
l their Siousand eyes, upon the rich harvest and the glowing fruits 
After he had gazed for some time, tlie eastern edge of the heavens 
began to grow lighter, and the clear yellow moon, waxing near her 
frill, rose up, and poured a tide of golden light over the immense 
extent of green leaves and waving boughs spread out beneath his 
eyes. All was still, and solemn, and silent, and frill of calm splen- 
dour, and tranquil brightness. There was not a sound, there was not 
a motion, except the slow gliding of the beautiful planet up the 
arch of heaven, and the whispering of the light wind, as it breathed 
through the boughs of the trees. 

Suddenly, however, a dull, faint noise was heard at some distance; 
which went on increasing slowly, till the sound of horses’ feet coula 
be distinguished, broken occasionally by the tones of a human voice, 
speaking a few words of order or inquiry. The Lord of ITannut 
listened, and ^vhen the horsemen came nearer, he gathered, from an 
occasion^ sentence, spoken as they wound round the foot of the tower 
in which lie was standing, that the party were directing their course 
to the gates of Ids own dwelling. His brow became slightly clouded; 
and though hospitality was a duty at that time never neglected, yet 
so rarely was he visited hy strangers, and so little did he court society, 
that he paused somewhat anxiously to think of how he might best 
receive them. To throw the gates of a castle open to all comers, was 
not, indeed, at all safe in those days; and though the Lord of Hannnt 
was, at tliat time, at feud with no one, and though his personal cha- 
racter, the strcngtli of Ids castle, and the npmber of his retainers, 
secured him against the free companions and plunderers of the times, 
it was not, of course, without pause and exandnation, that any large 
body of men were to be ailmittcd within the wadis at such an hour of 
the night. lie remained, hoivcver, musing soitoewhat abstractedly, 
till the horsemen, whom he had heard below, had w'ound along the 
road, which, following the various sinuosities of the walls and defences 
of the castle, skirted the brow of the hill on which it stood, and was 
only interrupted oy the gate of the barbacan on the northorn side of 
the building. 

Before it the travellers paused ; and the sound of a horn winded 
long and clearly, gave notice to denizens of the castle tliat admittance 
was demanded by some one without. Still the master of tlie mansion 
remained in thought, leaving to ibc prudence and discretion of his 
seneschal tlie task of receiving and answering the travellers ; and the 
sound of a falling drawbridge, with the crealdng of its beams, and the 
clanging and clash of its rusty chains, follow'cd by the clatter of 
horses* feet in the court-yard, soon announced that a considerable 
number of cavaliers liad obtained admission. Many voices pjit'iiking 
were next lictird, and then, after a pause of comparative sile nce, a 
slow step echoed up tlie long hollow staircase, which led to the 
chamber wq have already described. At that sound the Lord of 
Haanut withdrew from the window, and seating liimself before tha 
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had been lately reading, fixed his eyes upon the 
^ott ailjf ^rfught be a slight touch of stage effect in it — but no 
rorKi?2^^‘*St is there on this earth without its quackery? 

^ ^ when some one knocked without, and. on 

-^desired to come in, presented at the half-opened door, the 
®®'^ther-beaten face of an old soldier, who acted the part of seneschal, 
^Ibearing a look of apprehension, which sat ill upon features that 
seemed ori^nally destined to express anything but fear. 

“Come in, Roger, come in!” cried the Lord of Hannut. “Art 
thou fool enough, too, to think that I deal with evil spirits?” 

“ God forbid, my lord !” replied the man. “ But ill should I like to 
see a spirit of any kind, good or evil ; and therefore, I always like to 
have the room clear before I intrude.” 

“Well, what would you now?” demanded his lord, with somewhat 
of impatience in his manner. “ Wherefore do you disturb me?” 

“ So please you, sir,” replied the seneschal, “ a noble traveller just 
alighted in the court below, with a small but gallant train, consisting 

“On with thy tale, good Roger!” interrupted his master, “What 
of the traveller? Leave his train to speak for themselves hereafter.” 

“ So please you, my lord,” continued the other, “ he bade me tell 
you that an old tried friend, Tiiibalt of Neufcliatel, craved your hospi- 
tality for a single night.” 

“Thibalt of Kcufchatel!” exclaimed the other, his face brightening 
for a moment with a transitory expression of pleasure, and then 
turning deadly pale, as the magic of memory, by the spell of that 
single name, called up the scenes of the painful past with which that 
name was connected. “Thibalt of Neufcliatel! an old tried friend, 
indeed! though sad was the day of our lost meeting. Where is he? 
Lead the way!” 

Thus saying, the Lord of Hannut, without waiting for the guidance 
of Ms seneschal, proceeded with a rapid step towards the great hall 
of the castle, concluding as was really the case, that into that place of 
general reception the travellers had been shown on their arrival. It 
was an immense gloomy apartment, paved with stone, occupying the 
whole interior space at the bottom of the chief tower. At one end 
was the great door, which opened at once into the court ; and at the 
other was a high pointed window, not unlike tliat of a cathedraL 
Arms, of every kind then in use, decorated the walls in profusion. 
On the right side, as you entered from the court, was the wide open 
hearth, with stools and benches round about ; and so wide and cool 
was the chamber, that at the time I speak of— though a night in the 
early part of September — an immense pile of blazing logs sparkled 
and hissed in the midst, casting a red and flickering glare around, 
which, catching on many a lance, and shield, and suit of armour 
on the opposite wall, lost itself in the gloom at eitlier end of the hall, 
and in the deep hollow of the vault above. 

A cresset — hung by a chain from the centre of the roof— added a 
degree of light, wliich, however, was confined to the part of the h^ 
in the immediate vicinity of the lamp; and, witliin its influence, dis- 
encumbering themselves of some of the habiliments pf the road, were 
seated the party of travellers just arrived, at the moment that the 
Lord of Hannut entered. He came in by a small door behind one of 



MAXr OF BtritGirnDT. 


the massy pillars which 8up|>ortcd the vault, and advanoeUi^ 
towards liis guests. Tiic sound of his footstep caused them^ he 
rise, but the Marshal of Burgundy immediately advanced before «« 
rest to meet his friend. When within a few steps of each other, bom 
stopped, and looked with a countenance of doubt and surprise on the 
face of the other. Each had forgotten that many years had passed 
since they last met, and each had pictured to liimself the image of 
his friend as he had before seen him, in the pride of youth and health; 
but, when the reality was presented to them, both paused in astonish- 
ment to gaze upon the effects of Time’s tremendous power, which ' 
they mutually presented to each other. Nor was their surprise at ' 
first unminglcd with some degree of doubt as to the identity of the 
person before them with the friend from whom they had so long been 
separated. 

“Good God!” exclaimed the Lord of Planimt, *‘Thibault of Neuf- 
chatel!” 


“Even so. Maurice of Hannut!” replied the Marshal. Good faith, 
old iriend, I scarcely should have known thee. But more of this 
hereafter,” he added, hastily. “See, hero is a mighty prince, the 
Lord Louis of Valois, who demands thy care and hospitality for this 
nigiit, as under my safe conduct; he journeys to visit his noble cousin, 
our sovereign, the Duke of Burgundy.” 

The Lord of Hannut bowed low at this intimation of the high 
quality of one of liis guests, and proceeded to welcome the sou of the 
reigning monarch of France, with that grave and stately dignity 
which tlic early habits of tlie court and camp had given to his demea- 
nour. The forms and ceremonies of that day, which would be found 
dull enough even to practise at present, would appear still duller in 
writing than they would be in act; and, therefore, passing over all 
the points of etiquette wliich were observed in the reception and 
entertainment of the Dauphin, tlic supper tliat was laid before him, 
and the spiced wines that were offered Iiim at his bedside, we will 
continue for a moment in the great hall, which, after he retired to 
rest, remained occupied by the few attendants who had accompanied 
himself and the Marshal of Burgundy thither, and by the usual 
servants and officers of the Lord of Hannut. 

The presence of their superiors had restrained for a time all free 
communication amongst these worthy personages; but, between the 
squire of the body to the Marshal of Burgundy, and the seneschal of 
the Lord of Hannut, had passed many a glance of recognition, and a 
friendly, though silent, pinch of the arm during supper; and no sooner 
was Louis of Valois safely housed in his chamber, and his companion, 
the Lord of Neufchatel, closeted with the master of the mansion, than a 
conversation commenced between two of the followers, a part of which 
must be here put down as illustrative of those past events, which, in 
some degree, hawever slight, affect the course of this true history. 

“ Wliat, Boger de Lorens!” cried the squiro of the Marshal, “ still 
hanging to the skirts of thy old lord? Do I find Ihee here at the end 
of twelve long years ?” 

“ And where could I be better, Begnault of Gand ?” replied the 
other. “But thou thyself, old friend, art thou not at the same skirts 
too as when last 1 saw thee ? How is it, that after such long servioo 
thou art not yet a knight?* 
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n then,** replied the squire, ** it is that 1 am toe 

frV^WS^ honour to knighthood, and too wise to covet a state that 1 
<p^not the means to hold. 1 have made money in the wars on an 
'^casion too, like my neighbours; but, alack, friend Eoger, no sooner 
' does the right hand put the money in, than the left hand filches it out 
jagain. And is it, then, really twelve long years since we met? Lord, 
^ Lord! it looks but yesterday, when 1 tliink of those times; and yet 
when I count up all the things I have done since, and make old 
Memory notch them down on her tally, it seems like the score of a 
hundred years more than twelve. I remember the last day we ever 
saw each other; do you?” 

“ Do you think I could ever forget" it!” said the other. “ Was it 
not that day when the pleasure-house of Lindenmar was burned to the 
ground, and our good lord’s infant was consumed in the flames ?” 

I remember it well,” replied the other, musing over the circum- 
stances of the past ; “ and 1 remember that my lord and Adolph of 
Gueldres, and all the rest of the nobles that were marching to join 
l^e duke, saw the flames from the road ; and all came willingly to 
help your gallant young lord. He was gallant and young then. But 
Adolph of Gueldres cried to let them lUl burn, so that the lands of 
Hannut might come to him. He sqid it laughing, indeed; but it was 
a hitter jest at such a minute.” 

My lord heard of that soon enough,” answered the seneschal, “and 
he never forgave it.” 

“Oh, but he heeded him not,” exclaimed the other: “ we all gave 
what aid we could. Mind you not, how my lord rushed in and brought 
But our lady in his arms, and how she wept for her cliild? It was but 
M fortnight old, they say!” 

“Ho more, no more!” answered the other: “aild^I will tell you 
what, she never ceased to weep till death dried up her tears : poor 
thing! But, hark thee, Hegnault,” he added, taking the other by the 
arm, and drawing him a few paces aside, not only out of earsliot of 
the rest of the persons who tenanted the hall, but also out of the broad 
glare of the lamp, as if what he was about to say were not matter for 
the open light but, hark thee, Bcgnault de Gand! they do say 
that tlie spirits of that lady and her child visit our lord each night in 
his cliamber at a certain hour.” 

“ Didst thou ever see them, good Roger?” demanded his companion, 
with a smile of self-satisfied incredulity. “ Didst thou ever sot eyes 
.upon them, thyself? ’ 

' “God forbid I” ejaculated the seneschal, fervently; “ God forbid! 
I would not see them for all the gold of Egypt.” 

“Well, then, good Roger, fear not,” replied Regnault de Gand, 
^ihou shalt never see theml I have heard a mighty deal of spirits, 
and ghosts, and apparitions, and devils; but though I liave served in 
the countries where they are most plenty, 1 never could meet with 
one jn the whole course of my life ; and between us two, good Roger, 
I believe in none of them; except, indeed, all that the church believes^ 
and the fourteen tliousand virgin martyrs.” 

“ Why tliat is believing enough in all conscience,” replied Roger de 
Lorens; “ but if you believe in no such tilings, I will put you to sleep 
in the small room at the stairs’ foo^ just beneath n^ Jora’s private 
teuunber.” 
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Whether this proposal was relished much or ^ meoB^ 

squire, he had made too open a profession of his incrodw^sF^^Wd 
from tlie test ; ' and he was fain ta take up his abode fdir t^ "Wld be 
low-roofed, but not inconvenient chamber, at the foot of -*ie 
in the square tower. He looked somewhat pale as his old compi{J<Ui« 
bade him good-ni{^ht; but he looked a vast deal paler the next 
when they wished each otlier good-morning. Not one word, however, 
did he say, cither of objection at first, or of comment at last; and no 
one ever exactly knew how he sped during the night he passed in that 
chamber, thougli, when some months after he married a buxom dame 
of Ghent^ a report got about amongst the gossips, that though he had 
not actually encountered a spirit, he had heard many strange noises, 
and seen many a strange beam of light wandering about tlic apart-^ 
ment, coming'^ he knew notVhence and disappearing he knew not 
whitlipr. 

11c himself told nothing openly; and when the fair dame whom he 
had taken to his bosom, tand who was supposed to be deeply learned 
in all the secrets thereof, was spoken to on the subject, ske, too, 
affected a tone of mystery; only assuring the ingenious gossip, who 
tried to ferret out the details, with a solemn shake of the head, “ that 
those might disbelieve tlie apparation of spirits who liked. As for 
her husband, Kegnauit, he had good cause to know hotter; though he 
had once been a scofior, lilce all the rest of your swaggering, gallant^ 
dare-devil men-at-arms.” 

Having now violated, in some degree, the venerable art of chro- 
nology, and, in favour of the worthy squire, run somewhat forward 
before the events of my tale, 1 must beg the reader to pause on lus 
advance for a single instant; and, while the Pauphin, tlie Marshy 
and their respective trains, sleep sound in the massy walls of the 
castle of llanuut; to return with me to the party we lately left aft- 
eembled round a fire in the heart of the forest.* 

CHAPTER TV. 

Fbom the middle of the fourteenth to the middle of the fifteenth 
centuries, and even, perhaps, to a much later period, there existed, 
spread over the whole continent — equally in France, in Flanders, ia 
Italy, and in Germany — a particular class of men, whose livelihood 
was obtained by the sword, and by tlie sword alone. In time of 
hostility, they were soldiers; in time of peace, they were plunderers;' 
and long habituated to reap alone the iron harvest of war, riiey never 
dreamed of turning the sword into the reaping-hook; a sort of pro- 
ceeding which they would have considered the basest degradation of 
an instrument which they held in as high a degree of VeneFation, as 
that in wliich it was regarded by the ancient Scythians. 

In the interior of France, indeed, such a thing as peace was some- 
times to be found; but Germany, end its frontiers towards France, 
presented such a number of great vassals, and independent princes, 
e^h of whom had the right of waging war against his neighbour— a 
right which they took care should not hdl into desuetud^ihat the 
meroenaxy soldiers, who at that time infested the world, were rarely, 
for any long period, under the necessity of cultivating the arts of peao% 
even in their own peculiar maimer, in the heart of the green tbrest 
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m goodlier part -of the great struggle between France and 
dif^^ boic men had assembletl in bodies of thousands and tens of 
<^uring the existence o£ any of the temporary sus- 
xxicaslovt w hostilities, wliich took place from time to time, they seized 
does ^"spme town or castle, lived at free quarters in the country, and 
Mii prince and peasant, city and village alike, under contrilmtion. 
'^yradually, however, these great bodies became scattered; kings feund 
it more imperatively necessary to overcome such internal foes, than 
to oppose an external enemy. The nobles also leagued together to 
destroy any of the great bands that remained ; but the smaller ones— 
tolerated at first as a minor evil, consequent upon the system of war- 
fare of tlic day — were always in the end encouraged, protected, and 
' rewarded, w'hen hostilities between any two powers rendered their 
services needful to each; and were not very severely treated, when 
circumstances compelled them to exercise their military talents on 
their own account. Scarcely a great lord through Germany, or Bur- 
gundy, or Flanders, liad not a band of this kind, more or less for- 
midable, according to his wealth and power, either in his pay, or 
under his protection. The character of the adventurer, indeed, of 
each particular troop, greatly depended upon the disposition and man- 
ners of the lord to whom they were for the time attached; hut, on 
the whole, tliey were a very mucli libelled people ; and though in actual 
waarfare they were certainly worse than the ordinary feudal soldier of 
the day, in time of peace they were infinitely better than the class of 
common robber, that succeeded upon their extinction. There were 
times, indeed, when, under the ^idaiice of some fierce and ruthless 
leader, they committed acts which disgraced the history of human 
nature; hut upon ordinary occasions, though they carried into the 
camp a strong touch of the plundering propensities of the freebooters, 
yet, when war was over, tliey bore with them, to the cavern or the 
wood, many of the frank and gallant qualities of the chivalrous soldier. 

It was in the hands of a body of such men, though of a somewhat 
better quality than usual, that last left Martin Frusc, tlie worthy 
burgher of Ghent, beginning to recover from the apprcliensions wliich 
he had at first entertained, and to enjoy liimself in proportion to the 
rapid transition lie had undergone, ftom a feeling of terror to a sense 
of security. The balance of human sensation is so nicely suspended, 
tliat scarcely is a weight removed from the heart, ere up flies the 
beam, as far above as it was below ; and long docs it vibrate before it 
attains the equipoise. Such, 1 believe, are the feelings of every 
bosom : though some, ashamed ox the sudden transition, have power 
enough to master its expression, and clothe themselves with external 
calmness, while their hearts are really as much agitated as those of 
otiicr men. Not so, however, with good Martin Fruse : thoi^h, oc- 
casionally, in afimrs of policy, he thought liimself called upon to make 
a bungling attempt to give an air of diplomatic secrecy and caution 
to lus language and manner; and though, wdien prompted by otliers, 
he could speak an equivocal speech, and &ncy liimself a skilful nego- 
tiator upon the faitli of a doubtful sentence, yet, in gener^ the emo- 
tions of his heart would bubble up to tlic surface unrestrained. On 
' he present occasion, as cold capon and rich ham, strong Bhenish and 
^ity Moselle, gave pledges of the most satisfactory kind for his fu- 
safety, his joy sparkled forth witli somewhat childish gleet 
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and his prood friends, the robbers, in the niidst of 
supplied, in his affections, the place of many a boon 
rich town of Ghent. 

The stores of the sumpter-horse were soon nearly consumecpJ“®“ 
it was remarked by the worthy burpfher, that a portion whiohj^" 
nice computation, he judged might satisfy the appetite of two hungry 
citizens, together with a couple of large •flasks of the best wine, 
were set apart with reverential care, as if for some person who was 
not present, but who was heM by his companions in a high degree of 
respect. After governing his curiosity Iot some time, that most un- 
rebtr.niiablc of all human passions got the better of him ; and by some 
sid( long questions he endeavoured to ascertain for whom this reserva- 
tion was made. • 

*'Oh no! no, no!” replied the personage who had hitherto acted as 
the leader of the freebooters, “we must not touch that; it is put by 
ior our captain, who will be here presently, and will tell us/' he 
added, with a malicious grin, ns he played upon the apprehensions of 
tile good citizen — “and will tell us whitt we are to do with thee 
and thine, good Master Martin ITruse. Thou art not the first 'syndic 
oPthc weavers, I trow, who has dangled from a beam ; and one could 
not clioobc a more airy place to hang in, on a summer’s dajr/* 

Tliougli Martin Fruse perceived tliat there was a touch of jest at the 
bottom of his companion’s speech, yet the very thought of dangling 
from a beam — a fate which the Duke of Burgundy was fully as likely 
to inflict upon a rebellious subject, as the most ferocious flreebooter 
upon a wandering traveller-— caused a peculiar chilly sensation to 
pucker up Ins whole skin; but, as his danger from the robbers was 
the more pressing and immediate of the two, he applied himself 
strenuously to demonstrate, that it was both unjust and unreasonable 
to hang a man cither to beam or bough, after having abetted him in 
making himself very comfortable in the world in which God had 
placed him. There was sonietliing in the arguments he deduced from 
cai>on and liock, together with tlie terror that he evidently felt, and a 
degree of childisli simplicity of manner, which ninde the freebooters 
roar with laughter; and they were just indulging in one of these 
merry ] teals, when a sudden rustle ou the bonk over their head gave 
notice that some one w’lis ajtprooching. 

•‘Hold by the roots, boyl” cried a rough voice above. “Here! 
Set your foot there. Now jump : as far as you can. , That’s right ! 
Cleared it, by St. George ! Now, slip do^n. So here we are.” 

As he spoke tlie last words, Matthew Oournay, followed by young 
Hugh of Gucldrcs, stood within one pace of the spot where the free- 
booters liad been regaling. Two or three of tlie latter had started up 
to welcome him, holding liigli one of the torches to light his descent; 
and as he came forward, his eye nui over the evidences of their 
supper, and the party who had partaken of it, with some degree of 
surprise. 

“How now, my merry men?” he cried, laughing. “Ye have had 
some sport, it would seem; but by our Lady! 1 liojie ye have left me 
a share, and something for this poor lad, who is dying of Imnger.” 

"Plenty, plenty for both,” replied many of the voices; “tliat is to 
•ay, enough for one tncal at least; the next we must find elsewhere.* 

“But here are some Gandois tnders.** added one of the pan|b 
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twftil decree, and trembling in e^seiy Kmb lest they 
diriao Ranged upon tlie next tree." 
waaia nc^^forbid I" replied Matthew Gournay. “We will put them to 
fKiccasiftansomSy for rich citizens. Who is the first? Stand wp! good 
doBCn. What! Martin Fruse!” he exclaimed, starting back, as the light 
^fell upon the face of the burgher. “My old friend, Martin Fnise, in 
^ whose house I lodge<l when I came to teach the men of Ghent how to 
get up a tumult! Little did 1 think 1 should so soon have tliec under 
eontribution,” 


“Nay, nay, good Master Gournay,” replied the burgher, “right 
glad am I to see thee. In truth, I thought I had fallen into worse 
hands than thine. I know well enough,'* he added, with a somewhat 
doubtful expression of countenance, notwithstanding the confidence 
which his words implied — **l know well enough that thou hast no 
)ieart to take a ransom from thine old companion.” 

"Faith but thou art wrong, Martin,” replied Matthew Gournay, 
laying his heavy hand upon the citizen's shoulder. “Thine own ran- 
som shall be light, and that of thy comrades also, for thy sake ; but 
something we must have, if it be but to keep up good customs. ^ 
trifle, a mere trifle: a benevolence, as our good kings call it in £%- 
land, when they take it into their heads to put the clergy to ransom • 

“Nay, but," said Martin Fruse, whose confidence and courage were 
flilly restored by the sight of his friend’s face; “nay, but consider 
that I was taken while journeying for the sole purpose of conferring 
With thee and Adolph of Gueldres concerning the general rising w« 
purposed.” 

“Well, wclh we will apeak farther hereafter,” answered Matthew 
Gcurnay. “That job is all over for the present; and as, doubtless, 
tile duke has heard of our doings, it may go hard with your purses, and 
with my neck, if he catch us, which please God he shall not do. But 
wo must think of some way of getting you all back to Ghent in safety. 
Now, Halbert of the Hillside,” he addet^ addressing one of his old 
band, who was probably an Englislimau like himself, “ hie thee to the 
midway oak. Thou wilt there find the old seneschal. Tell him all 
is safe! Bid him tarry there till to-morrow, collecting all our friends 
that come thither; and, in the meantime, to send me the leathern 
bottles^from the hollow tree. These flimsy flasks furnish scarce a 
chaught for a bojr; and, good faith, I will be merry to-night, whatever 
befall to-morrow. Up the bank, up the bank,” he continued; *"tis 
but a quarter of a mile that way.” 

While the miessenger was gone in search of the fresh supply of 
wine which the leatWn bottles implied, Matthew Gournay, and the 
young companion, whom he had brought with him, despatched the 
provisions which had been saved by the very miraculous abstinence 
of the fifeebooters; and at the same time the two flasks of Khenish 
disappeared with a celerity truly astonishing. Four capadous bottles, 
boldiDg about a gallon each, were soon after added to the supply, and 
all present were called upon to partake. 

A scene of merriment and joy then succeeded, which would be im- 
possible to describe ; such, indeed, as perhaps no men ever indulged 
in whose lives were not held by so uncertain a tenure, whose; mo- 
ments of secui^ity were not counterbalanced by so many hours of 
Janger, and whose pleasures were not bought by m many labours 
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md pains, that it hecaltoe ^eir only pcdicsy to ^ 

to the very dreg9,%hilo it wae yet i,t Ihcir lips, KfiJ® "MWira ^ 
pause, circumstance, that unkind step^ame, ehcwd snif^ vouja he 
from their hands for ever. The final explosion of their 
was called forth hy good Martin Pruse, who, after showing* 
signs and symptoms of weary drowsiness, declared that he sliS^ 
like to go to bed, and asked, with mucli simplicity, where he was ti. 
itiecp. 

“ Sleep!** exclaimed Matthew Gk)umey, “ sleep ! Why where the 
fiend would you sleep ?” 

*• I mean, where’s your house, good Master Matthew Goumay 
rejoined Martin Friise, with open eyes, from wliich all expresbion was 
banished by surprise at finding his question n matter of laughter, he 
knew not why. “ It *a all very well to sup in the wood on a fine 
summer night ; but it 's growing late and cold, and 1 do think we had 
better a great deal get us to our warm beds.** 

The only answer which he received to this speech, from the rob- 
bers, was a new peal of laughter; but, at the same moment, his 
nephew plucked him by the sleeve, exclaiming, ‘’Hist, unde I'ye only 
make the knaves grin ; you may sleep where you are, or mot sleep at 
all for this iiiglit. Have you not heard how these men covet no ^ 
vering bat the green houghs of the forest ?’* 

“Thou art somewhat malapert, young sir,** said Matthew Goumay, 
fixing upon him a glance into which various parts of the boy's speech, 
not very respectful to the freebooters, had called up a degree of 
fierceness that was not the general expression of his countenance; 
“tliou art Bome'what malapert ; and, if thy unde follow my advice, 
he will make thy shoulders now and then taste of the cloth-yard 
measure, else tliou w ilt mar hi*^ foi tunc some fine day. The boy saya 
true, however, good Martin; here slcepest thou this night, if thott 
slecpest at all; so get thee under yonder bank, with that broad oak 
tree above thy head, to guard thee from the westerly wind, and tbanK 
heaven thou lust so fair a canopy. There, wrap thy cloak about 
tliee ; ask God’s blessing, and bleep sound. To-morrow I will wake 
thee early, to talk of what may lH 2 St be done to speed thee on thy 
way in safety ; for many of the dukeV bands are about ; and withotU; 
W’e can get tlicc .some good escort, thou art like to be in same 
pbghi ab the a^s, who, lunniiig away from a dog, fell in wilh a Mon.** 

Although Mai tin I'ni^e believed himself to be as wise as any man 
that (\er Intd, except King Solomon, ho had a peculiar dislike, or 
rather, it njay be called, a nervous antipathy, to the very name of an 
ass ; but, whtn it wms introduced, as on the present occasion, in the 
form of a simile, to exemplify his own situation, his feelings were 
wounded in a deep degree. In silent indignation, tlicrcfore, for he 
know'- not what to reply, he arose, and proceeded to the spot pointed 
out, where, having made himself as comfortable as circumstances peu^ 
milted him to do, he lay down, and, notwithstanding a firm determi- 
nation not to close an eye, he was soon pouring forth a body of nasal 
music, whicli seemed intended to shame the nightingales for their si- 
lence in the autumn season. 

The rest of the travellers took up witii such couches as they could 
find ; and the robbers, too, one by one, wrapped their cloaks about 
them, and resigned themsch*es to ticq). The two last who remained 
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* iw Gournay and young Hugh, of Oueldres, whose 

morning had sufficiently removed the 
QwSnofc "%rh‘ ™ limbs, to leave his mind free to rest upon the sor- 
ccasptiaiir*^ past and the dangers of the present. 

nim the leader of the freebooters held a long, and, to them, an 
M .resting conversation ; in the course of which the boy narrated all 
.«ne events which had lately occurred to liim : the storming of hfr 
fhlhcr's castle by the troops of Burgundy ; the perils he had under 
gone ; the difficulties of his escape ; his desolation and despair when 
he found himself a wanderer and an outcast ; his long and weary 
journey ; his adventure with the Dauphin, whom he described as a 
Prench traveller; and the manner in which that base and artful 
prince had deceived him. He told it all with so much simple pathos» 
that lie called up something very like a tear in the adventurer’s clear 
blue eye ; and Matthew Gournay, laying his broad hand affectionately 
on his head, exclaimed ** Never mind, my young lord, never mind ; 
you arc not without friends, and never shall be, so long as Matthew 
Gournay lives ; for I swear by the blessed Virgin, and all the saints 
to boot, that my sword shall hght your quarrels, and my lance shall 
he at your command, till I see you a righted man. But, as you say 
that the Lord of Hannut is your cousin in the first degree, thither we 
must go for help and counsel. 1 know him well, too ; for my good 
band helped to keep his castle for him, when the black riders were about 
last year : and what with the troops of spirits that folks say he can 
command, and the company of the good fellows that I shall soon ga- 
ther together again, wo shall be able to do something for you, no 
doubt. By the way,” he added, seeming suddenly to bethink himself 

some fact that had before escaped his attention, “ these travellers, 
you say, are going to Hannut too, and under their escort these Gau- 
dois weavers may pass unsuspected on their way homeward." 

“ What if they refuse to take them ?” said Hugli of Gueldres. 

By the Lord, they shall cat more cold iron than they can well 
atomach,” replied the adventurer: " hut I must sleep, my young lord, 
1 must sleep, if 1 would rise fresh to-morrow ! Lend us thy hand to 
Bhift off this plastron." So saying, he disencumbered himself of his 
breastplate, and the otlicr pieces of defensive armour which might 
have rendered his sleep uncomfortable ; and, laying them down by his 
steel cap or basinet, which he had previously taken off, he wrapped 
the end of his mantle round liis head, stretched himself on the ground, 
grasped the hilt of his dagger tight with his right hand ; and, in that 
attitude, fell into as sound a sleep as if he had never tasted crime or 
heard of danger. The boy soon followed his example, and all was 
silence. 

About an hour before daylight the following morning, Martin Fruse 
was awakened by some one shaking him by the shoulder. He 
loused himself with many a yawn, rose up, stretched his round limbs, 
vdiich were sadly stiffened by a night’s lodging upon the cold ground 
and, gazing round, perceived, by the mingled light of the expiring 
fire and one or two pine-wood tor^s stuck in the ground, that the 
party of adventurers had been considerably increased duringhia sleep; 
and that they were now all busily employed in sadclUng horses and 
preparing for a marcli,^ except, indeed, Matthew Gournay himself 
whim grasp it was that bad awakened him. fie was now infigmedi 
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In a few brief words, without any precise explanation, that a 
had suggested itself for sending him ant his companions forward to* 
wards Ghent, with less danger than that to which they would be 
exposed in travelling alone. For this courtesy, and for the permission 
to return at all, Mattliew Goumay exacted, under the name of ran- 
som, a sum so much smaller than the fears of the worthy burgher had 
anticipated, that he only affected to haggle for a florin or two less, in 
order to keep up the custom of bargaining, so nccessaiy to him in his 
mercantile capacity. A hint, however, from Matthew Goumay, that, 
if he said another word, the sum demanded should be tripled, soon sot 
the matter at rest; and in a few minutes the whole parly were on 
horseback, and on their way to the castle of Hannut. 

On their arrival at the gate of tlie barbacan, they were instantly 
challenged by a sentry, who at that early hour stood watching the first 
grey streaks of the dawn. After various inquiries and messages to 
and from the interior of the castle, they were led round to a small 
postern, and, being made to dismount, were led, one after another, by 
torchlight, up one of those narrow, almost interminable staircases, still 
to be found in every old building whose erection can be trahed to 
the feudal period. 


\ CHAFTER V. 

It was after dinner on the following morning— which meal, be it re- 
marked, took place in those days about ten o'clock — that the Dauphin 
and the Marslial of Burgundy rose to bid adieu to their noble host, 
and offered him, in courteous terms, their thanks for tiie hospitable 
entertainment he had hhown them. 

“ I have, my lord, a favour to ask in return,” said the lord of Han- 
nut, “which will leave me your debtor. The case is simply this: 
ftome worthy merchants of Ghent, travelling on mercantile afiairs, as 
1 am told, arrived here tliis morning; and, being fearful of encoun- 
tering some of the robbers, who have given to this forest not the best 
repute, they are now waiting in the inner court, anxious to join them- 
seUes to your train, and accompany you as far as Cortenbergh, where 
they will leave you, and take the short-cut to Ghent.” 

“ Willingly, willingly,” replied the Dauphin; “by my faith, if there 
be robbers in the uoud, the more men we are, the better.” 

The TMarshal of Burgundy looked somewliat grave. “I have heard 
Tumours, my lord,” lie said, “that the men of Ghent, who, in my young 
day, 'when 1 frequented this part of the country, were as turbuk*iit a 
rjcc of base mechanics as ever drove a shuttle or worked a loom, 
liavc not forgotten their old habits, and from day to day give my lord 
the duke some fresh anxiety.” 

“Nay, nay,” replied the lord of Ilannut; “these men ofo rich 
burghers, re turning peacefully to their own city from some profitable 
excursion,” 

“Oh, let us have them, by all means!” exclaimed Louis, who pos- 
sibly might have his own views, even at that time, in cultivating a 
good understanding with the people of Ghent. At least, we know that: 
he never ceased to keep up ^omc correspondence with the burghers of 
the manufacturing town of I'lauders, from the time of his exile among 
them, to the last hour of his life, “Oh! let us have tlicm by all means* 
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» A wk of Hie mliberfly my liord Murshal! By my faith! I here too 
!/m 0’ flosiOB in is^i^nrse to lose any willingly'/* 

Ifeabsl of Burgimdy eignifiod his assent by a low inclination 
of t|ie lie«4» jShongh it was evident, from his whole manner, that he 
lAeased with the new eompaniona thus join^ to his 
, would at once have rejected the ^rc^posal, had good 

.ttskOOpfltowardB his host, or respect towards the Dauphin, permitted 
li^ tO'tnake smy further opposition. 

^(9o necessary do I think caution against the frcchooters, my lords,” 
oald the master of the mansion, as he conducted them towards the 
OOUTt-yard, where their horses stood saddled, “ that I have ordered 
ten spears of my own to accompany yon to the verge of the forest 
They will join you at the little town of Hannut, about a quarter of a 
league distant; and will remain with you as long as you may think 
ft necessary.” 

Louis expressed his gratitude in courtly terms ; and the Lord of 
Neufchatel tlianked his old friend more frankly ; but said, he should 
like to see the boldest freebooter that ever was born, stand before the 
Marshal of Burgundy, though he had but four lances and four horse- 
boys ill his train. The party were by this time in the C(>urt-yard ; 
and Louis greeted the burghers, whom he found waiting, with a 
familiar cordiality, well calculated to win tlieir hearts, without dimi- 
nishing his own dignity. The Marshal of Burgundy, on tlie contrary, 
spoke not; but looked on them with a grim and somewhat contemp- 
tuous smile; muttering between Ins teeth, with all the haughtiness of 
’a feudal noble of that day: “The rascallion communes! they are 
dressed as proudly as lords of the first dogi’cc!” 

Notwithstanding his offoneivc pride, yet untamed by years, the 
XiOrd of Neufcliatcl was farii'om treating the biirgliers wdth any real 
unkindness: and after the whole party had mounted, aiul left the 
castle of Hannut, he gratified himself every now and then by a sneer, 
it is true; but whenever any occasion presented itself for contributing 
to their comfort, or rendering them a substantial service, the natural 
courtesy of a chivalrous lieart got the better of the prtyudiccs of 
education- At an after period, indeed, he went still furtlier, and 
greatly changed his demeanour towards the pci'pie of iJie towns; 
l^t at present, his pride ofl^ded more than his r>(‘rvic(‘s pleased; 
and when, after a quiet and uninterrupted journey, the two parties 
separated at Cortenbergh, though the JMarshal left them ns a set of 
men on whom he should never waste another tlionglil, iljcy rcincni- 
bered him long as one of those haughty tyrants wliose insults and 
oppression often goaded tlie peoidc into tumults, though the lime was 
not yet come for a successful struggle fur emanciimtion. 

From Cortenherg, the Daupliin and his companions rode on towards 
Brussels, sending forward a messenger to iTiform the Duke of 
Burgundy of their approach ; but before they reached tlic gates of 
the town, they received information that the prince whom tliey sought 
was even Hien in the field against the people of Utreclit. Neverthe- 
less, as a safe asylum in Ijrus.scls was all that Louis demanded, he 
rode on upon his way; and, being admitted at mice within tlio walls ol 
the town, jiroccedcd toivards ^ the palace. His coming Imd been 
notified to the Duchess Isabelle: and on arriving at tlie barriers which 
Mut that time separated the dwelling of every prince or great noble 
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from the commoQ streets of the towzi) he thft^ < -' v 
with the young and beautiful Countess of Char61oi& - ' of Ma 

afterwards famous as Charles the Bold-— waiting to u V ' the 

heir of the French throne. No sooner did he perceiv n, 

springing from his horse, he advanced with courtljr gi^ . * 

lantly saluted the xheek of every one of the fair be\:., \ 
descended to welcome liim ; and then offering his arm to th'bl;^'^ ' 
wished to lead her into the palace. But this method of pro 
was not at all permitted hy the mistress of the most ceremv 
court, at that time, in Europe; and a senes of fmmal courtesies ht^ 
and endured for a mortal half hour, such as would have slain a. 
queen in modem Europe. At length, the resistance of the Buches. 
was vanquished by tlie Dauphin taking her by the hand, and thus 
leading her forward, as he exclaimed, “ Nay, nay, lady, you are over- 
ceremonious towards one who is now the poorest gentleman of all the 
realm of France, and knows not where to find a refuge, eiccept with 
you and my fair uncle of Bur^ndy.” 

'Wo might now pursue Louis XL through all his cunning intrigues 
at the court of Burgundy; for, though then a young man, with the 
ardent blood of youth mingling strangely in his veins with the cold 
serpent-like sanies of policy, yet his nature was the same artful 
nature then tlwt it appeared in after-years: and treachery and 
artifice were as familiar to his mind wliilc combined wdth the passiong 
and follies of early life, as they w'ere when connected with the super- 
stitious and weaknesses of his age. 

At present, however, it is neither with Louis nor with the Duke of 
Burgundy, nor with his wjirlike son, that wo have principally to do, 
but rullicr with the young Countess of Charolois, then in that 
int(Testing situation wdicn the hopes of a husband and a nation 
are fixed upon a coming event, which, with danger to the mother, is 
to cl VC an heir to the throne and to the love of both sovereign and 
people, • . . 

liie subjects of Burgundy watched anxiously, till at length, in the 
month of February, on St. Viilentinc’s eve, w'as born Mary of Bur- 
giiiid>— the only child that ever blessed the bed of Charles the Bold. 
Tlic b:i])tisni w^ns appointed to take place as soon as possible: and the 
Dau])liiu was invited to hold at the font the infant princess, much 
of whute atier-being his ainlntion was destined to render miserable. 
Now, lio\v(‘viT, all was joy and festivity; and magnificent presents, 
and splendid preparalions, evinced howr much the Flemish citizens 
shared, or would have seemed to share, in the happiness of their duke 
and his family. Even the pcojile of Utrecht, so lately in rebiilion, 
vied with Bruges and Brussels, Ghent and Ypres, in offering rich 
testimonies of tlicir gladness; and Brussels itself was one scene of 
gorgeous si)lcndour during the whole day of the christening. The 
centre of tlie great street, from the palace to the eliureh of Cobergh, 
W'as enclosed wilhin railings breast -high; and toAvarcls night, four 
hundred of the citizens, holding lighted torches of pure w;ax in their 
hands, wcixi stationed along the line. A hundred servants of the 
house of Burgundy, jiirnishccl also with torches, lined the aisles of 
tlie cluireh, ajid a hundred more weye soon seen issuing from the 
palace gales, followed by as splendid a noricijc as the world ever 
beheld. The Duchess of Burgundy herself, supported by tlic Dau- 
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phin, cArricd l;er aon’a child to tlio font; and all the nobles of thal 
ndlliaat eonit I^Uowed on foot to tiie church. 

It is aotjteoesgary here to describe the pompous ceremonies of that 
i are written at fhll in the very elaborate account given 
f of Poitiers. Suffice it to say, such joy and profhsioo 
i roiinied in Brussels. The streets of the city flowed with 
' blazed with .bonfires. Every rich citizen gathered round 
1^ glowing hearth all the friends and relations of his house. Comfits 
aaa spiced hippocras fumed in every dwelling; and the christening 
^llaiy of Burgundy became an epoch of rejoicing in the memory of 


non. 

One event of that night, however, must be noticed. The fate of 
the city of Ghent, whose project of revolt had, in spito of all precau- 
tions, become known to the Duke Philip, had been left in the bands 
of the Count of Charolois, that prince's son; and a deputation from 
what were then called the three members of Ghent — ^that is to say,* 
from the burghers and nobles, from the united trades and from the 
incorporation of weavers — ^were even then in Brussels, for the purpose 
of imploring mercy and forgiveness. Tlie young Count, who^.e hasty 
and passionate nature was prone to be irritated by anything that 
hurried or excited him, had been in such a state of fretfhl impatience 
during the preparations for the baptism of his child, that his wiser 
counsellors, who wished much that he should deal clemently with the 
GUndois, had concealed their arrival, in hopes of a more ia\ourable 
moment presenting itself 

They were not, indeed, deceived in this expectation: and, after 
the ceremony was over, and all the splendour he could liave wisljod 
had been displayed, without cloud or spot, on the christening of his 
child, the her^ft of the Count seenic>d to expand, and he gave himself 
Up entirely to the joy of the occasion. His friends and attendants 
determined to seize the moment while this favourable mood contiuu(>d. 
After the infant had been carried back from the church and presented 
to its mother, and after the (*up and sweetmeats had been handed with 
formal ceremony to each of the guests, tlie Lord of Jtavestciii enllecl 
the Prince's attention to a petition he hold from his father's humble 
vassals, the citizens of Ghent ; and seeing that he received the pai)er 
with a smile, he added the informatiou that the deputies were even 
then waiting anxiously without, in what was tcrnied the dtamh c de 
parement The Count’s brow in‘>tantly beeame clouded; but, without 
answering, lie beckoned Bavestein, and scA’^eral others, to follow hnii 
out of Uie Countess’s chamber, in which this conversation had taken 
place, and at once entered the apartment in v hich ihe burghers were 
assembled. There was something in the stem haste of fiis stride, as 
ho advanced into the room, hich boded little good to the supplicants; 
and his brow gave anything but a favour.ible presage. 

Tlie deputation con'<istcd of about t^^ enty x^ersons, chosen from all 
ranks ; anrl amongst them were tv o or three wlio had followed to the 
preseuce of the prince, from motives of cariosity, and a dosing for 


* AlUioufch almost all the sapprflclal hooks of modem date which rofer to the 
entskmt sUto of Ghent, speak of thost^three nt'-mbcTb of states, as the eccUslasUcs, 
tae iiobl(^, and the commons, the ••latonient in the text is correct, vhioh may bo 
asesruioed by roferring to the Cliroiuclcs of George Chatel^n, ad son. 1467* 
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<Mee, to Boe the splendours of a royal <|ourt, thoo^ ttiOFeceptioii of 
the vrhnlc pat ty was not likdy to be Fery (n^atifying. Amon|t9t thft 
priiiL\pal per^onaj^s of the deputation appeared our good Mend Mar* 
tinFrusc, who had brought with him his nephew, Albert lifourbe; 
imd roost of the other persons whom we have seen with him ill 
iorest of Hannut, bore him company also on the present cMMSaaioil. 
Though the burghers of <Shent were suificiently accustomed to 
harangue each other, either in the town-house or the market-plah^ 
and had a good conceit of their own powers of oratory, yet fear, which, 
of the affections of the human mind, is tho greatest promoter m 
humility, had so completely lessened their confidence in their own 
gift of eloquence, that, instead of intrusting the suppheation they 
were about to moke to one of their own body, they hail hired a pro- 
fessional advocate, from a different town, to plead their cause before 
their offended prince. 

“liange out, Messires, range out!” were tho first migracious words 
of the Count of Charolois; “range out, and let me see the lovely 
faces of the men who would fain have excited our father’s subjects 
to revolt.” 

By liis orders, tho deputies from Ghent were arranged in a semi- 
circle before him ; and, according to etiquette, the whole party dropped 
upon one knee; though some went farther, and bent both to the 
ground. In the meantime, their advocate pronounced a long, florid^ 
and frothy harangue, after the manner of that day, and calling Davidi 
Solomon, and many others, both sacred and profane, to his aid, as 
examples of clemency, besought the Count to show mercy to the 
repentant citizens of Ghent. 

The heir of Burgundy appeared to give little attention to the 
studied and unnatural oration of the advocate, but continued rolling 
his eyes over the countenances of the supplicants, with a bent brow, 
and a smile, which — as a smile always proceeds from some pleasura- 
ble emotion — could only arise from the gratifidhtion of pride and 
revenge, at the state of abasement to which he saw tho revtdted Gon- 
duis reduced. 

When the Orator had concluded, the Count replied: — ^"Men of 
Ghent, 1 have heard that in all time yc have been turbulent, discon- 
tented, factious, like a snarling cur that snaps at the hand that feeds 
it, but crouches beneath the lash: think not that you shall escape 
without due punishment; for know, that it is as much the duty of a 
prince to punish the criminal, as to protect the innocent.” 

lie paused, and no one ventured to reply, except the boy Albert 
Maurice, who, grasping the hilt of the smdl dagger, which persons of 
almost all ages or ranks than wore, muttered, m a tone not quite in- 
audible, tlie words "Insolent tyrant ” 

Whether tlicse words caught ttie ear of any one else or not, th^ 
wore, at all events, loud enough to reach that of the Count of Charo- 
luis; and, taking one stride forward, he struck the youth a blow, with 
tile palm of his open hand, which laid him almost senseless on the 
ground. 

A momentary confusion now ensued; the nobles and attendants 
interposed, to prevent any farther act of unprincely violence; the boy 
vras hurried away out of the room ; several of the deputies made 
their escape, fearing the immediate oouBequenees of the priaoeVl 

C 
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toy; tad the Ooadt of BaTOftein cDdesrottiod to persuade Me 
cousin, Charles of Bucgundy, to quit the apartment, terrified lest he 
^ould proceed to measures which would throw the Gandois intoqpen 
lubdlioQ* 

He was mistaken, howerer; the rage ef the Count had evaporated 
in the blow he had struck ; and, somewhat ashamed of the act of 
passion he had comeiitted, he endeavoured to make it sccoi, both 
to himself and to those around him, not the e£^t of ha^ty wraths 
which it really was— but the deliberate punishment of an insolent 

To Havestein’s remonstrances and entreaties for him to leave the 
a>partment, ho replied by a loud laugh, denuuuling, “Tlimkest thou 1 
could be moved to serious anger by a malapert lad like that? He 
qpoke like a spoiled boy, and I have given him the chastisement 
suited to a spoiled boy; with these men of Ghent, I shall deal as 
towards men/* 

He was about to proceed, and was resuming the stem air with 
which he had formerly addressed the deputies, wlien the Dauphin, 
stepping forward, spoke to him in a low tone, as if to prevent Ins 
inteicession from being apparent, though his gesture and manner 
were quite sufficient to dbcw the burghers that he was pleading m 
^cir behalf. The Count of Charolois had not yet learned all the 
intricate duplicity of Louis’s <diaracter, and took it for granted that, 
while he interceded for the people of Ghent, be did really — ^as he 
affected to do— desire that they should be ignorant of bis generous 
eflbrls in their &voiir. 

*' Well, be it so, my princely cousin,” he replied, smoothing his 
foffled brow ; ” the god&tber of my child shall not be refused his 
frrst request to me, upon the very day of her baptism ; but, by my 
£uthl the honour this good act shall rest where it is due — ^with 
you not with me. Know, men of Ghent, that you have a better ad- 
Yocate here than this man of many wor^ whom you have brought 
to plead your cause. My noble oousin, Louis of Fi^ce, condescends 
to intercede for you, and ye shall be pardoned, upon the payment of 
m moderate fine. But, remember! offend not again; for, by the Lord 
that lives! if ye do, I will hang ten of each of your estates over the 
gates of the city, l^at have ye there?” be added, suddenly, point- 
lug to some large objects, wrapped in violet-coloured linen, and car- 
ried by two or three stout attendants, who had followed the men of 
Ghent to the prince’s presence; ** what have ye there?” 

“A humble offering, my lo^ the Count,” replied Martin Fruse, 
rising ttom his knees, and walking towards the object which had 
attracted the attention of the Count of Charolois ; ” a humble offer- 
' ing from tlie city of Ghent to our noble Count, upon the birth of his 
frur daughter; though that foolish advocate forgot to mention all 
about it in his speech.” 

”WeU for ye that ho did sof* exclaimed the Count; **for had 
he attempted to bribe me to forget justice, I doubt m\uh whether 
one c)i the deputies of Ghent wo^d have quitted these palace walla 
alive.” 

“But only look at them, ray lord the Count,” said Martin Fruse, 
whose .'(11 eiiarossing admiration ol tlm rich presents tliey had brought 
VUtdo him inscnaible to the stem tone in which the pnnoe had beea 



ipeaUiig. *Onlv look at them; they miobcrattAdf* Ad 
he removed the Imeii vhhdi eovered them, tad^^q^osed to view tbnee 
large Ad richly chased vases of massive sSvir, Certainly their 
efiect upon all present very well justified the commendations which 
he had bestowed upon their beauty, and his censure of the advocate 
for not mentioning them before. 

Both Charles of Burgundy and the Danphin took a involuntary 
step forward, to look at them more nc^y. But the eyes of Louis, 
who was fonder of the examination of tne human heart, thA of the 
finest piece of workmanship ever produced by the hands oi man, were 
soon turned to the face of his cousin; and, as he marked the evident 
admiration which was therein expressed, he said, with a frank 1 Agfa, 
which covered well the sneer that was lurking in his speech*— 
**By my faith, fair cousin, 1 think the advocate was in tibe wroi^.** 

** Go^ troth, but 1 think so too,” replied the Count, joining in the 
laugh. **Well, my friends,” he continued, addressing the deputies 
in a very different tone fhim that which he had formerly used ; ”get 
you gone and be cautious for the future how ye listen to the delusive 
words of vain and ambitious men: the master of our household will 
see that ye are well entertained with white bread, good wine, wd aU 
the dainties of a christening; Ad as for the boy 1 struck,” he added, 
taking a gold brooch or fermail from the bosom of his own vest, and 
putting it into the hands of Martin Fiuse, ” give him that to heal 
the blow. There, set down the vases on that table. Wc thank you 
for them ; and by our fiedth, we will show them to our lady there 
within,” 

With many a lowly reverence the men of Ghent withdrew, very 
well satisfied to have obtained pardon on easy terms. Young Al* 
bert Maurice was found below, fully recovered from the blow he had 
received; but it was in no degree effaced from his memory* His 
Acle immediately presented him with the riefa brooch which the 
Count had sent, never doubting but the boy would be delighted with 
the present; but, the moment he recseived it, he dashed H down 
upon the groAd, and setting his foot upon it, trampled it to atoms. 

What he muttered at the same time was unheal by any one but 
his unde. The ef^t upon him, however, was such as to turn him 
deadly pale; Ad after having tasted of the Count's wine, that he 
might not be suspected of disaffection, he hurried his nephew away to 
tlie house of a friendly citizen of Brussels, miserable, to all I|qgies3^> 
Ace, till he had got the hoy beyond the walls of the palace. 


CHAPTEB VL 

Wb have now concluded one period of our tale, and mnst beg the 
reader to leap boldly over nearly twenty years. In regard to the 
events which intervened, of some we shall here give a slight sketch 
before proceeding; some we shall leave to unravd themselves in the 
course of the afte history. 

Take Ay body of men, as numy in niunber as the characters whidi 
we have introduced already. Ad it will be seldom found that, at the 
end of so great a lapse of time, tlie whole are-still upon the busy stage 
of life; nevertbeleM, such was the case in the present inetanOi 
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Time, the preat enemy of man, and of all man's works, had not 
leaprued Irimself with death against any of those whom I have iwirticu- 
larly noticed. In other respects, however, he had not failed to do liis 
accustomed work. The youth had inrown up into the man ; the man 
of middle age was howed beneath the load of years; and the infant in 
the cradle had reached the blossoming days of womanhood. 

Of her, then, whose birth and baptism have just commemorated, 
we shall speak in the first place, before proceeding to notice the 
change which had occurred in the other characters which we hare 
brought upon the scene. Her infancy passed in the midst of prospe- 
rity and happiness, while the territories wlilch she was destined to 
inherit flourished under the dominion of her grandfather — that wise 
and virtuous jiriiice, wdio redeemed the errors his early years by the 
generous patriotism of his latter days, and both merited and obtained, 
from neighbouring princes and his native subjects, the noble appella- 
tion of Philip the Good ; and while under the eye of her own gentle 
mother, her education proceeded in calm tranquillity, and her home 
reposed in peace. 

Scarcely had she attained the age of ten years, however, ere, loft 
alone under the guidance of a severe and imperious father, she found 
that, according to the common fate of those in the highest staLions, 
her lot was to be anything but happy. Gentle, kind, obedient, sho 
endeavoured, by making her inclinations the slaves of her father's 
will, to obtain, at least, peace, by yielding to duty. Her hopes and 
expectations were, nevertheless, in vain. The continual perils to 
which Charles the Bold exposed himself, of course, ke])t his family in 
constant alarm and agitation; and the frequent and capricious changes 
of his policy, without obtaining for himself or his country any real 
advantage, only served to wring his daughter’s heart. 

After the death of his second wife, Isabel de Bourbon, the desire of 
a male heir induced him speedily to marry again; and the hatred 
which he had, by that time, conceived for Louis XI. made him choose 
for his bride Margaret of York, the sister of the king of England. His 
hopes of a son were disappointed ; but upon his daughter, Mary of 
Burgundy, his marriage conferred an inestimable benefit. Margaret 
of York fully replaced in kindness and affection the mother she had 
lost ; and habituated early herself to cares, to sorrows, and to dangers, 
she instilled into the mind of her step-daughter that patient fortitude 
which she had acquired in so bitter a school ; and taught her, in all 
circumstances, both to bear up against despair, and to endure witliout 
complaint. 

As years rolled on, the hand of the undoubted heiress of all Bur- 
Cpindy and Flanders became, of course, an object of ambition to many 
of the princes of Europe ; and from the time that Mary reached tlio 
age of fifteen, to obtain possession of her person, was a matter of open 
negotiation and subtle intrigue to all the neighbouring sovereigns. 
'Hie brother of the King of France, the Puke of Calabria, the Prince 
of Tarentum, and the Puke of Savoy, became successively the suitors 
for her hand ; and her father, to each and all, held out liopcs and ex- 
pectations, which he cither never intended to fulfil, or found cause to 
.disappoint. The most selfish of sovereigns, and, perhaps, of men, the 
feeliugs of his child were never consulted throughout the whole trans- 
actions wliich fbUowcd. He looked upon her simply as an otgect of 
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policy, a human seal* which, at his will, was to be affixed to the char- 
ter of conveyance, destined to give to some neighbouring princ^ the 
succession of his vast dominions. 

Luckily, however, it so happened, that Maiy had made up her mind 
to her fate, and so guarded her own heiirt and feelings, that in her 
eyes all men seemed indifferent till the sanction of her father war- 
ranted the gift of her affections. Thus she beheld treaties commenced 
and broken, her liond promised and refused, without either pain or 
pleasure, till, at length, a suitor appeared, who, with all those advan- 
tages which could satisfy the political ambition of her fether, pos- 
sesvsed all those qualities of mind and person calculated to gain her 
heart. Brave, chivalrous, and accomplished, graceful and well-formed 
in person, and liandsome in features, Maximilian, son of the Emperor 
Ercderick, displayed, at the same time, all tliat native kindness of 
lieart, wliich, giving a gentle courtesy to the whole demeanour, is fai 
more winning than the most splendid a(‘,quircments; and sudi qualities 
might have been quite sufficient to giiin the heart of the heiress of 
Burgundy. Other things, indeed, were required by her father ; but be- 
sides these personal qualities, he was the son of the richest monarch in 
Europe, the heir of the duchy of Austria, and would be, undoubtedly, 
successor to the imperial throne itself. Every object seemed attained 
by such an alliance; and when, after appearing two years successively 
at the court of Burgundy, Maximilian demanded the hand of the 
beautiful heiress of the land, Mary, for the first time, heard with joy 
that it was promised to the new aspirant. 

Long negotiations succeeded , and it was agreed that the duchy of 
Burgundy, freed from its homage to the crown of France, should he 
erected into an independent kingdonu 

A grand meeting of the Imperial and Burgundian courts wa^ afii 
pointed at Treves, for the conclusion of the nnirriage ; and Charl% 
the Bold, with his daughter, accompanied by a train of unriYalle|d 
splendour, set out for the place of rendezvous.* Mary’s heart be^> 
high as she entered the ancient city; and now, taught to look updfr 
Maximilian as her future husband, she yielded her whole heart to the' 
influence of her first affection. But the greedy ambition of her fatlier 
was destined to overthrow, for a time, all those airy fabrics of happi- 
ness, of which lier liopes, and her imagination, had been the architects. 
Charles insisted that the title of king should be granted to him pre- 
vious to his daughter's marriage; wliile the Emperor, who iiad 
watched his capricious changes on other occasions, with a jealous and 
somewhat indignant eye, refused to confer the title he sought, till the. 
hand of the heiress of Burgundy was irrevocably bestowed upon hig 
son. Charles argued, and railed, and threatened in vain; and at 
length the Emperor, wearied witli bis pertinacity, and offended by his 
intemperate violence, suddenly broke up liis court, and left him, mad 
with rage and disappointment, to carry back his daughter to Brus- 
sels, with her heart bleeding in secret from the cruel wounds it had 
received. 

Other negotiations succeeded with other princes ; and though Mary 
heard with apprehension and terror, of eacli new proposal, the capri- 
cious uncertainty oi‘ her father’s disposition saved her from the still 
bitterer pangs of yielding her hand to another, while her heart wai 
really given to Maximilian. 
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In the meantime, disputes and wars took place ; the projects of her 
marriage languished, or were abandoned ; and while her father has- 
tened to the last fatal field, where lus militaiy renown was extin- 
guished in his blood, she remained with lier gentle stepmother in 
Ghent, to weep the perils to which her parent’s mad ambition exposed 
him, and to tremble at the sight of every packet ihaJb reached her 
from the Burgundian camp. 

Such were the changes and events which had affected the fate of 
Mary of Bu^andy, since we depicted her as an infant, bom shortly 
after the arrival of the Dauphin at the court of Brussels. Over the 
Dauphin himself, great alterations still had come in the course of 
passing years. From an exiled prince, he had become the king of a 
mighty nation ; and time had stolen away all the graces of youth, and 
all those better feelings, and nobler emotions, which, in the freshness 
of early life, are more or less imparted to every human, being, what- 
ever may be the portion of selfish cunning added to neutralize tliem. 
However beneficial might be his i>olicy to the country over which he 
ruled, however much lus acts might advance tlie progress of society 
iu Europe, and lead forward the world to a state of more general free- 
dom and civilization, his objects were mean and personal, and indivi- 
dual ambition of the lowest kind was the motive fur all his cunning 
schemes and artful policy. An immortal pen has, in our own day, 
portrayed his character with unequalled skill ; and of Louis XI, at 
this period of his life, nothing farther can be said, than that he Was 
the Louis XL of Sir Walter ^!ott. 

Of those who accompanied him on his journey, Thibalt of Neufeha- 
tri. Marshal of Burgundy, still remained : a weather-beaten warrior, 
axid still, in a certain sense, a haughty noble. Though age, with its 
infirmities, had somewhat broken his strength, and had also softened 
his heart, be was ready at all times, nevertheless, to spring into the 
saddle at the trumpet’s call: but so much, indeed, had be learned to 
look upon the inferior ranks with a milder eye, that he had become 
mthcir popular than otherwise; and amongst the peasants and burgh- 
ers was generally known, at this time, by the name of the good Ck}unt 
Thibalt. The taint of pride still remained ; but its operation was 
directed in a different manner ; and young nobles, and new soldiers, 
who were not always inclined to pay as much respect to the old 
officer’s opinion as he thought his due, now monopolized the scorn 
which lie had formerly bestowed upon the citizens ; while the degree 
of popularity he had lately acquired among the lower classes, and the 
Jefcrcnce with which they invariably treated him, contrasting strongly 
with the self-sufficient arrogance of some of his youthful comiieers, 
doothed his pride, gratified his vanity, and made him, day by day, 
more bending and complacent to those whom he had formerly d^ 
i^ised. 

On good Martin Fmse, the passing of twenty years had brought, if 
not a green, at least a fat old age. He was not unwieldy, however; 
was rosy, and well respected amongst his fellow citizens for his 
wealth, for his wisdom, and for his many memories of the mighty 
past; and, in short, good Master Fruse was, in person and appearance, 
a man who had gone happily tiirough many changes, increasing in 
riches, honour, and comfort, with very few cares to prey upon hia 
miud, and scarcely an aiimeut through life to shatter bis body. Af 
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he had proceeded, however, eccperietiee had done ita work: alnd while ' 
he had become wiser, and had really obtained a greater innght into 
affiiirs of policy, he had grown less vain, and willingly restrained hia 
personal efforts to coanposing the municipal squabbles of his native 
city, and directing the efforts of his townsmen for the extensiem of 
their commerce and the imp^rement of their manufactures. 

His nephew, Albert Maurice, had been difibrently changed by the 
wand of the enchanter Time. His mind, indeed, was one of those 
firm, fixed, and steadfast essences, on wUch the passing of years 
make but little alteration, except expanding their capabilities 1^ 
the exercise of their powers. a l^y, it is true he had grown 

into a powerful and handsome man; and, though In partnership with 
his uncle, he held the peacefhl station of a rich merchant of Ghent^ 
yet he was skilled in all military exercises; and, when the communes 
of Flanders had been called to the field, on pressing occasions, amongst 
the various struggles of that eventful period, he had shown knowled^ 
courage, aud address, which had excited the wonder, and perhaps uie 
jealousy, of many of those noble warnors whb looked upon theftrado 
of war as peculiarly their own. Whenever he returned home again, 
however, from the camp, he sunk at once into the citizen ; seemed to 
forget or to despise his military skill; and, though gay and ^endid 
amongst his own class, far froiti courting popularity, he appeared to 
conceal purposely the deep thoughts and striking qualities of his 
mind. Once or twice, indeed, he had been heard to burst into an 
eloquent and indignant rebuke to some of the nobles, on the occasion 
of the haughty vexations which they continually exercised upon the 
lower classes; but he seemed to regret his words as soon as spoken; 
and — as if he knew that, at some time, a fearful and deadly contest 
must arise between himself and the oppressors of his class, and strove 
anxiously, and with a feeling of awe, to delay it as long as possible^ 
he avoided all matter of quarrel with the nobili|y of Ghent, or with 
tlic officers of the Duke of Burgundy. He seemed desirous of closing 
his eyes to subjects o1 oflTence; and, when he heard of a brawl in any 
neighbouring part of the town, or when the other young citizens called 
upon him to take a lead in their frequent tumults, he would either 
quit the place for the time, or shut himself sternly in his own dwel- 
ling, in order to avoid any participation in the dangerous occurrencci 
that were taking place. 

On one of these occasions, when the city of Ghent, though not ia 
open revolt, was keeping up an angry discussion with the high ofil- 
cers of the duke, Albert Maurice, then in his twenty-fourth year, 
obtained his uncle’s consent to travel into Italy, for the purpose of 
superintending some transactions which their house was carrying od 
w'ith the mercdiant lords of Venice. In that sweet climate, the nurse 
of arts and too often of crimes, he acquired an elegance of taste, and a 
grace of manner, unknown to the burghers of his native place. He 
cmne home, skilled in many arts wiHi which they were unacquainted; 
and, had his spirit been less powerful, his talents less commanding, it 
is not improbable that his Ibllow citizens might have contemned or 
laughed at acquirements which they had nut Icfimed to appreciate^ 
and might have scorned the travelled coxcomb who brought home 
strange modes and fashions to his native land. But Albert Mauiioe 
made a show of none; and it was only upon long solicitation, or OA 
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some moment of joyous festivity, that he would $ing the sweet song^a 
of a softer people, and accompany himself with instruments unknown 
in his own country. 

His personal beauty, and the fascinating grace of his manners, made 
him seem a creature of a different race, and his superiority in every 
quality, both of mind and body, to those around him, might have been 
a blessing, liad ho not felt it himself; but he did feel it, and of course 
was discontented : and who can doubt that anything which makes 
man discontented with his state, without giving him the certainty of 
a better, is a curse ? All eyes turned upon him with satisfaction; and 
many a soft, kind heart would willingly have given itself to him ; hut his 
tliouglits were of another kind, and he could see none to love amongst 
the many by whom he was admired. The fair girls of Ghent — and 
many a fair girl was then, and is now, within its walls— thought him 
cold and proud, and blamed him for what was his misfortune, not his 
fault. liis heart was one on -which love might have taken as Urm a 
hold as on that of any man that ever burned or died for women since 
the world began: but he sought for his equal — I do not mean in rank, 
for that he never heeded — ^but in mind; and he found none such 
within the number of all lie knew. 

Sliut out by drcurastance from the higher ranks of society, the 
finer feelings, the better aspirations of his soul, were matter for a 
thousand disgusts ; and though a native sense of what is noble in it- 
self, and just to others, made him laboriously conceal the very supe- 
riority which he felt, as well as its consequences, yet the conversatioib 
the manners, the thoughts of those around him, even those with 
whom he was most intimately allied, were constant sources of hidden 
pain and annoyance. He lived amongst the people of Ghent, and he 
strove to live with them ; and so far did he succeed, that though his 
talents and his occasional reserve made his townsfolk look upon him 
with no small reverence, the urbanity of his manners, when brought 
into casual contact with the other citizens, gained him a far greater 
degree of popularity than any general familiarity could have won. 

The union of pride and ambition — and he had both qualities in his 
bosom — usually leads the man, whose mind is so constituted, to seek 
to rise into the class above him ; but both his pride and his ambition 
were too potent for that. He was proud of the very difference be- 
tween his station and himself ; he had a deep and settled love, too, of 
liis country, and even of his class ; and while his ambition was of a 
quality wliich would have snatched at empire had tliere been a hope 
of success, the hatred and contempt in which he held, the nobles weni 
far too great for him to covet aught but the power to trample them 
down amongst those ranks whom they now oppressed. 

Such had some of the characters, whom we have attempted to de- 
pict at an early period of life, become, under the passing of twenty 
years. Time, in short, had done liis wonted work on all : had ex- 
panded the bud and blossom into#he green leaf and the flower, and 
had changed the flower and the shoot into tlie ready fruit and the 
ripened ear. But there are others yet to he spoken of, and to them 
we will now rcturm 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

The withering power of Time — which, in brief space, can make such 
havoc on man, and all man's works, that friend shall scarce know 
friend, and grass shall have swallowed up the highwaja^is impotent 
against the ever renewing vigour of Nature ; and in the forest of 
Hannut, the twenty years which had passed, seemed scarcely to show 
the difierence of a day. Green oaks were withered, it is true ; the 
lightning had scathed the pine and rent the beech ; the woodman's 
axe had been busy here and there ; but, in constant succession, the 
children of the wood had grown up to take the place of those which 
had fallen ; and the most discerning eye could scarce have traced a 
single change in all the forest scene around. 

Days seemed to have altered, however, and manners to have 
changed in the forest of Hannut ; for, instead of very equivocal look- 
ing soldiers, and travellers who wandered on with fear and trembling, 
there was now to be seen, near the very same cascade by the side of 
which we opened this hook, a gay, light party, whose thoughts ap- 
peared all of joy, and to whom terror seemed perfectly a stranger. 
That party consisted of three principal personages, with their attend- 
ants ; and, mounted on splendid horses, whose high spirit, though 
bowed to the most complete obedience to man's will, was in no de- 
gree dimished, they rode gaily across the bridge, and paused by the 
side of the stream. 

The first whom we shall notice — a powerful young cavalier, wha 
might be in the thirtieth year of his age, who might be less, sun- 
burnt, but naturally fair, strong in all his limbs, but easy and grace- 
fill in his movements — sprang to the ground as they approached the 
waterfall ; and laying his hand on the gilded bridle of a white jennet 
that cantered on by his side, he assisted the person who rode it t» 
dismount. 

She was a fair, beautiful girl, of about eighteen or nineteen years 
of age, round whose broad white forehead fell clusters of glossy light 
brown hair ; her eyebrows and her eyelashes, however, were dark ; 
and through the long deep fringe of the latter looked forth a pair <rf 
blue and laughing eyes, which beamed with the same merry happi- 
ness that curled tlie arch of her sweet lips. 

Two of the attendants who followcjd, hurried forward to hold the 
bridle and the stirrup of the third person of the party, who dismounted 
more slowly, as became the gravity of his years. Time, indeed, had 
not broken, and Inad hardly bent him; but evidences 6f the iron- 
handed conqueror's progress were to be traced in the snowy hair and. 
beard, wliich had once been of the deepest black ; and in the long fur* 
rows strongly marked across the once smooth brow. In other re- 
spects the Liorrl of Hannut was but little changed. The same dar]^ 
grave cast of countenance remained ; the same spare, but vigorous 
form ; though, indeed, without appearing to stoop, his height seemed 
somewhat diminished since last w^e brought him before the readeria 
eyes. A gleam of affectionate pleasure lighted up his countenance^ 
os he marked the graceful gallantry with which his young companion 
jkided the fair girl who accompanied them to dismount i and when^ 
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after having rendered his service tq the lady, the cavalier turned to 
offer him his arm also, with a sort of half apology for not having done 
so before, he replied, smiling — “Thou art letter employed dear boy ; 
think*st thou I have so far forgotten my chivalry as to grudge the at- 
tention thou bestowVt iqwn a lady ? Here, spri^ out here,” he con- 
tinued, turning to the attendants and pointing to the gr^ short 
turf which carpeted the bank of the stream just below the waterfall ; 
^ we could not find a bett^ place for our meal than this.*^ 

By the birds whidi they carried on their wrists, it was evident that 
the whole ])arty bad been %ing their hawks, the favourite amuse- 
ment, at that time, of the higher classes throughout Flanders. They 
sow, however, scat^ themselves to a sort of sylvan dinner which wa« 
spread ujKjn the turf by the attendants, who — ^with that mixture of 
familiarity and respect which were perfectly compatible with each 
other, and usual in those days, and in such sports — sat down with 
persons of higher rank, at once to partake of the fare, and assist them 
at their meal. 

The conversation was .gay and lively, especially between the two 
younger persons whom we have noticed. They were evidently in 
itahits of intiniiu^ ; and on the cavalier's part there appeared that 
tender but checrtnl attention to his fair companion, which argued 
feelings of a somewhat wanner nature tlian kindred affection, yet 
without any of that apprehension which love, if the return be doubt- 
ful, is sure to disfrfay. Her manner was of a different kind ; it was 
not less affectionate, it was not less gentle, but it was of that light 
and playful character, under* which very deep and powerful attach- 
ment sometimes endeavours to conceal itself: the timidity which 
hides itself in boldness, tlie consciousness of feeling deeply, which 
eometimes leads to the assumption of feeling little. It was under- 
stood, however, and appreciated by her lover, who, possibly, bad taken 
some more serious moment, wdien the light and active guardian of 
the casket slept, to pry into the secret of the heart within. 

Love, however, it would apix^ar, is insatiable of assurances; and, 
probably, it was on some fre.sh demand for a new, dr greater acknow- 
ledgment, that the lady replied to a half-whispered speech : “ Cer- 
tainly, dear Hugh ! Can yon doubt it? I will try, with all my mind 
to love you ; for, as we are to be married, whether we love each other 
or not, it is but good policy to strive to do so if it be possible.” And 
as she spoke, she fixed her eyes upon her companion's face, with a 
look of fialicious inquiry, us if to see what cflect the lukewarmness ot 
her speech would produce upon a heart she knew to bo sufficiently 
susceptible. 

He only -laughed, however, and replied, “ Sing me a song, then, 
dear Alice, to cheer these green woods, and make me think you love 
me liettcr than you do.” 

“ Not I, indeed,” rojilied the young lady. ** In the first place, I 
would not cheat you for the world ; and in the next place, neither 
song nor pasfourelle^ nor sirvente, nor virefai, will I ever sing till I am 
a^ed in song myself. Sing, sing, Hugh I You have b^n at the 
bright court of Fmice, and are, I know, a master of tlie gtm gcienca. 
Sing tlie light lay you sang yeater evening ; or some oilier, if you 
kBow one. It matters not which.” 

, ^Be to ao^ If you wUl sang afterward^” le^ed the young oavalicr ; 
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and without farther qwesticm than an inquiring glance towarda the 
Lord of Hannut, he sang, in a fnll,,richf melodions vcnce, one of the 
common songs of the day, which was not altogether inapplicable to 
her speech* The words, though in a difierent language, were some- 
what to the following effect: — 

SONG* 

Sing in the days of the spring-time, bdoved ; 

In those d^ys of sweetness, oh, ring to me ! 

When all things by one glad cgdrlt an moved. 

From the siky Jarfc to the bee. 

Sing in the days, too, of summer-time, dearest; 

In those days of fire, oh, sing to me then ! 

When suns are the brightest, and skies are cleans!. 

Sing, sing in the woods again. 

Sing to me still in the autumn’s deep glory ; 

In the golden fall-time, oh, be not mute I 

Some sweet, wand’ring ditty from ancient story, 

That well with the time may suit. 

Sing to roe still in the dark hours of sadness. 

When winter across the tky is driven ; 

But sing not the wild tones of ndrth and gladnesi^ 

Then ring of peace and heaven. 

• A pretty song enough, for a man to sing,” observed the yoo^ 
lady, as hor lover concluded ; but, as I do not choose to be dictated 
to by anybody, I shall even sing you such a song as suits me mysell 
whether in season or out of season. What say you, dearest uncle 
she added, turning to the Lord of Ilannut; and laying the fisir 
rounded fingers of her soft hand upon bia, “ What shall I sing him?^ 
And as she spoke, she raised her eyes towards the sky, as if tiying 
to remember some particular lay from amongst the many that she 
knew ; but scarcely had she done so, when an involuntary cry burst 
from her lips — “Good Heaven!” she exclaimed, there are armed 
men looking at us from the top of the bank: there, there !” 

Every one started up, and turned their eyes in the^rection which 
hers had taken. There was, indeed, a rustle heard amongst the trees; 
and a stone or two, detached from above, rolled down tXe crag and 
jdimged into the stream at its foot. But no one was to be seen ; and, 
after gazing for a moment in silence, the lover beckoned one of his 
attendants to follow, and bounding up the most difficult part of the 
diff, notwithstanding the fair girl’s entreaty to forbear, he plung^ 
into the brushwood, in pursuit of the person who had disturb^ tlusir 
tranquillity* 

“You are dreaming, my fair Alice,” said the Lord of Hannut; 
“ and have sent po<jr Hugh de Mortmar on a foolish errand.” 

“ Nay, indeed, uncle,” replied Alice, “ I dreamed not at all. I m 
not one to dream in such a sort. For Heaven’s sake ! bid one ride 
to bring us assistance, and send some of the men up to aid poor Hugh; 
for, as sure as I live, I saw two or three faces with steel caps above, 
looking through the branches of the trees. Hark ! do you not hear 
vmces? Climb up, sirs, if you be men, and aid your young lord.” 

The attendants looked to the baron ; and on hh part, the Lord qV 
Hianut only smiled with an air of incredulity ; when, much, indeed^ 
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to the surprise of Alice, her lover appeared above the moment after;; 
and, springing easily down the rock, declared that all was clear 
beyond. 

She gazed on him for a moment in serious silence, and then merely 
replied — “ It is very strange!” Hugh de Mortmar cast himself down 
again by her side, and once more pressed her to sing ; but it was in 
vain. Alice was agitated and alarmed; and finding it impossible to 
shake off her terror, she besought her uncle to break up the party 
and return to the castle, notwithstanding assurances from all that 
aliG must have been deceived by the waving of some of the boughs, 
or the misty spray of the catafuct. 

; Finding, at length, that to reason with her was fruitless, her uncle 
agreed to return ; and the horses being led forward, the whole party 
remounted, and, with their hawks once more upon their hands, made 
the best of their way back towards the castle of Hannut. For the 
first two or three miles, Alice continued anxiously to watch cveiy 
opening of the trees on either side of the road ; remaining an such a 
state of alarm, that her falcon’s wings were continually flapping, from 
the agitated haste with which she turned to gaze on every object 
that they passed on the road. It was only when they came within 
si^ht of the vassal town, and the castle on its high rock, about half a 
mile beyond, that she seemed to consider herself in safety ; and tlie 
long, deep breath she drew, as they passed through the barbacan, 
announced what a load was taken off her mind when she found her- 
self witliin the walls of her uncle’s castle.’' 

“ You have dwelt so long in cities, dear Alice,*’ said the Lord of 
Hannut, laughing, that the forest is a strange world to you; and 
your imagination peoples it with creatures of its own. 1 shall write 
to your father, my good Lord of Imbercourt, to say, that he must 
leave you many a month with me yet, till we have cured you of see- 
ing these wild men of the woods.” 

^Hay, uncle,” replied the young lady, who had by this time re- 
covered her playful spirits, and looketl up in his iace as she spoke, 
with a smile of arch meuniiig ; “ if I were to be terrified with imagi- 
nary tilings, I can tell you I should not have come at all ; for niy 
maids have got many a goodly story of the castle of Hannut and its 
forest, ay, and of its lord to boot ; and, on the morning after our ar- 
rival, I found that they liad all burnt sliocs and twisted necks, with 
Bitting the whole of the night before, with their feet in the fire and 
their heads turned over their shoulders.” 

The Lord of Hannut heard her with a melancholy smile. “And 
hadst thou no fear thyselti my fair Alice?” he demanded ; didst thy 
imagination never fill the dark end of the chamber with sprites and 
hobgoblins ?” 

“ Nay, nay, in truth, not I !” replied the young lady ; “ such things 
have no terrors for me ; but when I saw three armed men looking 
down upon us in the forest, and thought that there might be thirty 
more behind, there was some cause for terror.” 

TheTiord of Hannut and Hugh do Mortmar— in whom the reader 
has, doubtless, by this time discovered that Hugh of Guildres who^ 
twenty years before, was found sleeping by the cascade — ^looked |;t 
each other with a meaning smile, but replied nothing ; and, indeed 
conversation was here brought to a conclusion by a variety of 
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wonted sounds which now suddenly rose up ft'oin the forest below. 
Seldom i/tas it, in truth, that those wild woods rang with the clang of 
charging horse, and echoed to the blast of the trumpets ; but such 
was the case in the present instance; and, as the sounds came borne 
upon the wind through the open windows, the brow of the Lord of 
Hannut darkened, and his eye flashed, while the cheek of the younger 
cavalier flushed as if with anger, 

“ By the Lord ! our fair Alice is right, it would seem !*' cried 
Hugh de Mortmar: “there are more men in the wood than we 
thought for. What, ho! warder!” he exclaimed, leaning from the 
narrow window, and shouting to some one stationed in the gallery of 
a small slender tower, which, more like some Moorish minaret than 
anything else, rose, towering above all the others on the opposite side 
of the court-yard. “ What, ho! warder, what secst thou down in thn 
woods below ? By the Lord ! there is anotlier blast,” he added, as 
the trumpets again echoed through the woods. 

The next moment the loud voice of the warder was heard in reply: 
“I see a plump of spears under the arms of Burgundy, riinningidown 
a handful of the green riders ; but they have not caught them yet. 
They come closer: they come closer,” ho added; “but the riders 
make face; they turn again, and spur on; the men-at-arms are 
thniwn out ; but I can see no more, my lord ; they have all got be- 
neath the haggard hill.” 

“ Sound the ban-cloche, ho !” exclaimed the young cavalier : “ arm, 
and saddle ! arm, and saddle, below there !” he continued, shouting 
to some of the groups who were assembled in the court-yard. “I 
would fain see who it is,” he added, turning to the Lord of Hannut, 
“who dares to hunt down any men in these woods, your free domain, 
without your good leave, my lord.” 

“ Beware, Hugh, beware !” said the Lord of Hannut, holding up 
his hand with a monitory gesture. 

“I will, I will, indeed, my lord,” he replied ; **1 will be most cau- 
tious.” So saying, he sprang down the steps into the court-yard, and, 
while the great beU, or ban-clochc rang out its warning peal over hill 
and dale, he gave rapid orders for arming a small body of men ; and 
was springing on his own horse to lead tlicm down to the valley, wlien 
the warder called from above, announcing that the party of Burgun- 
dians he had before seen, together with a considerable troop of stran- 
gers, were winding up the steep road that led directly to the castle. 

Ilugli de Mortmar paused ; and the instant after, a trumpet was 
blown at the barbacan, by a squire sent forward by the party to J 
give notice of the approach of the noble Lord of Imbcrcourt to the 
dwelling of his good brother-in-law of Hannut. 

The gates of the castle were immediately thrown open ; the armed 
retainers of its lord were drawn up to receive his honoured guest ; and 
Alice ran down to meet her father, whose unexpected coming seemed 
a gratifying event to all. Hugh de Mortmar, however, lingered be- 
hind, conversing for a few moments in a low and hurried tone with the 
Lord of Hannut ; and the only words which were heard, “ It is strange 
tiiat he should have done so in your domains, my lord, a man so 
careful in his conduct, as be is in general. Tliey surely would never 
dare to attack /um,” seemed to show that the two gentlemen spoktt 
ef the events which had just taken place in the forest. 
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Wl^o thus ocmFenixig, l^y overtook Alice of lmbereoiii% hIum 
'I mptttieiice had hurried to finward ; and then dropping the subject, 
they advanced with to even beyond the grate of the barbacan, and 
atora on the edge of the hill, looking down upon the large party that 
i^)proached, as it wound slowly up the steep aseent which led to the 
castle. 

Tlie cavalcade soon came near; and it became evident, os it did so, 
that it comprised two distinct bodies: tlie one being but partially 
armed, and riding under the banner of the Lord of Imbercourt ; the 
other being clothed in steel from head to heel, and bearing conspicuous 
the cognizance of the House of Burgundy. The first band, however, 
was the most numerous, and might consist, perhaps, of a hundred 
men-at-arms, independent of a number of grooms, horse-boys, and 
irarlets, as they were called, leading several spare horses, some per- 
fectly unburdened, and some loaded with large quantities of armour; 
tied together confusedly with ropes and chains, and so disposed as to 
be little burdensome to the horse. The other party seemed to have 
no baggage of any kind; and the arms of all sorts which they em- 
ployed, they bore about their own persons. 

^us accoutred, both bodies wound on up the slope, glancing in and 
out of the scattered wood, which, tinted with all the thousand shades 
of the declining sun, clothed the ascent, aud cast long marking sha- 
dows across the winding road of yellow sand. Now, the horsemen 
passing through the depths of the wood could scarcely be distinguished 
from, the trees amidst which they advanced; now, emerging from the 
overhanging boughs, they stood out clear upon the evening sky, as 
their path skirted along the edge of the cliff. At first all appeared 
indistinct : one confused mass of horses and riders ; but, soon coming 
nearer, the form of each individual horseman became defined; and 
gradually their features, as they wore their helmets up, could be dis- 
tinguislied by those wdio stood and watclied their approach. 

At the of the first party rode a tall, handsome, middle-aged 
man, with a countenance which was grave, without being aastere. 
When within a few- yards of the top of the hill, he threw his horse’s 
rein to a squire, and, springing lightly to the ground, advanced with a 
quiclc step towards the little group of persons assembled to meet him. 
Yielding first to natural affection, he cast his arms round his daughter, 
Alice of Imbercourt, and pressed her to his bosom. He then saluted 
frankly and kindly the Lord of Hannut and Hugh de Mortmar ; and, 
as he held their hands in each of his, he said, in a low and hurried 
tone intended to meet their ear, and their ear alcme, before the rest of 
the i)arty came up, “ I beseech you, my good brother, and you, my dear 
Hugh, whom one day I shall call my son, whatever you may hoar 
presently, bridle your anger. Your rights have been somewhat vio- 
lated by the leader of that band behind ; but I have prevailed upon 
him to desist : and both because he is a high officer of our sovereign 
lord Uae duke, and because these times are too tlireatening from abroad 
to admit of feuds between subjects at home, 1 entreat you to govern 
your indignation as much as may be.” 

Tlui followers of Imbercourt hod lialted as soon as they reached the 
level ground or terrace in face of the barbacan ; and the leader of the 
■Bcond band, having by this time gained the brow of the hill, now rode 
foickly up to the party at the gate, lie was a tall, gaunt, bony man^ 
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about forty, with keen eagle’s features, and a lode of that bold 
assurance whi^ proceeds more from animal couragij^ and a mind con^ 
tinually upon its guard, than from conscious rectitude of action or 
design. He was armed at all pomts except the head, whidi was 
covered alone by its short cuiiy grizzled hair, while his basinet hung 
beside his axe at the saddle-bow. Such was the appearance now borno 
by Maillotin du Bac, the famous Prevot Marechal of Burgundy, who, 
having been himself one of the most notorious plunderers of the time, 
had been appointed by Charles of Burgundy to root out the bands Jiiy 
which the country was infested, probably on the faith of the old adage, 
which recommends us to set a thief to catch a thief. 

** ifou are my Lord of Hannut, fair sir, I presume?** said the Prevot, 
dismounting, and speaking in a coarse, sharp, jarring tone of voice, 
only fit for a hangman. ^ 

The Lord of Hannut answered by a stately bow, and the other pro- 
ceeded: ** My good Lord of Imbercourt, here, whom ! reverence and 
respect, as in duty hound, he being as stout a soldier as he is a worthy 
counsellor, has but now prayed, or rather commanded, for he having 
taken the responsibility upon himself, I have yielded to his injunc- 
tions, has commanded me to desist from pursuing the brigands and plun- 
derers who, for many years past, have haunted this forest of Hannut.” 

“ Sir,” relied the Lord of Hannut, “I, living within the precincts of 
the wood itself, am, it appears, sadly ignorant of what goes on beneath 
its shade ; for during nearly twenty years 1 have heard of no outrage 
whatsoever committed witliin the bounds of my domain. Had I done 
so, had any tale of robbery or pillage met ray ears, I, as supreme lord, 
holding a right of exercising justice both high and low, would not have 
failed to clear the territory within my jurisdiction of such gentry as 
you mention ; nor shall I certainly suffer any one else to interfere with 
my rights within my own lands.” 

“My lord! ray lord!” replied the Prevot; **I will easily furnish 
you with ^oof that your forest is tenanted as I say. Did we not, 
witliin this half hour, encounter a whole party of as undoubted brigands 
as ever lived ?” 

“ That you attacked some persons in the forest, Sir Prevot, was well 
enough seen from the belfry of the castle,” rejoined Hugh dc Mort- 
mar, with a frowning brow ; but whether they were not as honest or 
honestcr persons than yourself, remains to be proved, and shall be 
inquired into most strictly. ,At all events, sir, you have infringed 
upon the rights of my uncle, which must be inquin^ into also. Weil, 
well, rny dear lord,” he added, noticing a sign by which the Lord of 
Hannut required him to be silent; “well, well, I say no more, than 
that these thief-catchers grow too insolent.” 

The brow of Maillotin du Bac bent, his eyebrows almost met, and 
bis left hand played ominously with the hilt of his dagger, as he mut- 
tered, “Thief-catchers!” But farther discussion was cut short by the 
Lord of Hannut, who exclaimed, “Peace, Hugh I peace! we must not 
show scant hospitality to any one. Sir Maillotia du Bac, we will speak 
farther with you hereafter, on the subjects that you mention; and if 
you can prove to us that any outrage of any kind has been committed 
within the limits of my domain, both my nejdiew and myself will do 
our best to punish the offenders. But neither duke nor king shall 
exercise, within my lordship, the rights which belong alone to me.** 
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** Outrage, aStl** rejoined the Prcvot; ** did not the men who hurixt 
the house of the Lord of Harghen take refuge in your for^ts within 
^18 mouth ?” 

” Whether they did or not, I cannot say,'* replied the Lord of Han- 
nut; **but their burning the house of that audacious villain, the 
oppressor of the poor, the plunderer of the widow and the orphan, was 
no very evil deed in my eyes. However, let us not bandy words here 
at the gate ; we will speak farther this evening." 

J'he whole party now passed through the barbacan, and the Lord of 
Hannut gave special order to his seneschal to attend to the comfort of 
the soldiers, while he himself led liis brother-in-law, the Lord of Imber- 
court, and a few of that nobleman’s most distinguished attendants, 
towards the great hall of the castle. 

Maillotin du Bac followed boldly, as one of the chief guests; and 
finding that nd great courtesy was shown him in marshalling the way, 
he exclaimed, in a loud and intrusive voice, “My lord! my lord I b^ 
fore we leave our men, 1 must crave that you would yield me the use 
of a dungeon." 

“For your own abode, sir?” demanded Hugh de Mortmar, with not 
the most gracious smile in the world. 

“ No, no,” replied the Prevot, “ but for yon prisoner there and he 
pointed to a part of the court-yard, where two of his followers were 
aiding a young man, of a poweHnl frame and striking appearance, to 
dismount from his horse, which was rendered difficult by his arms 
being tightly pinioned behind." 

“That can be notliief, surely," said Hugh de Mortmar ; “ I never 
«aw 8 nobler countenance. By his dress, too, he seems a burgher of 
the first order.” 

“The gown does not make the monk,” replied Maillotin du Bac, with 
a gxim smile. “ If he be no thief, he may be something worse. How- 
ever, he was not taken on these territories, and therefore, my good 
lord, his capture can be no offence to you. For courtesy’s sake, and 
ffir the prince’s service, 1 claim the use of a dungeon fur this night. 
He is a state prisoner, and must be guarded carefully.” 

*‘Be it so. Sip Prevot," answered the Lord of Hannut ; “ thank God, 
all my dungeons are clear at present; and far be it from me to oppose 
the due exercise of your office in the duke’s service." 

“ Said like a worthy lord, as 1 always held you,” replied the Prevot. 
•Where shall we bestow him?" 

“Roger de Lorens,” said the Lord of Hannut, turning to his sene- 
achal, “show this worthy gentleman, the Prevot of onr lord the duke, 
the different prison-tooms beneath the square tower; let him choose 
which he will, as most secure ; and when be has made his choice, give 
him up the key thereof. Be the prisoner under youi* own charge, Sir 
Maillotin du Bac,” he added; “yet, for the honour of my dwelling 1 
trast that you will let his treatment be as gentle as may be. Let 
him liave wine and other refreshments to keep his spirits up, I pray you.’* 

“Black bread and foul water would be good enough for liim,” re- 
plied Maillotin du Bac ; “but at your request, my lord, he shall liave 
better fare. Sir Seneschal, I follow you ; lead the way. Ho ! Martixi 
du Garch, bring along the prisoner.” 

Thus saying, the Prevot of the Duke of Burgundy, who, thou^ a 
knight and a man of good family, had once, as we have before noti^ 
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tseen a notoTfons adrenturer, and had now become the great perse* 
outer of his former comrades, followed the scnet^chal of Hannut aorosa 
court-j'ard, towards the passage which led to the dungeons. In 
the meanwhile, the Lord of Hannut, Hugh do Mortmar, the Lord of 
Imbercourt, and his daughter Alice, advanced to the great hail, where 
preparationB were already in course ibr serving the evening luei^ 


CHAPTER VUL 

While the Prevot of Burgundy had remained within car-shot, Imher- 
coi(p; had maintained a profound silence, or, speaking in a low familiar 
tone to his daughter, had appeared perfectly inattentive to what was 
going on beside him. No sooner, however, had they passed on through 
the great hall, and up a flight of steps, into a large sort of withdrawing 
rdom, in which it was the custom of the guests in those days to wash 
their hands before dinner, than lie closed the door, and earnestly 
thanked the two noble gentlemen by whom he was accompanied for 
their forbearance on the present occasion. “ I have much, much to 
tell you, ray noble brother-in-law,” he said ; “ and much on which to 
ask your advice. Much have I also to tell you, Hugh,” he added, 
laying his hand on the arm of tlie younger of tlie two noblemen; 
“ but I must do it in as few words as possible, before we are joined by 
that unworthy man, whom we must not offend, though be be part 
spy, part liangman, part cut-throat. In the first place, in your soli- 
tude here, you scarcely know the state either of the duchy of* Bur- 
gundy, or of the county of Flanders ; both of which are unhappily in 
so dangerous a situation, that it will need infinite moderation, pru- 
dence, and skill, on the part of all true lovers of their country, to keep 
us from events too fearful to contemplate. Throughout the wliolc of 
Duke Charles’s dominions, the nobles are turbulent and discontented; 
the citizens rebellious and insolent ; and, to crown all, the duke him- 
self, never very temperate in his conduct, seems since tlie defeat of 
Granson, to have given unbridled rein to his fury, and to have cast 
all common prudence aivay as a burdensome incumbrance.” 

“ Wc have heard, indeed,” said the Lord of Hannut, “of his having 
hanged a garrison of four hundred Swiss, whom he found in a town 
in Lorraine, a most barbarous and inhuman act, w liicb, if he commit 
many such, will make all good men abandon him.” 

“ Too true, indeed,” replied Imbercourt ; “ but 1 fear this is but a 
prelude to greater outrages.” 

“ Ay, and to greater misfortunes,” interrui>ted the Lord of Hannut. 

If thiTC be any truth in the starry influences, lie has met witli some 
deep misfortune already, and will meet with greater still ere, long. 
'When heard you from the duke?” he added, seeing a doubtful smile 
curl tlie lip ol’ his brother-in-law”, as he referred to an art in which 
Imbercourt placed less faith than most of his contemporaries. 

“ Our last news is more than a fortnight old,” answered Imbercourt , 
“the duke w^as then marciiing rapidly towards the mountains. But 
it was not of his intemperance towards the Swiss I was about to speak, 
though his "onduct to them has been cruel enough. Still they w ere 
enemies ; but he seems resolved to drive tlie men of Ghent into revolt 
also ; and he lias commanded his prevot to arrest any one, whether 

D 
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jBereliaiil;, mecbaoic, or ttoble, wbo attempts to pasA the frontier 
Ghent into France. The prisonerr whom yon saw but now, is the 
flrst-fhiit of this precious order. That m^dling fool, Du Bac, who, 
like the tiger, loves blood for blood's sake, takes care to fulfil every 
intemperi.te orier of the duke to the very uttermost, especiaUy against 
the Ganduis, towards whom he and some others of his fellows have a 
most deadly hatred. I can hear of no precise ofience which the pri- 
soner has committed, though his captor has shown me some letters 
found upon him, which lie would fain cohstrue into treason ; and if 
they urge the matter farther against him, they will drive the men of 
Ghent mod outright. Why, one half of their trade is with France !" 

^ How is it then, my lord,** demanded Hugh, ** that you do not inter* 
fere to set him at liberty?*' ^ 

** I dare not for my head,*’ replied Imbercourt. Besides, I am not 
here in the capacity of counsellor: I am now, by the duke’s order, 
marching to join him with the small force that you see : all, indeed, 
tliat I have been able to raise. But to the object of my coming. 
Ilugh, the duke needs men, and calls angrily on aU his vassals to t^ike 
the field. Often and earnestly have 1 entreated for clemency towards 
^our father ; and my entreaties have been in vain. One good stroke 
in tile field, however, done by your hand, were worth more than all 
the eloquence that the tongue of man could over boast. Gather 
tc^ther what forces you can, and follow me to the camp, under the 
name you have at present assumed. I will tadee care that you shall 
have die opportunity of distinguishing yourself j and, from your con- 
duct both in Spin and Italy, 1 fear not but — ” 

“ It is in vain, my lord, it is in vain,** replied Hugh de Mortmar. 
•Never will I draw my sword for a man who holds my father a close 
Brisoncr: surely it is enough not to draw my sword against him; and 
It has only been for the hope that this fair hand — ** and as he spoke 
he raised that of Alice, who had been listening, with her deep blue 
•eyes full of anxious attention — “and it has only been for the hope 
that this fair hand would form a bond, which, uniting the fate of 
Imbercourt and Gueldres together, would render them too strong for 
tyranny to resist, that I have refrained, during the last year, from 
attempting to open the gates of my father’s prison by force, while the 
oppressor is embarrassed with wars and misfortunes that his own 
graspjng and cruel disposition has brought upon his head.” 

cannot blame your feelings, Hugh,” replied the Lord of ]^ber- 
cou^.^nor will I hurt you by iKiinting out tlic somewhat ^rious 
causes of oflTence which have induced the duke to treat your father 
with so great severity ; but do you, at the same time, moderate 3 ’’our 
angry terms, and remember that Charles of Burgundy is my sovereign 
lord, my benefactor, and ray friend. 1 think I need say no more.” 

He spoke with grave and impressive earnestness, and seemed about 
to proceed to some other part of the subject, when the heavy clanging 
step of Alaillotin du Bac, ^s he walked nonchalently up the stairs, 
firom the great liall, into the withdrawing room, warned the Lord of 
Imbercourt tliat a suspicious ear was nigh, and he merely added, 
"We will speak more to-night.” 

The Prevot entered the room with a look of great satisfaction, 
•Upping at the same time the handle of an enormous key over the 
atuwg o£ his belt, which he again buckled over bis shottkl^j so that» 
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file Icey, dropping down tHl it fitruck i^idnst his sword, hung by Ihi 
Bide of the more chivalrous weapon, oimng no bad type of the 
raoter of the wearer. 

“Admirable dungeons these, my good Lmd of Honnut,** he reiterated 
as he entered; “Admirable dungeons, admirable dungeons, indeed! 
Tour own construction, I doubt not, and a good construction it is. I 
defy the nimblest cut-purse in the empire to make his way thence, 
while this key hangs at my idde. Ihe window, indeed, the window 
is a little too wide; what the devil the rognes want windows for at 
all, I don’t understand; but it is just a thought too wide. 1 have 
known a fat young rogue ^ starve himself down in a week’s time, 
th#he would get through a hole that would not have passed his thigh 
when first he was taken. No ibar of yon fellow below, however 
would require a precious hole to pass his chest and shonlders.” 

“Pray, what is the poor youth’s offence?” demanded the Lord of 
Hannut; but as the odier was about to reply, the pages and varleti^ 
as the inferiors servants were called in that day, brought in basins, 
ewers, and napkins, for the guests to wash, while the tnimpets 
sounded loud without; and in a few moments afterwards, ttie whole 
party were seated at their evening meal. 

As must always he the case in such meetings, when the ingredients 
of the assembly are discrepant in themselves, notwithstanding the* 
fortuitous circumstances which may for the time have brought them 
together, the conversation was broken and interrupted. Sometimes 
the loud swell of many voices made, for a minute or two, an unspeak* 
able din. Sometimes one or two protracted the conversation in a 
lower tone, after the others had ceased; but still, every subject that 
was started, dropped after a few minutes’ discussion, and the parties 
betook themselves again to demolishing the huge piles of meat which, 
according to the custom of those times, were set before them. Wine 
was in plenty, but all drank sparingly, except the Pievot, and one or 
two of the officers who followed the Lord of Imbcrcourt. Jor his 
part, Maillotin du'Bac seemed determined that, as far os the quality 
of his favours went, no jealousy should exist between the trencher and 
the pottle-pot. llis food swam down his throat in Burgundy, and the 
consequences were such as are usual with men of strong constitutions 
and well-seasoned brains. He Lost not in the least degree the use of^ 
his senses ; but his tongue, on which he was never wont to impose any 
very ’Strict restraint, obtained an additional degree of liberty after 
the fifth or sixth cup he had quaffed ; and, perceiving the Lord of 
Hannut speaking for a few moments in a low tone to his brother-in- 
law, he concluded at once that their conversation must refer to Mb 
prisoner; and, resuming the subject without farther ceremony, hb 
replied to the question his entertainer had put to him before dinner 
— so abruptly, indeed, tliat for the moment no one understood what 
he meant. 

“ Offence, indeed!” exclaimed Maillotin du Bac ; “ ofibnee enougb^ 

I trow ; why now, I’ll tell you how it was. We had just come out of 
Namur, where we had supped, not quite so well as wo have done 
here, it’s true ; no matter for that, we bad wine enough ; and we were 
quartering ourselves in a little village down below, when one of my 
fellows, as stout a hand us ever was born, got saying something civil 
to the wife of a draper, just at tiic door of her shop. What more X 
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don’t know, but the foolish cullion took it into her head to cry out) 
when up comes my young gallant there in the dungeon, and at one 
blow fells my fellow, Stephen, to the ground, with a broken jaw. 
What the devil business had he with it? If he had been an old lover 
of hers, well enough; but he confesses that he never saw her before 
till that moment, and must come up and meddle, because she chose 
to squeal like a caught hare/' 

Hugh de Mortmar turned his eyes upon the Lord of ImbcrcouTt^ 
who bit his lip, and observed gravely: **Were this all the young 
man’s offence, Sir Prevot, it would behove us to consider the matter 
better before we give way to your hankering for dungeons and cords/’ 

“ Ha, ha I my lord,” replied the Prevot, with a grin, “ not so 
« fool as that either! Had I not thought to make more of the good 
youth, 1 would have split his skull where he stood, with my axe; and 
ms punishment taking place in chaudemeleej as the laws of St. Louis 
have it, we should have heard nothing more of the matter: but I knew 
the gallant well by sight: one who affects popularity amongst the 
turbulent folk of Ghent ; and having orders to arrest all who attempted 
to cross the flintier into France, I laid hold of him forthwith, examined 
his papers, and found sufficient, with a little good management, to 
give him a cool dangle by the neck in the fresh air of some fine Sep- 
tember morning. But what need 1 say, m^re? You yourself have 
seen the letters.” 

Meddling fool!” muttered Imbcrcourt to himself; “he will con- 
trive to drive the duke’s subjects into revolt at home, while he is 
assailed by enemies abroa«i.” This speech, however, passed no farther 
than the ears of the two persons next to him. And the conversation 
soon turned to the bands of freebooters which, the Prevot stoutly 
asserted, harboured in the forest of Hannut. 

A few words passed, in an under tone, between Hugh de Mortmar 
and the Lord of Hannut ; and at length the old noble proceeded to 
disc^iss with the Prevot of the Duke of Burgundy the infraction of his 
rights which had been committed by that officer in the morning. The 
Prevot, however, sturdily maintained his ground; declaring that he 
himself, and all his band, consisting of about forty persons, had en- 
countered and pursued a considerable body of men, whose appearance 
and demeanour left not the slightest doubt in regard to their general 
trade and occupation. Going farther still, he appealed to the Lord 
of Imbercourt himself, who came up while the freebooters were still 
in sight, and who actually did confirm his account in every particular. 

“ Well, sir,” replied the Lord of Hannut, “ since such is the case, 

. far he it from me to impede the execution of justice. The mainte- 
nance of the law within my own territories I have always hitlicrto 
attended to myself, and that so strictly, that for twenty years I have 
heard^of no outrage within the limits of my own domain — ” 

“Why, as to that, my lord,” interrupted the Prevot, grinning, “we 
do hear that you have an especial police of your own : a sort of airy 
areliers of the guard, who keei> better watch and ward than mortal 
eyes can do. Nevertheless, 1 must not neglect my duty, while I am 
in the body; and in doing it, I lear neither man nor spirit.” 

“ 1 know not, to what you are pleased to allude, sir,” ri»plied the 
Lord of Hannut, frowning: “nevertheless I may find many means to 
pv I’sh those who are insolent However, as you say that you have 
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ieen eril-disposed persons in the forest, and my Lord of ImherooM 
here confirms your statement, I will grant you permission for one day 
to scour the whole of my domain &om side to side; and if you should 
find any one strong enough to make head against you, my own yassals 
shall be summoned to give you ^d. After that day, however, you 
must withdraw your troop and retire, nor ever again presume to set 
foot within my bounds without my permission.” 

“ One day, my lord,” replied the Prevot, “ will be hardly—” 

” 1 shall grant no more, sir,” said the lord of Hannut, rising from 
the table, in which example he was followed by several of his guests; 

shall grant no more, sir; and the concession which I make, proceeds 
solely from a feeling of respect for my good lord the Duke of Burgundy. 
Though I rise,” he added, addressing all the party from a general 
feeling of courtesy, ** though 1 rise, do not hold it, gentlemen, as a 
signal to break off your revelry. Spare not the fiagon, I beseech you; 
and' here are comfits and spices to give zest to your wine.” 

Thus saying, he retired from the hall; and, leading the way to the 
battlements, entered into a long, and, to them, interesting conversa* 
tion with Imbercourt and Hugh de Mortmar, as we shall coniinue to 
call the son of the imprisoned Duke of Gueldrcs. 

With all his eloquence, however, Imbercourt failed to persuade the 
young cavalier to join the armies of the Duke of Burgundy. To every 
argument he replied, that men fought for their friends, not their ene- 
mies; and such he should ever hold Charles of Burgundy to be, till 
Adolphus of Gueldres was set at liberty. All that could be obtained 
from him was a promise not to attempt his father's liberation by arms, 
till one more effort had been made to persuade Charles the !^ld to 
grant liis freedom upon other terms. 

” Consider well, Hugh, the peculiar situation in which you stand,” 
said the Lord of Imbercourt; “the secret of your birth rests with 
myself and my good brother here alone; but did the dukq know that 
the son of Adolphus of , Gueldres is still living^ the imprisonnfent of 
your father would, in all probability, become more severe, and your 
own personal safety might be very doubtful. An ineffectual attempt 
to liberate him, must instantly divulge all; nor could I — though I 
have promised you my Alice, in case we can obtain by peaceful means 
that which wc so much desire — ^nor could I, as a faithful servant of the 
house of Burgundy, give you my daughter’s hand, if you were ouce 
actually in arms against the lord I serve.” 

“ It is a hard alternative,” said Hugh .do Mortmar — ” it is a hard 
alternative;” and as he spoke he bent down his eyes, and pondered 
for several minutes on the dilBcult situation in which he was placed. 

His heart, however, was full of the buoyant and rejoicing spirit of 
youth; and the cares that ploughed it one minute, only caus^ it to 
bring fortli a harvest of fresh hopes the next. Hard as wa's his fate 
in some respects, when he compared it with that of the young man 
who now tenanted one of the dungeons of that very castle— a compa^ 
rison to which his mind was naturally called— be did not, indeed, feel 
gratification, as some would argue, at the evils of his fellow-creature’s 
lot; but he felt that there was much to be grateful for in his own. 
Hope, and liberty, and love, were all before him; and Ills expectations 
rose higli, as he tliought how much worse his fate might have 
Such ideu led him to think over, and to pity, the ntuation of V 
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luipfiy pritoTwr; aaad quitting the 8ul:ueet of hit own affiifn, he bk^ 
qwr^ of the I^ord of Imberoourt, whether he, as a counsellor of the 
duke, could not take upon himself to set the unfortunate burghet at 

**1 would wdl-nigh give my right hand to do s^” i^lied Irnbercourt, 
**not alone for the sake of simple justice to an individual, but for the 
sake of tlie peace and tranquillity of the whole state; but I must not 
do it, my young friend. I have seen the letters whu^ Du Bac found 
upon his person: they consist of little more than tlie murmurs and 
complaintb of discontented citizens, snch as are to he met with in all 
countries and in all times; and which, at any other period would a4> 
tract no attention whatever. At present, however, with faction and 
turbulence^ spreading over the whole land; with courtiers, whohnd 
it tlieir ift'tercst to urge the duke on to acts of insane violence; and 
with a prince whose temper and power are raually uncontrullahle; 
tliosc papers may cost the young man’s life, tet7< probably set the city 
of Ghent into open revolt, and might light a flame in the land which 
k would require oceans of blood to extmguish. Nevertheless I dare 
not interfere.*' • 

Hugh de Montmar made no reply, but mused for a few moments in 
silence; and then, with a 'gay, light laugh, and a jest about some other 
matter, he left his two elder companions, and proceeded to seek his 
fiur Alice through all the long, rambling chambers, and retired and 
quiets bowers, so flivourablc for whispered words and unmarked 
meetings, with wluch every castle of that day was most conveniently 
fhrnishedL 

Maillotin du Bac, in the meanwhile, continued sturdily to bear up 
under the repeated attacks of Burgundy u^)n his bram. Draught 
after draught he swallowed, in company with some of the old and 
seasoned soldiers, who were no way lotli to join him; but at length 
the sun went down, night fell, the cresset was liglited in the large 
hall; and, unwillingly giving up his cup, he suflered the hoard to be 
removed, and cast himself down onfl seat beside the Arc, which the 
vast extent of the chamber, and the little sunshine that ever found 
its way in, cither by the high window or the far door, reudered not 
unpleasant even on a summer’s evening. A number of others gathered 
round; and the wine having produced sufficient effect to render them 
all rather moio imaginative than usual, the stories of hunting and 
freebooters, w ith which the evening commonly began, in such a castle^ 
soon deviated into tales of superstition. Every one had something 
wonderful to relate; and such, indeed, was the unction with which 
many a history of ghost, and spirit, and demon, was told by several 
0 f the party and listened to by the auditory, that two of the liord of 
Imbercourt’s officers, who were playing at tables under the light of 
tile lamp, and several others, who had been amusing themselves at a 
little distance with the very ancient and intmsting game of “ pitch 
and toss abandoned those occupations, to share more fully in t^ 
legends which were going on round the Are. Each individual helped 
liis neighbour on upon the rood of credulity; and when, at Itmgtht 
Maillotin du Bnc rose, from a sense of duty, to visit his prisoner— 
fn attention which he never neglected — the greater part of his com* 
fanions, feeling themselves in a dwelling whose visitors were very 
generslly reported to he more frequently of a spiritual than bookisi* 
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teal nature, got up aimultaneouBly, and agreed to aocompany him ou 
his expedition. 

lighted by a tore^ they wound down some of the narrow, tortuous 
staircases of the building; and pausing opposite a door, the massiTO 
strength and thickness of which the Prevot did not fail to make Ms 
comrades remark, they were soon gratified farther by beholding the 
inside of the dungeon in which the unhappy burgher was confined. 
Maillotin de Bac satisfied himself of his presence, by tlirusting the 
torch rudely .towards his face as he half sat, half reclined on a pile 
of straw which h^d been spread out for his bed; and then setting 
down a pitcher of wine wliich he hod brought with him, tlie Prevot 
closed the door again without a word. The only further ceremony 
was that of again slipping the key over his sword-belt, from which he 
had detached it to open the door; and the whole party, once more re- 
turning to upper air, separated tor the night, and retired to rest. 


CHAPTER IX. 

Leaving the brutal officer and his companions to sleep oh the fumes 
of the wine the}' had imbibed, we must return to the dungeon where, 
in darkness and in gloom, sat Alltert Maurice, the young burgher of 
Ghent; whom, perhaps, the reader may have already recognised in 
tlie prisoner of Maillotin du Bac. 

The silent agony of impotent indignation preyed upon his heart 
more painfully even than the dark and fearful anticipations of the 
future, which every circumstarute of his situation naturally presented 
to his mind. Wronged, oppressed, trampled on; insulted by base 
and ungenerous men, whose minds were us inferior to his own as 
their power was superior; he cared less for the death that in all pro- 
bability awaited him, than for the degradation he already suffered, 
and for the present and future oppression of his country, his older, 
and his fel low-creatures, to which his hopes could anticipate no end, 
and for which his mind could devise no remedy. Whatever expecta- 
tion Fancy might sometimes, in lier wildest dreams, have suggested 
to his hopes, of becoming the liberator of his native land, and the 
gL'iieral benefactor of mankind — dreams which he he?J certainly enter- 
tained, though he had never acted ujion them — ^they were all extin- 
guished at once by his arrest, and the events which he knew must 
follow. 

The arrest had taken place, indeed, while engaged in no pursuit 
which the most jealous tyranny could stigmatize as even seditious. 
He bad visited Namur with no idea of entering France — a country on 
which the Duke of Burgundy looked with suspicious eyes — but siiiN 
ply fbr the purpose of transacting the mercantile business which his 
uncle's house carried on with various traders of that city. Unfortu- 
nately, however, on his return towards Ghent, he had cliorged himself 
with several letters from different citizens of Namur to ^lersons in 
his native place. Both cities were at that time equally disaffected; 
and amongst the papers with which he had thus burdened himself 
several had proved un^er the unceremoDions inspection of Maillotin 
du Bac, to be of a nature which might, by a little perversion, ha 
construed into treason. The immediate cause of his first detentta 
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al 50 -~tbc fact of having protected a woman, insulted hy one of the 
ruffianly soldiers of the Prevot’s band, and of having punislied the 
oUender on the spot — might, as he knew well, by the aid of a little 
false swearing — a thing almost as common in those days as at present 
— be made to take the semblance of resistance to legitimate authority, 
and be brouglit to prove liis connexion with the letters, of wliich he 
had been simply the bearer, unconscious of their contents. 

Under such circumstances, nothing was to be expected but an 
ignominious death ; no remedy was to be found, no refuge presented 
itself. Though liis fellow -citizens of Ghent might revolt — though 
his friends and relations might murmur and complain — ^revolt and 
conipL'iint, he well knew, would only hurry his own fate, and aggravate 
its circumstances, witlujut proving at ail beneficial to his country. 

Had he, indeed, seen the slightest prospect of the indignation which 
his death w’ould cause, wakening the people of his native place to 
such great, generous, and well-clirected exertions, as would ])crma- 
nently establish the liberties of the land, there was in his own bosom 
that mixture of pride, entlmsiiism, and patriotism, which would have 
carried him to the scaffold with a feeling of triumph rather than 
degradation. But wlieii his eye wandered over all those he knew in 
Ghent — nay, in all Plandcrs — and sought to find a man fitted hy 
nature and by circumstances to lead and direct the struggles of the 
middle and lower classes against the tyranny that then oppressed the 
land, he could find none, in whose ciiaractcr and situation there were not 
disadvantages which would frustrate liis endeavours, or render them 
more pernicious than hcnellcial to the country. His own death, he 
felt, must extinguisli the hast liopc of the liberty of Flanders, at least 
for the time; and neither zeal nor passion could oiler anything, 
gathered from the prospect before him, to counterbalance, even in 
the slightest degree, the natural antipathy of man to the awful sepa- 
ration of soul and body. On the contrary, every accessory particular 
of his fate w'as calculated to aggravate his distress, hy accumulating 
uiion his head indignities and wrongs. He wus to be dragged into 
his native town amongst grooms and horse-boys, bound w'lth cords 
like a common thief, paraded through the long and crowded streets 
in mid-day to the common prison, from whence he was alone to issue 
for the gibbet or tlic block. 

Such were the subjects of his contemplation — such were the images 
that thronged before his mind’s eye, as, w-ith a burning heart and 
aching brow, and with a lip that seemed as if some evil angel had 
breathed upon it all the fire of his own, he lay stretched upon the 
straw, wliich was the only bed that his gaoler had afibrded him. 

The dungeon was all in darkness; for, either from carelessness of 
design, no light had been left with him. But could his face have 
been seen, notwithstanding the agonizing thoughts that thrilled 
through hi& bosom, none of those wild contortions would there have 
been traced, which affect weaker beings under the like pangs. His 
band was pressed sometimes firmly upon his brow, as if to hold the 
throbbing veins fiom bursting outriglit; and sometimes he bit his 
under lip unconsciously, or shut his teeth hard, striving to prevent 
the despair which mastered his heart from announcing its dominion 
by a groan. II is eye might liave been seen full of keen anguisli, and 
the bright red flusliing of liis check might have told how strongly th 
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lH>dy sympathized with the pangrs of the mind; but all that the 
clearest li^ht could have displayed would have been an effort to 
repress what was passing within, not tlie weakness of yielding to it. 
He lay quite still, without one voluntary movement — he suffered not 
his limbs to writhe — ^lic tossed not to and fro, in the restlessness of 
agon}' — ^but remained quiet, if not tranquil, though full of deep, 
hitter, burning, voiceless tliouglits. 

Thus hour passed after hour— for the wings of time, as they fly 
through the night of despair, are as rapid as when they cut the mid- 
day sky of joy. Thus hour passed after hour, from the time that the 
brutal Prevot closed the door of the dungeon; and the prisoner could 
scarcely believe that the castle clock was right, wdicn eleven — ^mid- 
night — one o’clock, chimed rapidly one after another, each leaving, 
between itself and the last, an interval that seemed but of a few 
minutes. 

TIic single stroke upon the bell — that, echoing throngh the long, 
solitary, and now silent passages and courts of the castle, pass^ 
unheeded by the sleeping guests, and only told to the watchful war- 
der, or the sentry, that the first hour of a new day was gone — had 
scarcely sounded upon the ear of Albert Maurice, when a new noise 
called his attention. It w’as a harsh, heavy, grating sound, as of 
some weighty body pushed slowly over a rough surface; and it 
appeared so near that liis eye was immediately turned towards the 
door of the dungeon, expecting to see it open. It moved, not, how- 
ever: the sound still went on; and he now perceived that it did not 
come from that side of the cell. 

Tlie apartment itself was a low-roofed, massive chamber, just 
below the surface of the earth; and seemed to be partly excavated 
from the rock on which tlie castle stood, partly formed by the solid 
foundations of the building. A single window, or spiracle, of about 
twelve inches in diameter, passed upwards through the thick masomy, 
to the external air beyond: and one of those short, massive pillars, 
which we sometimes see in the crypts of very ancient churches, 
standing in the centre, supported the roof of the dungeon, and appa- 
rently the basement of the castle itself; under the tremendous weight 
of which, a fiuiciful mind might have conceived the column to be 
crushed down ; so broad and clumsy were its proportions, in compari- 
son with those of the rudest Tuscan shaft that ever upheld a portico. 

From behind this pillar, the sounds that the prisoner heard 
appeared to proceed; and he might have imagined that some human 
being, confined in a neighbouring chamber, sought to communicate 
with him througli the walls, had it not happened that he had caught 
the words of the Lord of Ilannut in the morning; when, in spealdng 
with Maillotin du Bac, that nobleman had declared that all the dun- 
geons of the castle were untenanted. Still the noise continued, 
becoming more and more distinct every moment; and as, leaning on 
his arm upon his couch of straw, he gazed earnestly towards tlm 
other side of the vault, a single bright ray of light burst suddenly 
forth upon the darkness, and, streaming across the open space, 
painted a long perpendicular pencil of yellow brightness upon the 
wall close beside him. 

Albert Maurice started upon his feet; and perceived, to his sur- 
prise, the ray he beheld issued, beyond aU doubt, from the body of 
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the pillar itseld The reputed commune of the Lord of Hauuut with 
tile beinp of another world, his dark and mysterious studies, and the 
extraordinary fhlfllmcnt which many of his astrological predictions 
were reported to have met with, had often reached the ear of Albert 
Maurice ; but his mind was too enlightened to be credulous, at leasts 
to that extent to which credulity was generally carried in that age 
All the fearful circumstances, too, of his new situation had hitherto 
Uotted out from his memory the rumours he had heard; and when 
he had entered the castle of Hannut he looked upon it merely as a 
place of temporary confinement, from which he was to be led to 
ignominy and death. Now, however, when he beheld with his own 
eyes a beam of light, doubly bright from the darkness around, break- 
ing forth from the face of the solid masonry, without any obvious 
cause or means, all that he had heard rose to remembrance, and 
without absolutely giving credit to the different tales which he thus 
recalled, he was certainly startled and surprised ; and held his breath, 
with a feeling of awe and expectation, as he gazed on the spot whence 
that mysterious ray seemed to proceed. 

At the* same time, the sound continued, and gradually, as it went 
on, the light expanded and grew more and more diffused. At length, 
it became evident, that a part of the massy column, about two feet 
from the ground, was opening in a perpendicular direction, slowly 
hut steadily; and that tlie light issued from the aperture left by the 
rolling back, on either side, of two of the large stones which appeared 
to form a principal part of the shaft. For the first few minutes, the 
vacancy did not extend to a hand's breadth in wideness, though to 
about three feet in height, and noUiing could be seen beyond, but the 
light pouring forth from within. A minute more, however, so much 
increased the aperture, that Albert Maurice could perceive a gaunt- 
leted hand, and an arm clothed in steel, turning slowly round in the 
inside what seemed to be the winch of a wheel. The form, to which 
this hand and arm belonged, was for some time concealed behind the 
stone; but, as the opening became larger, the blocks appeared to 
move witli greater facility, aud, at length, rolling hack entirely, dis- 
played to the eyes of the prisoner a naiTow staircase in the heart of 
the pillar, with the head, arms, and chest of a powerful man, covered 
with armour. Beside him stood a complicated piece of machinery; 
by the agency of which, two of the large stoucs, forming the shaft of 
the column, were made to revolve upon the pivots of iron that con- 
nected them with the rest of the niosonr}'^; and in a bracket, on the 
Bturs, was fixed the burning torch, which afforded the light that now 
poured into tlie dungeon. 

Albert Maurice stood gazing in no small surprise. The feeling of 
awe — which, however near akin to fgar, was not fear — that he had 
on first perceiving the light, was now succeeded by other sensar 
l^ons; and, had there been the slightest resemblance between the 
spsonal appearance of the man who stood before him, and that of 
%ullotin da Bac, or any of his band, he would have supposed that 
tiie purpose of the Frevot was to despatch him in prison; an event 
"whASti not unfreqnently took place, in the case of prisoners whose 
public execution might be dangerous to the tranquillity of the state* 

Totally different, however, in every respect, was the pei;son whom 
it BOW beheld ; tor, though liis form could not well be diatinguished 
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vnder the armour by whj<^ he was covered, yet that armour itself 
was a sufficient proof, at least to Albert Maurice, that the stranger 
was in no way connected with the band of the Prevot. Every plate 
of his mail was painted of a deep, leafy green : and even his helmet, 
wliich was without crest or plume, and the visor of which was dowa, 
was of the same forest colour. In other resp^s he seemed a tall, 
powerfiil man, formed equally for feats of activity and strength. 

Little time was allowed the prisoner for making further observa- 
tions ; for as soon as the stones had been rolled back as far as their 
construction permitted, the unexpected visiter at once sprang into the 
dungeon ; though the young burgher remarked at the same time, that 
a leap, which would have made any other arms clang with a noise 
sufl^icnt to awaken the whole castle, produced no soi^ from those 
of his new visiter. 

The mechanical means which he had used to procure an entrance 
had, at once, banished all superstitious fancies from the mind of Albert 
Maurice, nor did even his noiseless tread recall them. The young 
burgher, however, still looked upon the man-at-arms with sdme feel- 
ings of doubt and astonishment; though his own presence in the dun- 
geon was far from seeming to surprise this nocturnal visiter, who, 
advancing directly towards him, clasped his arm, saying, in a low 
voice, ** Follow me!” 

Albert Maurice paused, and gazed upon the stranger — over whose 
green armour the flashing red light of the torch cast a fitful and un- 
pleasant glare— -with a glance of suspicion and hesitation : but his 
irresolution was removed at once, by the other demanding, in the 
same clear and distinct, but low tone, ** Can you be worse than y<m 
are here?” 

" Lead on,” he replied ; ” I follow you.” 

“Pass through,” said his visiter, pointing with his hand to the aper- 
ture in the column. Albert Maurice again hesitated: but a moment’s 
reflection upon the hopelessness of his situation — the inefficacy of re- 
sistance, even if anything evil were meditated against him — ^together 
with the thought, that it were better to die, murdered in a prison, 
than to be ex[K>sed as a spectacle to the multitude by public execu- 
tion, mingled with a strong hope that relief was at hand, though he 
knew not whence that relief might come — made him cast away all 
doubts ; and, stepping over the mass of stone below the aperture, he 
found himself in a staircase only sufficiently large to admit the ascent 
or descent of one person at a time. The secret entrance, which it 
afiforded to tlint dungeon, seemed its only object ; for, to all appear- 
ance, it was carried up no farther through the column; the space 
above being occupied by the machinery for moving the blocks of 
stone. 

** Descend a few steps,” said the stranger, '* that I may close the 
passage.” And as soon as he found himself obeyed, he also entered 
the gap ; and applying the full strength of his powerful arm to t^ 
winch which moved the machinery, he succeeded, in a few minutes^fp 
rolling the heavy blocks so exactly back into their places in the ma- 
sonry, that not even in the inside could it be seen that they did not 
form a part of the wall of the staircase. 

When (his was accomplished, he said, in the same abrupt mannex 
in which he had before spoken, “Go on!’* and then followed the pii- 
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Boner, holdiiif^ the torch as far before him ob possible, to let the other 
see the way as he descended step by step. After having proceeded 
for about fifteen or twenty yards, Albert Maurice found his further 
process opposed by a strong oaken door, but it was unlocked ; and, 
having pushed it open by the desire of his conductor, he stepped forth 
-into a small vaulted chamber, not unlike in shape the dungeon he had 
just left. The light of another torch which was burning there, how- 
ever, displayed various objects strewed about in difierent parts of the 
room, which showed liim at once that the purposes to which it was 
applied were very different from those of the cell above. Several 
cloaks and gowns were piled upon n boncli close to the door; and across 
tliem leaned, with one end restin , on the floor, a common pike or 
reitter’s lance, and a large two-Jhin.ic'd sword. A barrel of wine, or 
some other liquor, occupied one corner of the apartment ; and in the 
midst was placed a table, on which stood a large leathern bottle or 
iottiau, with two or tliree drinking horns. 

Sitting on a bench at the far end of this table, on which liis head 
and arms rested, was a man apparently sound aslccip. lie was armed 
all but his head, which was covered alone by its own long tangled 
black hair ; but his armour was of a very different kind from that of 
the stranger who had guided Albert Maurice thither, consisting iilone 
of one of those light suits of body mail, which were called brigandines; 
and the common use of which, amongst the lawless soldiers of the 
day, had acquired for them the name of hri gauds. The general hue 
of his whole dress, however, was green, like Ins companion’s, and 
Albert Maurice was soon led to conceive, that he was in the hands of 
a party of those bold adventurers, wlio in that part of the country had 
succeeded the schwarz reitters, or black horsemen, and had obtained, 
from the general colour of their dress, the title of green riders. It is 
true that the latter had displayed, upon all occasions, a much more 
generous and noble spirit than their predecessors, whose sole trade 
was blood and carnage. As they abstained totally from plundering 
the peasants, and directed their attacks in general against i>ersons who 
were in some way obnoxious to the lx»tter part of the population, the 
green riders were far from unpopular throughout the country. Many 
of them w'cre known to show themselves familiarly at village feasts 
and meny -makings ; and upon the borders of France and Flanders, 
their general name had been changed, from these circumstances, into 
that of JjCs reris Gallants, though it seemed that their principal 
leader was more pariieularly distinguished by this appellation. Nor 
was the acquisition of this pleasant title the only efiect of their popu- 
larity, which produced for themselves a much more beneficial result, 
by making both peasant and burgher, and even many of the feudal 
lords themselves, anxious to connive at the escape of the green rider% 
whenever they were pursued by superior bodies of troops. 

Into the hands of some one of their parties Albert Maurice now 

t Eirly saw that he had fallen ; and as the sort of romantic life which 
y led had caused a thousand stories to be spread concerning tiiiem 
— some strange and extraordinary enough, but none more common 
than that of their finding access into towns and castles without any 
visible means — their connexion with the dwelling of the Lord of Han- 
BUt required no explanation to the young citizen. 

The moment he had entered the chamber which we hare joBt de* 
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scribed, the Vert Gallant, as we shall henceforth term the person who 
had led Albert Maurice thither, closed the heavy door which cut off 
the conimunication with the staircase, and locked and barred it with 
no small precaution. Advancing towards the table, he shook the slum- 
herer by the shoulder, who, starting up, merely required a sign to 
place himself in the position of a sentry, at the mouth of a dark pas* 
sage wliich led from the other side of the chamber. 

“ Now, Sir Burgher,” said the Vert Gallant, approaching Albert 
Maurice, “you have penetrated into places which the eye of none of 
your cast or craft ever beheld before ; and, as you have been led thi- 
ther solely for your benefit and safety, you must take a serious oath, 
for the security of those who have conferred upon you so great a 
fovour.” 

“I'hat I will willingly,” replied Albert Maurice, “although Heaven 
only knows whether it may prove a benefit to me or not.” 

“ Rule yourself by my directions,” replied the other, “ and fear not 
for the result. But first for the oath.” So saying, he unsheathed his 
sword, and holding up the cross which formed the hilt before the eyes 
of the young burgher, he added, “ Swear by this blessed symbol of 
our salvation, by your faith in the Saviour who died upon the cross, 
by your hofie for his aid at your utmost need, by all that you hold 
dear upon the earth, and sacred beyond the earth, never to reveal, by 
word, sign, or token, or in any other manner whatever, anything th^ 
you have seen from the nfiomcnt that you quitted the dungeon above, 
or that you may see as I lead you hencti.” 

“ Willingly do I swear,” replied Albert Maurice, and he pressed the 
hilt of tlie sword upon his lips. “Nevertheless,” he added, “for the 
security of all, fair sir, I would rather that, by bandaging my eyes., 
you should take from me the means of betraying you, even if I would.” 

“Hast thou no confidence in thine own honour?” demanded the 
Vert Gallant. “ If so, by the Lord, I regret that I took the trouble to 
save so scurvy a clown!” 

The eye of the prisoner flashed, and his check grew red ; but after 
a moment’s pause, he replied, “ Not so. It is not that I doubt my 
own honour, for 1 have sworn not to betray you, or to reveal anything 
that 1 may see; and that torture has not yet been invented by the 
demons who are permitted to rule so much upon our earth, that could 
tear from me one word in violation of that oath. Nevertheless, sir, I 
would rather be able to say that 1 cannot, than that I will not tell, 
and therefore I jiropo-sed the means at which you scoff without 
cause.” 

“ Thou a,rt right, and I am wrong, stranger,” answered the other. 
“ Be it so, then. With this scari* I will bind up thino eyes. But 
first,” he added, “take a draught of wine, for thou wilt have to travel 
far ere morning.” 

So saying, he filled one of the horns upon the table to the brim, and 
presented it to the young burgher, who drank it off The 'Vert 
Gallant himself, however, did not unclose tlie visor of his helmet t“ 
partake of tlie beverage he gave to the other. As soon as the citizen 
had drained the cup, his guide took the scarf from the bencli, and 
bound it over his eyes, saying with a light laugh as he did so, “ I am 
clumsy at tlic work with these gauntlets on, but better have iny 
fingers busy at thy temples, thou the hangman’s busy at thy neck. 
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Now me tby handy" he added; “ the way ia tough, no tooind thy 
Iboting as we go. 

Albert Maurice was now led forward to the mouth of the passage, 
at which the other adventurer stood ; and he then advanced for some 
way over an uneven pavement, till at leng^th he was told that there 
were steps to descend. Of these tlicrc were about thirty, and he 
remarked, as he went down, that the air became very close and 
oppressive. He thought, too, that he heard many voices speaking 
and laughing beyond; and, as he proceeded, it became clearer that it 
was so, for by the time he and his guide had reached the bottom of 
the descent, the sound of merriment burst clear upon his ear. “ Now, 
pause for a moment," said his companion, and at the same time he 
struck three hard blows with his mailed hand upon what seemed to 
be a door. All instantly became silent within, and then a single blow 
upon the woodwork was struck from the other side. It was answered 
in the same manner by one stroke more; and the next moment, after 
some clattering and grating caused by the turning of more than 
one key, and by the removing of more than one large bar, the door 
was apparently thrown open ; and Albert Maurice could tell, by the 
freer air which he breathed, that he was led forward into some apart- 
ment of much larger dimensions than any he had yet seen. No voice 
was heard ; but the sound of moving feet, and of seats pushed on one 
side, as well as the steam of wine and dressed meats, showed clearly 
that they had now entered some scene of late or present festivity. 
The person who had conducted him thither soon let go liis hand, but 
at the same time he heard his voice exclaiming, **Now, unbind hia 
syes for a few minutes. Have my orders been obeyed ?" 

While several voices wore busily answering this que^stion, by detail- 
ing the despatch of a number of messengers, as it seemed, in difierent 
directions, and for purposes which Albert Maurice could not gather 
from what was said, two persons undul the scarf wliir'h had been tied 
^A^und his head, and he suddenly found himself in a bcene which may 
Jiced a more detailed description. 

The njiartmcut in which hr» stood, if apartment it could be called, 
/was neither more nor less than an immense cavern, or eseavation in 
the limestone rock, from which, as it bore eviileutly the traces of 
human labour, it is probable that at some remote period tlie stone for 
constructing one or several large buildings had been hewn out. In 
heiglit it might be twenty or five and twenty feet, and in width it 
was eonsjclefiihly more; the length was about eight v vards, and the 
fartlu r end, on one side, was closed by a wooden partition. (Jver head 
the rock was left rougli and irregular, but the sides, very nearly to 
the top, were perpendicular and tolerably smooth, while tlio floor, or 
rather the ground, had of course been made as level as possible in its 
original oonstruetion, for the purpose of rolling out the hlockb of 
stone with greater facility. ISxtending down the centre of this 
spacious apartment was a table, covered with various sorts of food. 
The vikiuK which it sustained consisted chiefly of immense masses of 
solid meat, amongst which, though beef and mutton bore a certain 
share, yet tiie slag, the wild boar, and the fallow deer, with other of 
the forest tenants, liad contributed not a little to make un the enter- 
tainment. On eitlicr side of this table, "which, by the way, was itself 
formed of planks, bearing traces of the saw much more evidently than 
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tbose of the plane»weFe ranged an innumerable multitude of benches^ 
stools, and settles of the same rude description. From these had risen 
up, as it seemed, on the entrance of the prisoner and his companion, the 
mixed population of the cavern, consisting of nearly two hundred 
cavaliers, as sturdy, and, apparently, as veteran as ever drew sword or 
mounted horse; and, when the buidage was removed from the eyes of 
the young citizen, he found that a number of those whose habiliments 
seemed to point them out as the most distinguished, were thronging 
round the person who had led him thither. 

** John and Nicholas have gone to the west," cried one, "to tell frie 
band of St. Bavon to keep beyond Ramilies." "Adolph of Sluy,” 
cried another, " has tiding by this time that he must remain within 
the bounds of Liege.” "The little monk, too," said an old, white- 
headed man, of a Acrid, healthy complexion, which showed that time , 
had hitherto wrestled with him n^riy in vain, " the little monk, too, 
is trotting away on his mule towai^s Mierdorp, though he complained 
bitterly of being obliged to set out before the feast was on the table, 
and has carried away, in his wallet, a roasted hare from the frre, as 
long as my arm, and a bottle of the old Bonne that we got out of the 
cellar of Ambly.” 

*' He shall feast well another time for his pains," replied the Yert 
Gallant, moving towards the head of the table, at which a large armed 
chair, like a tl^one, stood vacant, " he shall feast well another time 
for his pain^ good Matthew ; but we must make this stranger taste 
of our hospitality while the horttes are saddling without. Sit down, 
Sir Citizen,” he added, turning to Albert Maurice, " sit down, and 
refresh yourself before you go;” and he pointed to a vacant seat by 
his side. 

“1 thank you, sir,” replied the young burgher; “but the grief I 
have undergone, and the anxieties I have suffered, have dull^ the 
edge of appetite with me more than the banquet of a prince could 
have done ; and I would fain see myself once mbre upon my road to 
Ghent, if such he the fate intended for me.” 

“ Ha ! ha!” exclaimed the old man whom we have before noticed. 
" See what frail things these townsmen are, that a little anxiety and 
fear should take away their appetite; but thou wilt drink, good friend, 
if thou wilt not eat. Here, merry men all, All to the brim, and drink 
with me to our noble leader, ‘ Here’s to the Vert Gallant of Hannut!*" 

The j)roposal was like an electric shock to all. Each man started 
on Ills feet, and with loud voice and overAowing cup, drank, “To the 
Vert Gallant of llannut! and may the sword soon restore to him what 
the sword took from him !” 

“ I'hank you, my friends, thank you,” replied the Vert Gallant, as 
soon as their acclamations had subsided ; “ I drink to you all. May I 
need your aid and not And it, when I forget you!” and so saying, he 
raised the visor of bis helmet sufficiently to allow himself to bring the 
cup to his lipr The eye of the young burgher Axed eagerly upon him, 
anxious, as may be well supposed, te behold the countenance of ft 
man holding such an extraordinary station. What was his surprise, 
however, when the small degree in which the leader of tlie green 
riders suffered his face to appear exposed to view the countenance of 
a negro* 
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CHAPTER X. 

Ak iiiToluntaiy exclamation of astonishment burst from the Kps 
of Albert Maurice; and the Vert Gallant instantly closed his 
met. 

**Now, Sir .Citizen,” he said, without noticing the other's surprise, 
•* we will once more forward on our way. Some one bind his eyes 
again ; and you, good friend, lend me your ear for a moment. Mark 
well,” he said, speaking in a lower voice to the elder man already 
mentioned—” mark well that all the precautions are taliicn which I 
OTdered. Be sure the tracks of the horses* feet, for more tlian a mile, 
be completed effaced, lioll the large stones down, as I told you, over 
the mouth, and lot not a man show his head during the whole day. 

notwithstanding all, you should be discovered, and the fools will 
rush upon their fate, scud round fifty men by the back of the rock, 
and on your life, let not one of the band escape. I Say not slay them: 
take every man to mercy that is willing, hut suffer not one living 
man to pass the bounds of the forest if they once discover you. li\ 
however, tiiey miss the track entirely, as doubtless they will, then, 
should I not see you before to-morrow night, pick me out fifty of the 
best riders, and the quickest handed men ; let their horses be kept 
saddled, and not a break in tlieir niml, for I do not purpose that this 
Prevot should hie him bjick to Bnissels without being met withal.” 

By the time the Vert Gallant had given these directions, the scarf 
was once more bound round the eyes of Albert Maurice, and he was 
again led forward by the hand, apparently passing through several 
lialls and passages. In one instance, the peculiar smell of horses, and 
the various sounds that he heard, convinced him that he was going 
through a stable; and, in a few minutes after, receiving a caution to 
walk carefully, he was guided down a steep descent, at the end of 
which the free open air blew cool upon his check. The bandage was 
not removed, however, for some moments, thoiigli, by feeling the grass 
and willjcred leaves beneath his feet, he discovered that lie was once 
more under the houghs of the forest. 

At length the voice of him who had been his conductor through- 
out, desired liim to halt, and uncover his eyes, which he accordingly 
did, and found himself, as he expected, in the deepest part of the 
wood, 

“Now follow me on, Sir Citizen I” said the Vert Gallant, “and as we 
go, I will tell you how you must conduct yourself. Make your way 
straight to Mierdorp, where you will arrive probably about the grey 
of the d;nvn. As you arc going into the village, you will be joined 
l^y a certain monk, to whom will say, ‘Good morrow. Father 
Barnabas.’ and he will immediately conduct you on your road to- 
wards Karaur. Halt with him at the village where you were first 
arrested. Si)e«ik with the syndic or deacon, or any other officer of the 
place, and get together all the wTitten testimony you can concerning 
the cause of your arrest. Then return to Ghent if you will. It may 
he that no accuser ever will ayipear against you, but if there should, 
boldly appeal to the Princess Man, who is left behind by her 
father at Ghent. {State the real circutustauces which caused your 
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•TTCst at Gein1>loiix, and call upon your accuser to bring forward aiQr 
proofs against you. 13ut mark well, and remember, walk not late by 
night. Go not forth into the streets alone. Always have such frienda 
and companipns about you as may witness your arrest, and second 
your appeal to the princess. For there are such things, Sir Citizen, as 
deaths in prisons without judgment.” 

*'I shall remember with gratitude, sir,” replied the young burghenr, 
all that you have been pleased to say, and all that you have done in 
my behalf. But on one point 1 must needs think you mistake. If I 
know where I am rightly, we are full sixteen miles from Mie> dorp— j. 
a distance which would take four good hours to walk. Tlie castle 
clock has just struck thme, so that it may be broad day, and not 
merely dawn, before I catircach that place.” 

Fear not, fear not,” replied the stranger, " you shall have the 
means of reaching it in time; but follow me quick, for the hours 
wear.” Thus saying, he strode on through the trees and brushwood, 
pursuing a path, which though totally invisible to the eyes of his 
companion, he seemed to tread with the most perfect certaitity« 
Sometimes the occasional underwood appeared to coyer it over en- 
tirely ; and often the sweeping boughs of the higher trees drooped 
across it, and dashed the night dew upon the clothes of the travellers 
as they pushed through ihetn, but still the Vert Gallant led on. In 
about ten minutes, the glancing rays of the sinking moon, seen shin- 
ing through the leaves before them, showed that they were coming 
to some more open ground; and the next moment they stood upon 
the principal road which traversed the forest. 

By the side of the liighway, wi^h an ordinary groom holding the 
bridle, stood a strong, bony herse ; and the only further Avords that 
were spoken, Avero — The road lies straight before you to the Avest ; 
mount, and God speed you. Give the horse to the monk when you 
arc in safety.” • 

“A thousand thanks and blessings on your head!*' replied the 
young burgher; and springing Avith easy grace into the saddle he 
struck the horse Avitli his heel, and darted off towards IRIierdorp. 

“ A likely cavalier as ever I saw !” exclaimed the Vert Gallant. 
•*Now, to cover, to coA^er,” he added, turning to the groom, and once 
more plunged into the forest. 

In the meanAvhile Albert Maurice rode on; and with his personal 
adventures we shall now be compelled to proceed for sonic Avay, leav- 
ing the other characters for fate to play with as she lists, till we have 
an opportunity of resuming their history also. 

The horse that bore the young burgher, though not the most showy 
that ever underwent the saddle, ‘proved strong, swift, and willing; 
and as it is probably impossible for a man just liberated from prison, 
with the first sense of recovered freedom fresh upon him, to ride 
sloAvly, Albert Maurice dashed on for some way at full speed. His 
mind had adopted, without a moment's doubt or hesitation, the plan 
wliich had been pointed out to him by the leader of the adventurers, 
as the very best which, under Ids present' circumstances, he could 
pursue; and this conviction —together with the proofr he had al- 
ready received that the wishes of the Vert Gallant were friendly 
and generous towaids himself, and the intimate knowledge Avhich his 
deliverer had displayed of his adairs — made him resolve to follow 
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Implicitly his directions. Althonprh this resolution was hronghl 
i^ut by the mental oj)eration of a sin^^le moment, it is not to be 
supposed that the Tarious events which had befallen him since cntet- 
luff the castle of Hannut, had not produced on his mind all those 
e^cts of wonder, surprise, and doubt, which they might naturally be 
expected to cause in the bosom of any person so circumstanced. 

There were a thousand things that he could not in any way ao 
count for, and which we shall not attempt to account for either. 
The interest which his deliverer had taken in his fate, the means by 
which ' e had acquired such an exact knowledge of his situation, tlie 
existence of so large a band of 11*60 companions, notwithstanding the 
many efforts which the J)uke of Burgundy had made to put them 
down, were fill matters of astonishment. He had felt, however, dur- 
ing his short intercourse with the green riders, that neither the tiine^ 
tiie place, nor the circumstances admitted of any inquiry upon the 
subject ; and with a prompt decision, which was one great trait in his 
character, while he took advantage of the means of escape offered to 
bim, he had suppressed as far as possible every word winch might have 
betrayed surprise or curiosity. As he rode on, however, he i)ondcred 
on all that had happcTicd; and he doubted not, that, now he was at 
liberty to sock and coll(;ct the proofs of his innocence, he should find 
little difficulty in clearing himself from any absolute crime, if his 
cause were submitted to a regular tribunal. Unfortunately this did 
not always occur. In most of the continental states the will of the 
prince was law; and too often the same absolute jurisdiction was 
exercised by his officers. TJiis was especially the case in respect 
to Maillotin du Bac, who, in one morning, liad been known to arrest 
and hang thirty persons, without any form of trial or judicial inves- 
tigation. 

Nevertheless, all these circumstances seemed to have been fully 
considered by the Vert Gallant; and the means he had pointed out 
of an appeal to the Princess Mary, in case of unjust persecution, 
were, as the young burgher well knew, the only ones that could prove 
efficacious. 

So well had the distance and the horse’s speed been calculated, 
that, at about two miles from Mierdorp, that undefmablc grey tint, 
which can hardly be called light, but is the first approach towards it, 
began to spread upwards over the eastern sky ; and by the time that 
Albert Maurice emerged from the forest of Hannut, which then 
extended to within a mile of the village, the air was all rosy with the 
dawn of day. Just as he was issuing forth from the woodland, he 
perceived before him a stout, sliort, round figure, clothed in a lung 
grey gown, the cowl or hood of Which was thrown back upon his 
shoulders, leaving a polished bald head to shine unt^ovcrecl in the 
fays of the morning; and the young fugitive paused to examine the 
person whom he had by tins time nearly overtaken. 

• The monk, for so he appeared to be, was mounted on a stout, fat 
mule, whose grey skin, and sleek, rotund limbs, gave liim a ridiculous 
" likeness to his rider, which was increased by a sort of vacant senti- 
mentality that appeared in the round face of the monk, and the 
occasional slow raising and dropping of one of the mule's ears, in a 
manner which bears no other epithet but the very colloquiid one of 
ktck-^-tiaisicaL 
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Aecordliig to the instructions lie had receiTed, the ^nng biirfi^iear 
immediately rode up to the monk, and addressed him with the ** Gooi 
morrow, Father Barnabas,*’ which he had been directed to employ. 

** Good morrow, my son,” replied the monk ; “ though unhappy for 
me, sinner tiiat 1 am, jny patron saint is a less distinguished one than 
him whose name you give pie ; I am called Father Clutrles, not Father 
Barnabas.” 

As he thus spoke he looked up in the young traveller’s face with an 
air of flat unmeaningness, wliich would at once liave convinced Albert 
Maurice that he was mistaken In the person, hod he not discovered a 
small ray of more intellectual expression beam the next moment 
through the dull, grey eye of the monk, while something curled, and 
just curled, the corners of his mouth with what did not deserve the 
name of a smile, and yet was far too faint for a grin. 

“ Well,” said he, eyeing him keenly, “ if your name be not Barnabas^ 
good father, I will give you good morrow once more, and ride on.” 

“ Good morrow, my sonj^’^replied the monk, with the same demure 
smjle; and Albert Maurice, to be as good as his word, put his horse 
into a trot, in order to make the best of his way towards Mierdoip^ 
which was lying in the fresh, sweet light of morning, at the distance 
of about three quarters of a mile before him. To his s^rise, how- 
ever, the monk’s mule, without any apparent effort of its rider, thp 
moment he quickened Ms horse’s pace, put itself into one of those long» 
easy ambles for wMch mules are famous, and without difficulty car- 
ried its master on by his side. 

“You are in haste, my son,” said the monk: “whither away so 
fast?” 

“I go to seek Father Barnabas,” replied the young burgher, some- 
what provoked, but yet lialf laughing at the quiet merriment of the 
monk’s countenance as ho rode Mong beside him on his mule, with 
every limb as round as if he had been formed* out of a series of 
pumpkins. 

“ Well, well,” rejoined the monk, “perhaps I may aid you in your 
search; “but what wouldst thou with Father Barnabas, when thou 
host found him ? Suppose I were Father Bariuibas now, what wouldst 
thou say to me ?” 

“ I vrould say nothing,” answered Albert Maurice ; “ but — let us on 
our way.” 

“ So be it, then,” replied the other; “ but one thing, good brother, 
it does not become me to go jaunting over the country with profane 
laymen; therefore if we are to journey forward together, you must 
don the frock, and draw the hood over your head, to hide that curly 
bbtik hair. turn your liorse’s bridle rt?in before we get into the 
village, and behind those old hawthorn bushes, I will see whether tby 
wallet does not contain the wherewithal to make thee as good a monk 
as myself.” 

Ai^ it now became sufficiently evident to the young citizen that he 
was not^fleceived in the person whom he had addressed, he acquiesced 
in his proposal; and turning down a little lane to their right hand, 
they dismotmted from their beasts behind a small, tMck clump of aged 
thmns, and the monk soon produced, from a kxge leathern wallet 
whwh he carried behind him, a grey gown, exactly similar to his own, 
which completely covered and conci^ed the luuidsome form of tbt 
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young citizen. The cowl having been drawn over his head, and the 
frock bound round^ hU ididdlo by a rope, lliey once more mounted , 
and pursuing their way together, soon found moans to turn tlic con- 
versation to the direct object which tliey had in view, with which it 
appeared the monk was fully acquainted. . 

The ice having been once broken, -Albert Maurice found his com- 
panion U' shrewd, intelligent man, with a strong touch of roguish 
humour, which, though partly concealed under an affectation of 
fltolidity, had grown into such a habit of jesting, that it seemed 
scarcely possible to awsccrtaiii when he was serious and wlien he was 
not. Tliis, however, might be, in some degree, assumed ] for it is 
■wonderful how often deci) feelings and deep designs, intense alH’ction, 
towering ambition, and even egregious cunning itself, attempt to 
cover themselves by different shades of playful gaiety, knowing that 
tlie profundity of a deep stream is often hidden by the light ripi)lc on 
its surface. 

However that might be, the young citizen’s new companion was 
anything but wanting in sense, and proved of the greatest assistaxice 
to him, by his keen foresight and knowledge of the world. 

With his co-operation, Albert Maurice, at the little town of Gem- 
bloux, at which he had been arrested by !Maillotin du Bac, obtained 
full and sufficient evidence, written down by tlie magistrate of the place, 
to prove that the first squabble beUveen himself and the prevot had 
arisen in a wanton aggres sion (‘ommitted by one of the soldiers of the 
latter; and that before that oliiccr had opened any of the pa])crs in 
his possession, he laid sworn, witlx a horrible oath, that for striking 
liis ibllowcr, he is^ould Lang Ixim over the gates of Ghent. All this 
was attested in due form ; and satisfied that half the dangers of his 
Bituation -were gone, Albert ‘Maurice gladly turned his horse’s head 
towards his native place. The monk still accompanied him, saying 
that he liad orders not to leave him till he was safe within the walls of 
Ghent : “seeing that you arc such a sweet innocent lamb,*' he added, 
•‘that you are not to bo trusted amongst the wolves of tliis world 
alone.** 

Their journey passed over, however, without either danger or diffi- 
culty ;• for t!ioir»h at Geinbluux, Albert Maurice bad laid aside the 
frocic, as his jx'cry inquiries "would of courre have made liis person 
kmfvvn, he had resinned it, by the monk’s desire, as soon as they had 
quitted that, lown; and the garb procun-d them a good reception in all 
the places at whieli they paused upon the road. 

As they approached Ghent, Father Barnabas thought fit to take 
new precautions ; and requested his young companion to make use of 
the mule whicli lie had hitherto ridden himself, whiie he mounted tlie 
horse. He also drew his own cowl far over his head ; nor were these 
BU'ps in vain, as tlicy very booh had occasion to experience. 

They reached' the" gates of Ghent towards sunset, on a fine clear 
ei^eniiig, and passed through many a group of peasant^, returning 
from the market in tlie city to their rural occupations. On these the 
monk showered his benedictions very liberally ; but Albert Maurice 
remarked that, as they approached a small party of soldiers near the 
irate, his companion assumed an air of military crectness, and caused 
ins horse to prance and curvet like a war steed. Berhaps, had he 
noticed what the keen eye of the monk had instantly perceived, that 
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two of the soldiers were examining them as they came up with inoni 
than ordinary care, he might have guessed that the object of aH this 
pararle of horsemanship was ‘to draw attention upon himself, as a 
skilful conjurer forces those to whom he offers tlic cards to take the 
very one he wishes, without their being conscious of his doing so. 

“Ventre Saint Grisi” cried one of the soldiers to the other, as they 
came near. '* It must be him ! That is no monk, Jenkin ! lie lidea 
like a reitter— Pardi! I will see, however. Pathcr, your cowl is 
awry I” he added, laying his hand upon the monk’s bridle rein, and 
snatching at his hOod as if for the sake of anvinsoU-nt joke. The cowl 
instantly fell back under liis hand, exposing the fat bald head of the 
Iriar; and the soldipr, with a broad laugh, retired, disappoint^ 
amongst his companions, suffering the young citizen, wlio, on the stil^ 
quiet mule, had escaped without observation, to proceed with the monk 
to the dwelling of good Martin Prusc, which they reached without 
further annoyance or interruption. 

CHAPTER' XT. 

Although the soldiers that Albert Maurice and bis companion had 
pass^ed at tlie gate, with tlie usual reckless gaiety of their profession, 
had been found laughing lightly, and jesting with croh other, yet it 
soon became evident to the eyes of the travellers, as they passed on- 
ward through the long iiTcguiar streets of the city, that something had 
occurred to affect the population of <5hcnt in an unusal manner. 

Scarce a soul was seen abroad ; and there was a sort of boding 
calmness in the aspect of the whole place, as they rode on, which 
taught them to expect imjKirtant tidings of some kind, from the first 
friend they should meet. misty evening sunshine streamed down 
the far pcrsiiectivc of the streets, casting long and defined sliadows 
from the fuuiitnins and the crosses, niul also from the liouEcs, that 
every here and there obtruded their insolent gables beyond the regular 
line of the other buildings ; but no lively groui)s were seen amusing 
themselves at the corners, or by the canals; no sober citizens sitting 
out before tlicir doors, in all the rich and imiH?sing colours of Flemish 
costume, to enjoy the cool tranquillity of tlie cvcaiing, after tlia noise, 
and the bustle, and the heat of an active summer's day. One or two 
persons, indeed, might be oliserved witli Ibeir beads close togetber, 
and the important forefinger laid with all the energy of demonstration 
in tlic palm of the other liand, wlnle tlie party gossiped eagerly over 
some great event, each one fancying hinisidf fit to lead hosts and to 
govern kingdoms ; and every now and then some rajiid figure, with 
consequence in all its steps, was remarked fatting from house to 
house, tlie receptacle and carrier of all the rumours of the daj'. 

Though in one of the last named class of personages .Albert 
Maurice met as he advanced, he recognised an acquaintcBcie* yet, for 
many reasons, he only drew the cowl more coniiilctely over his face ; 
and, secure in the concealment of the monk’s frock that covered him, 
rode on, till he reached the house of his undo, Martin Fruse, which 
he judged to be a more secure asylum than his own, till such time aa 
his resolutions were taken, and his plans arranged. 

, Tlie dwelling of the worthy burgher, though occupying no incon- 
siderable part of one of the principal streets, had its private entranoo 
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ibol A narrower one brandling to the abuth-weit ; and the tall hooeea 
cm either hand, acting as complete screens between the portal and 
the setting aun, gave at least an hour’s additional darkness to the huh 
of evening. 

So deep, indeed, was the gloom, and so ooiupletely did the &iar*a 
gown conceal the person of Albert Maurice, that one of his old uncle’s 
servants, who was standing in the entrance, did not in any degree 
recognise his young master, though it was his flrequent boast that he 
had borne the young citizen — the pink of the youth of Ghent — upon 
his knee a thousand times when he was no higher than an ell wand. 
Even the familiar stride with which Albert Maurice entered the long^ 
dark passage, as soon as he had dismounted from his mule, did not 
undeceive him; and he ran forward into the large sitting room, which 
lay at the end of the vestibule, announcing tl^t two monks, some- 
what of the boldest, had just alighted at the door. 

He was followed straiglit into the apartment of Martin Fruse by 
that worthy citizen’s nephew, who immediately &und himself in the 
midst of hdf a dozen of the richest burghers of the town, enjoying an 
hour of social converse with their wealthy neighbour before they re- 
tired to their early rest. It would seem to belong more to the anti- 
quary than to the historian to describe the appearance of the cham- 
ber, or the dress of the personages who were sealed on benches around 
it ; and it may suffice to say. that the furred gowns, and gold chains, 
which decorated the meeting, sufficiently evinced the municipal dig- 
nity of the guests. 

At the moment of his nephew’s entrance, Martin Fruse was upon 
his feet, following round a serving boy, who, with a small silver cup, 
and' flask of the same metal, was distributing to each erf^jj^c burghers 
a modicum of a liquour, now, alas ! too common, but which was then 
lately invented, and vras known, from the many marvellous qualities 
attributed to it, by the name of eau da via. 

“Take but one small portion,” said the worthy citizen to one of his 
companions, who made some difficulty ; ** not more than a common 
spoonful. Do not the best leeches in Europe recommend it as a so- 
vereign cure for all diseases, and a preservation against bad air ? It 
warms the stomach, strengthens the bones, clears the head, and pro- 
motes all the functions. And, truly, these arc sad and troublous 
times, wherein cordials are necessiiry, and every man requires such 
consolation as he can find. Alack, and a well-a-day I who would 
have thought 

But the speech of good Martin Fruse was brought to a sudden 
oonclusion by the entrance of his man, announcing the coming of the 
two monks ; which notice was scarcely given, when Albert Maurice 
himself appeared. Before entering, the young citizen had paused 
ono moment to cast off the friar’s gown, on account of the strange 
voices ho heard as he advanced along the passage, and he now showed 
himself in his usual travelling dress, though his appard was some- 
wliat disarranged, and he appeared without cap or l^net. 

“Welcome, welcome, /my fair nephew!” cried Martin Fruse, who 
looked upon Albert with no small pride and deference. “ Sira, here 
is my nephew Albert, come, at a lucky hour, to give us his good 
eounsel and assistance in the strange and momeatous droumstanoea 
hk which we are placed.** , 
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^ Wdcome, moq|'«elcom^ good Master Maurice cried a inimbeF 
Of voices at once. Welcome, most welcome I** and tlic ^outig tra- 
veller, instantly sipi^lromided by liis fellow-citizens, was eagerly con- 
gratulated on Ha return, wHcli had apparently been delayed long^ 
&an they had expected or bad wished. At the same time, the o&n 
repeated words, “ Perilous times, extraordinary circumstances, dan- 
gers to the state, anxious expectations,** and a number of similar ex- 
juessions, showed him that the opinion he had formed, from the 
appearance of the town as he passed through the streets, was per- 
fectly correct, and that some events of general and deep importanoa 
had taken place. 

** I see,” he said, in reply, after havi^ answered their first saluta- 
tions, ” 1 see tliat something must have occurred with which 1 am 
unacquainted. Kcmember, my good friends, that I have been absent 
from the city for some weeks ; and for the last four or five days, 1 
have been in places where 1 was not likely to hear any public tidings.** 
What r* cried one, ** have you not heard the news? that the duke 
has been beaten near the lake of Neufchatel, and all the forces, with 
which he was besieging Morat, have been killed or taken?** 

“How!** exclaimed another, “have you not heard that the Duke of 
Lorrain is advancing towards Flanders with all speed?*' 

“ Some saf he will be at Ghent in a week,” cried a third. 

**But the worst news of all,” said a fourth, in a solemn and myste- 
rious tone, “is, that a squire, who arrived at the palace last nighty 
saw the duke stricken from his horse by a Swiss giant with a two- 
handed sword; and, according to all accounts, he never rose again.” 

*' Good God ! is it possible ?** exclaimed Albert Maurice, as all 
these baleful tidings poured in at once upon his ear, with a rapi^ty 
which afforded him scarcely an opportunity of estimating the trulli 
of each as he received i^ and left him no other feeling for the time 
than pain at the ocean of misfortuqes which had overwhelmed his coun- 
try, though he looked upon the prince, who had immediately sufiered, 
as a brutal despot; and upon the nobles, w^ho in general bore the brunt 
of battle or defeat, as a number of petty tyrants, more insupportable 
than one great one. “Good God! is it possible?” he exclaimed; 

but are you sure, my friends,” he continued, after a moment's 
paubc, “ tliat all this news is true? Uumour is apt to exaggerate, and 
increases evil tidings tenfold, where she only doubles good news ? Are 
these reports quite sure V” 

Oh ! tliey are beyond all doubt,” replied one of the merchants, with 
a slight curl of the lip. “The Lord of Imbercourt who was on.Hs 
march to join the army, when he was found by couriers bearing 
these evil tidings, returned with his spears in all haste to Ghent^in 
order to guard against any disturbance, os he said, and. to keep the 
zebellious commons under the rule of law.” 

The man who spoke thus, was a small, dark, insignificant looking 
person, wliose figure would not have attracted a moment's attention* 
and whose face might have equally passed without notice, hod not the 
keen, sparkling light of two clear black eyes, which seemed to wander 
constantly about in searcli of other people’s thoughts, given at least 
some warning that there was a subtle, active, and intriguing soul con- 
cealed witliin that diminutive and unprepossessing form. His name 
was Ganay: by profession he was ^ druggist, and the diie^ in 
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that city, of a trade, T^hich diflTered considerably from Ibhat of tJio 
drujrgist of the present day. It was, indeed, one of no small import 
lance in a great manuliicturing town like Ghent, where all the diffe- 
rent fabrics required, more or less, some of those ingredients which 
he imported from foreign countries. 

In pronouncing the last words, to keep the rebellious commons 
tinder the rule of law,” Master Ganay fixed his keen black eyes upon 
the lace of Albert Maurice with an expression of inquiring eagerness, 
partly ])ro(!eeding from an anxious desire to see into the heart of the 
young citizc'n, whose character the other fully estimated; pjirtly from 
a design to load him, by showing him what was expected from him, 
to say sonietJiing which might discover his views and feelings. 

lie was deceived, however; the very knowledge that his words 
were to be marked, jmt the young citizen upon his guard ; and, con- 
scious that there were mighty events gathering round, that his own 
situation was precarious, and that ofliis country still more so, he felt 
tlie necessity of obtaining perfect certainty with regard to the facts, 
and of indulging deep reliection in regard to the consequences, before 
he committed himself in tlie irretrievable manner which is sometimes 
effected by a single word. 

*‘Ha! ” he exclaimed ; “ha! did he say so?” and liejvas about to 
drop the dangerous part of the subject, by some commein observation, 
when another of the burghers changed the immediate topic of con- 
Tersation,'from the higher and more in>portant themes which had# 
been lately before them, to matters much more familiar to the 
tlionghts of the citizens. 

“ But there is more intelligence still, good blaster Albert Maurice,” 
excliuincd a little fat merchant, whose face expressed all that extra- 
vagant desire of wondering, and of exciting wonder, which goes 
greatly to form the character of a newsmonger ; “ but tlierc'is more 
intelligence still, which you will be delighted to hear, as a good citi- 
zen, aud a friend to honest men. That pitiful, prying, bloodthirsty 
tyrant, Maillotin du Bac, was brought into the town to-day in a lit- 
ter, beaten so sorely, that they say there is not a piece of liis skin so 
big as a Florence crown wliich is not both black and blue. Faith, I 
wonder that the honest men of the wood did not hang him to one of 
their own trees.” 

“Ha!” again exclaimed Albert IMauricc, hut in a tone far more 
raised with surprise than before,' “how did he meet with such a mis- 
hap ? lie boasted that he would not leave a routicr, or a free com- 
IJanion in the land.” 

A low chuckle just behind him, as he pronounced these words, 
recalled suddenly to his memory, that he had been followed into the 
room by the monk called Father Barnabas; and, congratulating him- 
fiqlf that he had suffered not a syllable to escape his lips that might 
commit him in any degree, lie turned towards the companion of his 
journey, who, in the haste and confusion with which all these tidings 
had been poured forth upon him, had been forgotten by himself and 
overlooked by the others. 

^ A few sentences in explanation of his appearance, and in general 
reference to great services received from him on the road, instantly 
called upon Father Barnabas the good-humoured civilities aud atten- 
tion of Martin Fruse, and might have turned the conversation to 
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other mattersi had not the monk himself seemed determined to hear 
*more of the dbrubhing which had been bestowed upon Alaillotiu 
du Bac. 

“Verily, poor gentleman,'* he exclaimed, in a tone in whujh the 
merriment so far predominated over the commiseration, as to render 
it much more like the voice of malice than of pity ; “ verily, poor 
gentleman, he must bo in a sad cose. How met he with sudi a ter* 
rible accident?** ^ 

“ Why, father,** you shall hear, replied the newsmonger, eager to 
disburden his wallet of information upon a new ear ; “what lam going 
to tell you is quite true, I can assure you, for my maid Margaret’s 
sister is going to be married to one of the soldiers of the Brevet’s 
band. It seems that they had searched the forest of Haniiut all day 
in vain, for a body of the green riders who had taken refuge there, 
and also for a prisoner who had made his escape ; and towards night 
they were making for Hal, because they would not go back to Hannut, 
as the Prevot had some quarrel with the chatclain, when suddenly, 
in the little wood, near Braine-la-Leud, they vrere met by a patrty of 
fifty free companions, who drew up right across their way. The 
cayitain, who, they say, was the famous Vert Gallant of Plannut him- 
self, singlcckiut the Prevot, and at the very first charge of the two 
bands brou^t him to the ground with his lance. Du Bac, however, 
was not Iiurt, and at first refused to yield; hut the Vert Gallant 
' cudgelled him with the staff of liis lance till there was not a piece of 
his armour v/ould hold together. lie would not kill him, it seems; 
and when tlie whole of the hand were dispersed, which they were in 
five minutes, with the exception of five or six who were taken pri» 
soners, tlio Vert Gallant struck off the Prevot’s spurs with his axe^ 
and, telling him that he was a false traitor, and no true knight, sent 
him back to Ghent, with all the others who had been taken.” 

Whilo the burgher was detailing these particulars, the small grey 
roguish eyes of the monk stole from time to time a glance at the face 
of Albert Maurice with an expresj-ion of merriment, triumph, and 
malice, all mingled intinjately together, hut subdued into a look of 
quiet fun, wliieh elicited a smile frejm the lip of the young citizen, 
though the talc he had just heard furnished him with matter for 
more serious reflection. The eyes of the druggist also fixed upon 
him, while the story of the prevot’s discomfiture was told by their 
companion; and the smile wiiich lie saw play upon the face of the 
young burgher seemed to furnish him with information of what was 
passing in the mind w'ithin, sufficient at least forlfis own purposes; 
for from that moment he ai)peared to pay little far'ther attenUon to 
the subject before, them, otherwise than by mingling casually in the 
conversation that succeeded. 

Tliat conversation became soon of a rambling and desultory nature, 
wandering round the great political events of the day, the fate of 
their country, the state of the city itselti and the future prosjHJcts of 
the land, without, however, approaching so near to the dangerous 
matter which was probably in the heart of every one, as to call forth 
words that could not be retra*cted. In fact, each person present felt 
burdened by great but ill-arranged thoughts; and those who saw 
most deeply into the abyss before them, were the least inclined tQ 
venture thcii opinions ^eie they heard those of others* 
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With that sort of intuitive perception which some men have of 
what is passing in the breasts of those around them, Albert Maurice, 
without the slightest exertion of cunning or shrewdness, without (mo 
efiK)rt to draw forth the thoughts of those by whom he was surrounded, 
ootnprehended clearly the peculiar modifications under wMch each 
one present was revolving in his own mind what advantages might 
be derived from — ^what opportunities might be sfiforded by — tlie dis- 
comfiture and dcatdi of Charles the Bold, for recovering those immu- 
nities and privileges which that priiKie had wrung from Giient, after 
they had been too often abused by her citizens, liis first thought 
had been of the same nature also: but the mention of MaiUotin du 
Bac had suddenly recalled to his mind his own particular circum- 
•tances and situation ; and it must be confessed, that, for a few 
minutes, it was entirely directed to the consideration of how greatly 
his own personal safety might be ensured by the events, the news of 
which hud reached Ghent (luring his absence. 

llie moment, after, however, he upbraided himself for his selfish- 
ness; and, casting all individual considerations away, he determined 
to bend the whole energies of his mind to reap, from the circum- 
stances of the times, the greatest possible degree of benefit for his 
native city. As he pondered over it, the old aspiratic^ of his soul 
revived. Not only Ghent, he thought, might be benofiffid, not only 
Ghent might be freed, but the whole of Flanders might acquire a 
degree of liberty slie had never known. Still, as he reflected, the 
image thus presented to liis mind increased, and like the cloud of 
smoke iu the eastern fable, wliich rolling forth from the mouth of the 
small vase, graduiilly condensed into the form of an enormous giant, 
the thoughts which at first had referred alone to his personal safety 
enlarged iu object, and grew defined in purpose. 

, The whole continent at that time groaned under the oppression of 
the feudal system, dc^cayed, corrupted, and abused; and as Albert 
Maurice inusi^d, he fancied that the freedom of Ghent and Flanders 
once established, might aiford an example to France, to Europe, to 
the world. The trampled serf, the enchained bondsman, the oppressed 
citizen, might throw ofi:' the weary yoke under which they had la- 
boured for ages; the rights of every human being might become 
generally recognised over the whole surface of the globe; and broken 
chains and aceiamiitluns of joy, the song of freedom and the shout of 
triumph, presented themselves in hurried visions to his ima^ation, 
while patriotism still represented a liberated world hailing his native 
land as the cluuupion of the liberty of earth. 

' Such thoughts rendered him silent and abstracted; and as every 
one else felt a degree of painful restraint, the various guests of Martin 
F^isc, after lingering some time, rose to return to their dwellings. 
Although it was now night, several of them, before they set foot 
within their own homes, called upon different neighbours in their 
way, just to tell them, as they said, that Master Albert Maurice had 
returned to Ghent. None knew why; but yet this information 
oeented a piece of important news to all. ^ By the sway whi(di great 
natural genius and energy insensibly acquire over tlie minds of mep, 
Albert Maurice, without ever attempting to force himself into pro- 
minent situations, without efibrt or exertions of any kind, had taught 
the whole people of the city of Ghent to look to him for extraordiztai^ 
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actions; and thus each man \rho heard of hiA anitalf generally ntde 
forth to tell it to his next door neighbour, vho again repeated it to a 
third. The gossip and the newsmonger gave it forth liberally to 
others like ttemselves; so that by a very early hour the next mom* 
ing the return of Albert Maurice, with a variety of falsehoods and 
alffiurditles grafted thereon by the imaginations of the retailers, was 
generally known, not only to those who were personally acquainted 
with him, hut to a numlier of others who had nev^ se^ him in their 
lives. 


CHAPTER m 

The appetite for news is like the appetite for other thing, sti* 
mulated by a small portion of food; and the various unsatisfactory 
reports which had reached Ghent during the day, made her good 
citizens devour the tidings of Albert Maurice*8 return with no small 
greediness. 

In the meanwhile, the yoimg merchant communicated to his uncle, 
immediately after the departure of the guests, that, from various ciiv 
cumstancGB, of which he would inform him more fully at another 
time, he .iu(]gGd it not expedient to return to his own house, perhaps^ 
for some days. He prayed him, therefore, to allow him to occupy, 
for a short space, the apartments which had been appropriated to hia 
during his youth, in the dwelling where he then was ; to which re* 
quest, as his nephew had originally taken up a separate establish- 
ment much against his wishes, Martin Prase consented with no small 
joy, and proposed that tlie monk, who still remained, should sleep in 
the little grey chambet over the warehouse. 

'*Nay, nay,” replied Father Barnabas, when he heard the proposal; 
"nay, nay, dearly beloved brother Martin, no grey chamber for me; 
by my faith I must he betaking myself early to-morrow to my own 
green chamber, and in the meantime, 1 shall pass the night with a 
friend of mine in the city, in pious exercises and devout exd^ations " 

Whether these pious exercises and devout exclamations might not 
he the rapid circulation of the flagon, and many a jovial bacchanalian 
song, there may he some rcasoivto doubt. At all events, Albert 
Maurice had a vague suspicion that it was so; and after pressing the 
monk to stay, as much as hospitality required, he ceased his opposition 
to his departure, at the same time putting a purse of twenty golden 
crowns into his hand. 

The monk gazed for a moment upon the little leathern bag, whose 
weight, as it sunk into his palm, seemed to convey to him a full idea 
of its value; and then raising Ms merry grey eyes to the face of hie 
travelling companion, he replied, "This is great nonsense, my son, 
quite unnecessary, I assure you; and, indbed, 1 cannot accept it, ex- 
cept upon one condition.” 

** What is that, my good father?” demanded the young burghet^ 
supposing that the monk was about to aflect some notable piece of 
disinterestedness. 

" Merely that you will promise me, my son,” replied Father Barnh^ 
"that in case you should ever hereafter meet with a oertain 
friend of ours, whom some people call the Vert Gallant of Hannii% 
you will be as silent ^ the dead about ever having given a leathoft 
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puTBC to poor Father Barnabas, as lie may well ask, what is .the use 
of a purse to a holy brother, who vows never to have any money to 
put into it. Do you understand me, my son?” 

“Perfectly, perfectly,” replied Albert Maurice, “and promise you 
with all my heart, never to mention it.” 

“ So be it then,” rejoined the monk, “and bcnedicite; — I shall take 
the liorsc and the mule out of the stable, and speed upon my way.” 

As soon as the monk was gone, Albert Maurice explained to his 
uncle, as briefly as possible, all that had occurred to liim during his 
absence from Ghent; and the distress, agitation, and terror of llie 
worthy burgher, at every stage of his nephew’s story, w'cre beyond 
all description. “Alack, and a well-a-day I my poor boy,” he cried; — 
^‘alack, and a well-a-day ! I thought what all these travellings would 
come to, sooner or later. Good Lord! good 'Lord! why should ' men 
travel at all! In my young days I never, if I could help it, set iny 
foot three leagues out of Ghent; and the first time 1 ever Avas seduced 
to do so, I was caught by robbers in that cursed wood of Hannut, and 
was obliged to sleep a whole night upon the cold damp ground.” 

The young citizen calmed his uncle’s agitation as much ns possible, . 
find then proceeded to consult Avith liim as to the best means they 
could adopt, in case that Maillotin du Bac should recover from the 
drubbing he had received, ^and pursue, as he doubtless would, the 
purposes he had previously entertained. In some things, Martin 
Fruse Avas not deficient in shrcAvdncss; and he instantly saAv tlio ad- 
vantages that Avould be gained by a personal application to the prin- 
cess, if his nephew were again arrested. 

“ If,” said he, “ we still had our old laws, I should say at once, ap- 
peal to the eschevins, because, as we used to elect them ourselves, we 
should have had justice at least, if not favour. But iioav that tlio 
tAventy-six, from the (Jrand BaiUi doAvn to the last secrclary, are all 
named by the creatures of the duke, this Maillotin ilu Bac g(>ts them 
to warrant everything he does, -wdiile the princess, avIio is kind and 
generous, Avill be sure to judge in your favour, especially Avhen slic 
sees the papers that prove you were first arrested for taking part Avith 
a, woman; and her coAincil, avIio Iiave nothing to do Aiu’tli tlie IVevot, 
will take care not to tliAvart her who will one day be their mistress.” 

It was consequently determined, after some iartlier disciission. to 
follow the line of conduct suggested by the leader of the adventurers. 
Such precautions as Avere necessary to ensure against any of tliose 
Secret proceedings, Avhich sometimes made clean conveyance ivitb an 
obnoxious person, before any of his friends wx‘re aAvare, Avere then con- 
certed between Albert Maurice and his uncle ; and the young citizen, 
pleading fatigue, retired to the apartments which he had occupied as 
a hoy. ^ , 

There AA-as something in the aspect of the chamber,, the quaint 
old tapestry, Avith the eyes of many of tlie figures shot through by the 
Arrows which he used to direct against them, in the w’anton sport of 
cliildhood, the table notched with the boy’s unceasing knife, the aa’cH 
remembered bed, in Avliich liad been dreamed many of the pleasant 
dreams of early years; there Avas something in -the aspect of the 
whole that called up the peaceful jiast, and contrasted itself almost 
painfully with the present. Setting doAvn the lamp AA'hich he bore in 
fiis hand, Albert Maurice cast himself on a seat, and gazing round the 
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apartment, ivliUe the thousand memories of every well Imown otyect 
spoke to ills heart with the sweet murmuring voice of the days gone; 
and while all the perils and anxieties of his actual situation, the iie- 
minent danger from which he Imd just escaped, the menacing fate 
which still hung over his head, and the fierce struggle in which he 
W'as likely to be engaged, iiressed for present attention, he could not 
help exclaiming, “Oil, boyhood! happy, happy boyhood! must thou 
never, never come again!” 

The busy and usurping present, however, soon took full possession 
of his thoughts ; and, casting from him all caro for the individual 
danger which threatened liimself, he applied his whole mind to con- 
sider the probable fate of his country. If the Duke of Burgundy were 
really dead, he saw, and had long foreseen, that great and extraordi- 
nary changes must takd place. He knew that there was hardly a 
town throughout all ITlaiidcrs, Holland, or Hainault, which was not 
ready to rise in arms, to recover some privilege wrested from its in- 
habitants: to break some chain with which tliey had all been en- 
thralled. He felt, too, and it was a proud consciousness, that he^ 
and he alone, throughout the whole land, was capable of wielding that 
luiglity engine, a roused-up multitude, for the great purpose to wliich 
it can only be properly applied: tlie benefit and the happiness of the 
wliole. 'fliis consciousness arose from two circumstances: a thorough 
and intimate aciiuaintance with the general cJiaracters of the leading 
men in tlie varnuis towns of Flanders, together with a knowledge that 
cacli individually selfish or weak, lull of wild and unfeasible 
schenies, or iibsorbed in narrow personal desires; and, in the second 
place, from tlie internal perception of immense powers .of mind, 
strengtlicned and supported by great Corjioroal vigour and activity. 

Snell (lualitios were not, indeed, all that was required to carry 
miglity schenies to a successful result, especially where they were to 
be founded on the consent and support of tiic vain and wilful multi- 
tude. But Albert Maurice had on several occasions tried liis powers 
of persuading tlie crowd, and his ready eloquence had never failed to 
lead, to convince, to command. Indeed, till the iiresent moment, he 
had felt almo.st fearful — surrounded, as he knew himself to be, by 
watchhil and Jealous eyes — of the imniense popular influence that he 
was aware he could exert. But now, as he paused and considered the 
probable events about to take place, lie felt a triumphant security in 
liis o»vn talents, and prepared to step forward, and secure a freer form 
of government, for Glicnt at least, if the reins had really fallen from 
tlio hand that lately held them, I Us first thoughts, indeed, were all 
turned towards the benefit of his native country, to the immense ad- 
vantages that might he obtained for her, and to that mighty thing, 
liberty, whicli Avas scarcely then known |o the world. But it was not 
in human nature, that some breathing of i)erson*al ambition should not 
mingle with his nobler aspirations ; and for a moment he dreamt of 
power, of rule, and sovereign sway, and of nobles trampled beneath 
his feet, and of kings bending to court his alliance. The shade of Van 
Artcvclde seemed to rise from the deep past and beckon liim on upon 
the road to greatness. 

It was Imt Ibr a moment, however; and when suddenly the better 
spirit woke him from his dream, and showed him whither lie was wan- 
dering, he hid his face in his luutds, with a mixed feeling of sliame Dor 
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Innring tnfibred himself to be betrayed into such thoughts, and an sp» 
prehension lest, in some after-part of his career, when the golden, 
temptaticm was within his grasp, he should yield to the spirit that 
even thus early had assailed him, and be in act what he had already 
heen in thought The very idea of becoming so made him pause in 
his resolves, uncertain whether to take any part, lest he should ulti- 
mately take an evil one; and for a moment Albert Maurice, who 
feaned no mortal man, hesitated in fear of himself. 

Reflection, however, soon removed his doubts : he knew his inten- 
tions to be pure : and, calling before his mind the brightest examples 
of past ages, he determined to hold them up to himself as models to 
imitate, arid to sacriflee everything to virtue. Even the very doubts 
that he had entertained of himself made him choose his examples from 
sternest school of patriotism. He felt, perhaps, that any modem 
efforts must fall below the standard of that antique flrmness, which, 
nurtured by the long habit of freedom, was with the Romans of the 
republic a passion as much as a principle ; and, fixing his eyes uiran 
the earlier Brutus, he resolved that if ever in after-life the temptation 
to wrong his country should assail him, he would use that talismanio 
memory to charm the evil demon away for ever. 

While he thus paused and thought, the niglit wore on ; fill sounds 
died away in the streets of Ghent : the footsteps in his uncle’s house 
ceased ; and, after the midnight watch had gone by in its round, not 
A sound for some time disturted the silence of the place. At length, 
about one o’clock in the morning, he heard a step ascending the stairs 
which led to his apartment, and a moment after a tap upon the door 
announced that some one demanded admittance. He instantly rose, 
threw back the tapestry, and opened the door, when, to his surprise, 
be beheld the small keen features and sharp block eyes of the drug- 
gist Ganayj beside the face of one of Ids uncle’s servants. 

The sight, indeed, accorded very well with his thouglits and 
wishes; for though the person who thus visited him was, in character 
and mind, as distinct — perhaps, 1 should say, as opposite, to himself 
as possible, yet he was one of those men who, in moments of general 
excitement ore often serviceable in the highest degree, and must be 
used for good, lest they should employ their talents for evil. 

The little druggist had, in all his motions, a silent rapidity, a quick, 
sharp, but stealthy sort of activity, which, to those close observers of 
the human race, who pretend to read in tlie habitual movements and 
peculiar customs of the body the character of the mind within, might 
Iiave spoken of dark and cunning designs, prompted by strong but 
carefully hidden passions, with little scruple as to the means of ac- 
complishing schemes once undertaken. Before Albert Maurice was 
well aware of his presence, ]{^e was tn the room beside him ; and in a 
few brief words, spoken in a low but remarkably distinct voice, he 
infojmed the young citizen that when he' went away about two hours 
before, he had requested the servant to wait and let him in, after the 
rest of the family had gone to rest. Then, adding that he had busi- 
ness of much importance to speak upon, he at once explained and 
apologised for his intrusion. 

Albert Maurice took his excuses in good port; and, bidding the 
servant retire to rest, he closed the door and seated himself with his 
tki/ter, well aware that he had to encounter a mind as keen and pe- 
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netrating, though te less powerful, than his own, on subjects difhcult 
and dangerous to discuss. 

“Master 'Albert Maurice,” said Ganay, when they were alone^ mid 
the retreating step of tho servant had announced to his cautious eav 
that his words were not likely to be overheard, “it were in vain fin; 
you or I to attempt to conceal from each other, or from, ourselves, 
that the moment is come when extraordinary changes must take place 
in our native land, or opportunities be lost which nmy never return. 
To you, then, I come,” he added, speaking with a serious earnestness, 
which was intended to give the appearance of sincere conviction to tho 
flattery he was abont to administer — flattery which, as he knew it ta 
bo based in truth, he calculated upon being readily received, and pro- 
ducing a particular purpose of his own — “ to you, then, I come. Mas- 
ter Albert Maurice, as to* the man calculated, by nature and by cir- 
cumstances, to take the most prominent part in the actions in wliich 
we are about to be engaged — to whom tlic eyes of all the citizens are 
naturally turned, and on whom tlie welfare of our country inust,^in a 
great measure, depend. My object is, in no degree, to pry into your 
confidence, to obtrude advice upon you, or to hurry you forward faster 
than you may think it necessary to proceed, but simply for the pur- 
pose of offering you any assistance in my small power to give, and of 
pointing put to you the necessity of thought and consultation in re- 
gard to the measures to be pursued,” 

The young citizen paused for a moment or two in meditation ere ho 
replied. “My good friend,” be answered at length, “much conside- 
ration is, indeed, as you say, necessary. In the first place, we arc by 
no means certain that our noble lord the duke is dead. If he bo 
living, it will be our duty, as good subjects and good citizens, to give 
him all the aid in our power to repel his enemies and to recover his 
losses.” 

TJie dniggist bit his lip, and Albert Maurice rt)ntinued: — “If, in- 
deed, he unhappily have fallen in this rash attempt against the Swiss, 
say what would you have us do y” 

“Nay, nay, speak you,” replied the druggist; “for well do we all 
feel that it is you must lead, and wc must follow.” 

“ I see but one thing that can be done,” replied the young citizen—* 
“ humbly to tender our allegiance and our services to the lieiress of 
the Burgundian coronet, and to petition her to confirm to us our liber- 
ties and privileges.” 

He spoke slowly and calmly, in a tone of voice from wliich nothing 
could be gathered in addition to the words he uttered ; and in vain 
did the small dark eyes of his fcilow-citizen scan his countenance to 
discover something more. His face remained completely unmoved, if 
it was not by a scarcely perceptible srailq at the evident anxiety and 
agitation with which his calmness and indifference affected his com- 
panion. 

^ “Good Heaven!” cried the druggist, starting up in the first impa* 
tience of disappointed expectation, “Good Heaven! little did I expect 
to hear such words from your lips! But no!” he added, after a 
moment’s pause of deep thought, during which he rapidly combined 
every remembered trait in tho character of Albert Maurice with his 
present affbetod calmness, and deduced from it a true conclusion in 
xegard to his real motives, “ But no! Young man, 1 have marked 
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you from your cliildhood. I know you' as well as ifty own son ; nay, 
Wter — ^for his light follies have^madc him an alien to my house, 
though not to my heart, I have seen your character develop itself. 
I have seen the wild spirit and petulance of boyhood become, when 
brought under the sway of maturer reason, that overwhelming enthu- 
siasm, which, like a mighty river, is calm only because it is deep and 
powerful. Albert Maurice, you cannot deceive me; and let me tell 
you, that even were the course which but now you proposed to pursue, 
that to which your feelings and your reason really led you, the people 
of this country would leave you to truckle to power alone ; and though 
.—wanting one great directing mind to curb their passions, and point 
their endeavours to a just conclusion — they might cast one half of 
Europe into anarclij*, and rush upon their owm destruction, most 
assuredly they would do so rather than submit again to a new despot, 
or place their lives and their happiness in the pOA'cr of one who owns 
no law, no justice but bis own will.” 

Think you they would do so, indeed?” demanded the young 
citizen, well aware of the fact, but somewhat doubtful still of the 
entire purity of his companion’s motives. “ Tlien, my good IVIcnd, we 
must, as you say, for the safety and security of all, find some one who 
may lead tliem to better things; but to succeed we must bo cautious; 
we must trust no man before we try him ; and we must first make 
sure of those who lead, before we rousc) up those who arc fo be led. 
Ere one step is taken, too, we must ensure the ground that "wo stand 
upon, and know what has been the real event of this great battle. 
Nay, nay, protest not that it is as have heard, humour, the 
universal liar, sometimes wdll give us portions of the truth, beyond all 
doubt; but 'never yet, believe me, did she tell a talc tliat was not ‘more 
than one-half falsehood. But even gianling that the chief point be 
true, at the very threshold of our enterprise, wc must learn each par- 
ticular shade of thought and of opinion possessed by our great and 
leading citizens, hor must Ghent stand alone; each other city 
througliout all h^anders must be prepared to acknowledge and support 
the deeds of Ghent.” 

“ You seem to have considered the matter deeply,” said the druggist 
with a smile; “but 1 fear sucli long preparations, and the time neces- 
sary to excite the public mind ” 

“Fear not,” interrupted Albert IMaurice, “fear not. You little 
know the commons if j'ou suppose that time is necessary to call them 
into action. A few' slirew'd words, false or true, it matters not, wdll 
set the w'holc country in a flame as last as new's-can fly. Give mo 
but just cause, a good occasion, and an opportunity of speech, and in 
one half hour all Ghent shall he in arms.” 

“ It may be so,” replied the druggist, tl)oughtfully ; “I doubt it not; 
indeed 1 know it is so. But, niethinks, my dear young friend, that 
while w'c are proceeding with such slow circumspection, our enemies 
may talce their measures of precaulioii also; and, as they have the 
present power, may Tise and extend it to sucli good clfeet that all our 
efforts will be fruitless. Already the Lord of imbereourt has returned 
with a hundred and fifty lances; the number of nobles in the town» 
with their retainers, will furnish near five hundred more.” 

“Again, fear not,” replied Albert I^Iiiurice; “the popular mind is 
as a magazine of tliat black hellish comtjound, wliicli gives roax and 
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Hghtnmg to the cannon; one single spark, applied hy a fearless band, 
will make it all explode at once. The nobles stand upon a mine; and 
there are those in Ghent who will not fear to spring it beneath their 
feet should there be need, which Heaven avert. One thing, however, 
must be done, and that witli speed. As a united body, these feudal 
tyrants are powerful — ^too much so, indeed— but amongst them there 
must be surely more than sufHcient stores of vanity, 'wrath, hatred, 
revenge, and all those other manifold -wealcnesses, which, skilfully 
employed, may detach some of their members from their own body, 
and spread division amongst them. Is there no one could be won ?’* 

“None that I know of,” replied the druggist, “except, indeed, it 
were my very good lord and kind patron” — ^he spoke "wdth a sneer — 
“Thibait of Neufchatel, who now affects mighty popularity, bows his 
grey head to the people as low as to his saddle-bow, calls them the 
good commons, the worthy citizens of Ghent, and, no longer gone than 
yesterday, made me, Walter Ganay, the poor burgher druggist, sit 
down at his lordly table, and drink of his spiced wine. But I feap me, 
my dear young friend, though the worthy lord may affect wonderful 
popularity’’, and others of his rank may be brought to do the same, 
they would never stand by us in the moment of need, the interest of 
their class would soon resume its place in their thoughts, and they 
would quit the citizens whenever the citizens wanted their help.” 

“That matters little,” replied Albert Maurice, laying his hand upon 
the arm of his companion. “ The aid that we might derive from the 
swords of half-a-dozen nobles were but dust in the balance; but the 
advantages that we may derive from their seeming to be with us in 
the outset, are great and incalculable. That which has overthrewn 
the finest armies that were ever yet brought into the field — ^that 
which has scattered to the wind the noblest associations that ever were 
framed for the benefit of mankind — that wliichJias destroyed leagues, 
and broken alliances, crushed republics under the feet of despots, 
and blasted the best formed and brightest designs of human beings 
—doubt, suspicion of each other; that, that great marrer of all men’s 
combinations, must be listed on our side against our oppressors. 
We must teach them to fear and to suspect each other; and the 
bonds that hold them together will be broken, and may remain 
severed till it is too late to unite them again. This Thibalt of 
Neufchatel,” he added, hastily, “I have heard of him, and seen him 
often. When I was a mere hoy, I remember riding under his escort 
from the forest of Hannut, and as haughty a lord ha waft as e’er I 
met with ; hut now, it would seem, he has changed liis tone, and is 
the popular, the pleasant noble, the friend of the commons; he is 
somewhat in his dotage too, just at that point where weakness affects 
great wisdom. He must be w'on, by all means, if it be but for a day. 
Is there no way, think you, by which he may be brought to show 
himself amongst us at some popular meeting? A thousand to oue 
the very fact of his having done so, and the scorn that it will call 
upon him from his fellow'-nobles, by committing his vanity on our 
side, will bind him to us for ever; and he will calmly look^upon the 
fall of his order, if it were but for the purpose of saying to each 
ruined baron, ‘ If you had done as I have, you would have been safe.* 
At all events,” he added, ” his presence wdth us would sow the first 
teed of disunion among the proud nobility: can no means be found?** 

r 
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many, many, doubtless,” replied the druggist; "but great 
reverence and respect must be shown to him, and all ultimate viem 
must be concealed.” 

“Of course,” answered Albert Maurice, “of course,” and resting 
his brow upon his hands, lie remained in thought for several minutes. 
“Mark me, good Master Ganay,” he sai^ at length — “mark me, and 
remember that you have sought me in this business, not I you. 
Think not, therefore, that in giving you directions what to do, I wish 
to arrogate to myself any superior power, or wisdom, or knowledge. 
Deeply and fervently do 1 wish to serve my country. As far as I see 
my way clearly, and as far as my countrymen choose to trust me, 
willingly will 1 take a lead in their affairs. The moment' my own 
Tiew or their confidence fails, 1 will draw back and leave the staff in 
better hands. Lot your first step, then be— at an early hour to- 
morrow — to prompt as many of the principal citizens as you can 
meet with, to assemble in the town-hall upon various pretences. 
Speak to one about changes in the price of grain, and send him 
thither to hear more. Tell another that the English wools have 
failed, and let him come for news from across the seas. Bid a third 
to the town-hall for tidings from France; and. a fourth for the news 
from Switzerland. I, too, will be there; and if you can so arrange it 
as to bring Thibalt of Neufcliatcl to the same place by half-past ten 
of the clock, I will have all prepared to fix him ours, if possible.” 

“I will undertake it,” replied the druggist. “Albert Maurice, we 
understand each other, though little lias been said, and perhaps 
wisely; yet we understand each other, and shall do so, without 
farther explanations; 1 give you good night.” 

“Farewell,” said Albert Maurice, as the other rose to deparjt^ “but 
xemember, above all things, no word to any one of this nigll^^eet- 
log; for, if we should work well together for the benefit of all, we 
must not be seen together too much. Again, farewell.” 

Thus saying, he raised^ the light, and, after guiding his visitor 
through some of the long and tortuous passages of his uncle’s dwell- 
ing, he saw him depart, and closed the door for the night. 


CHAPTER Xin. 

OiYOB more within the solitude of his own chamber, Albert Maurice 
cast him^lf into a seat, and a degree of emotion not to be mastered, 
passed o^r him, as he felt that he liad taken the first step in a career 
which mhst speedily bring power, and honour, and immortal glory— 
or the grave. As I have before said, in all the mutinous movements 
of the citizens of Ghent he had recoiled from any participation in 
^eir struggles, both with a degree of contempt for such petty broils 
as^they usually were, and with an involuntary feeling of awe^, as if he' 
knew that whenever he did take a part in the strife, it was destined 
to become more deadly and more general than it had ever been be- 
fore. There was nothing, indeed, of personal apprehension in his 
sensations. They cemsisted alone of a deep, overpowering feeling of 
the mighty, tremendous importance of the events likely to ensu^ of 
i^e awliil responsibility incurred, of the fearful account to be given 
Igr lam who takes upon himsell' the dangerous task of stirring up « 
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BaUoil, and attempts to rouse and Tale the whirlwind passions of a 
fierce and excited people. 

He had now, however, made the first step, and he felt that that 
first step was irretrievable, that his bark was launched upon the 
stormy ocean of political intrigue, that he had left the calm shore of 
private station never to behold it again ; and that nothing remained 
for him but to sail out the voyage he had undertaken amidst all the 
tempests and tlic hurricanes that might attend his course. It could 
scarcely be called a weakness to yield one shorl: unseen moment to 
emotion ufider such feelings, to look back with lingering regret upon 
the calm days behind, and to strive with anxious thought to snatch 
some part of the miglity secrets of the future from beyond the dark, 
mysterious veil which God, in his great mercy, has cast over Ihe 
gloomy sanctuary of fate. It was but for a moment that he|^hu8 
yielded ; and then, with a power which some men of vast minds pos- 
sess, he cast from him the load of thought, prepared, when the mo- 
ment of action came, to act decisively ; and feeling that his corporeal 
frame req^uired repose, he stretched liimsclf upon Ills bed and ellept 
without a dream — a sleep as deep, as still, as calm, as you may sup- 
pose to have visited the tent of Cssar, when, conscious of coming 
empire, ho had passed the Itubicon. 

It lasted not long, however; and the first rays of the morning buh, 
as they found their way through the narrow lattice of his chamber, 
woke him with energies refreshed, and with a mind prepared for 
whatever fortunes the day might bring. 

A few liours passed in writing, and a short explanation with Ms 
uncle in regard to the exigencies of the approaching moment, con- 
sum^ the time between the young burgher’s rising and the hoar 
appornt^ for the meeting in the town-hall; and accompanied by 
worthy Martin Fruse, Whom he well knew that he could rule as he 
pleased, Albert Maurice proceeded into the street* of Ghent. 

In deference to his uncle’s dislike to the elevation of a horsefs 
back, tlic young citizen took his way on foot, followed, as well as 
preceded by two serving men, to which the station of Martin Fruse, 
as syndic of the cloth-workers, gave him a right, witliout tlio 
imputation of ostentation. It was not, indeed, the custom of either 
of the two citizens to show themselves in the streets of their own 
town thus accompanied, except upon occasions of municipal state; 
hut, ill the present instance, both were aware that, if the news 
of the preceding day were true, sudden aid from persons on whom 
they could roly, either as combatants or messengers, mfght be re- 
qyired. 

It was a market-day in the oity of Ghent, and as they walked on, 
many a peasant, laden with rurid merohanciise, was passed by them 
in the streets, and many a group of gossiping men and women, block- 
ing up the passage of atie narrow ways, was disturbed by the impor- 
tant zeal of the ser^g men making way for the two high citizens 
Whom they preceded. . .The streets, indeed, were all flutter and gaiety, 
but the morket-pl^e' itself oifered a still more lively scene, being 
fiU^ to overflowing with the population of the town and the neigh- 
bouring districts, in all the gay and glittering colours of their holi- 
day costume. 

Altliough the market had fdieady begun, the principal trafflo 
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which seemed to be going on was that in news ; and the buzz Of 
many voices, All speaking together, announced how many were eager 
to tell as well as to hear. No sooner had the two citizens entered 
that flat, open square, which every one knows as the chief market- 
place of old Ghent, than the tall, graceful figure of the younger 
Durgher caught the eyes of the people around, and in answer to a 
^estion from some one near, an artisan wdio had come thither either 
to buy or soli, replied aloud — “ It is Master Albert Maurice, the great 
merchant, just returned, they say, from Namur.” 

The words were immediately taken up by another near ; and the 
announcement of the popular citizen’s presence ran like lightning 
tluough the crowd. A wliisnering htim, and a movement of all the 
people, as he advanced, aome to make wAy, and some to catch a sight 
of ^m, was all that took place at first. But soon his name was 
given out louder and more loud as* it passed from mouth to mouth; 
and at length some one in the middle of the market-place tlurew up 
his cap into tlie air, and in a moment the whole buildings round 
echoed with “Long live Albert Maurice, the good friend of the people 
of Ghent 1” 

Dofiing his bonnet, the young citizen advanced upon his way to- 
wards the town hall, bowing on every side to the i>opulace, with that 
bland yet somewhat stately smile upon )iis fine arching lip, which 
wins much love without losing a tittle of respect ; and still the people 
as he went cheered him with many voices, while every now and then 
some individuals from amongst them would salute him in various 
modes, according to their rank and situation. 

“Give thee good day. Master Albert Maurice!” cried ono who 
claimed some acquaintance with him. “God bless thee for a noble 
citizen I” exclaimed another, “ Long life to Albert Maurice !” shouted 
a third. “What news from Namur?” demanded a fourth, “Speak 
to us, noble sir!” again exclaimed another: “ speak to us I speak to 
116 ! as you one day did on the bridge!” 

Such cries were multiplying, and popular excitement, which is 
very easily changed into popular tumult, was proceeding to a higher 
point than Albert Alaurice wished, especial as amongst the crowd he 
observed several soldiers. These, though a word would have ren- 
dered them the objects of tlie people’s fury, were, he thought, very 
likely to become the reporters of the public feeling to tlie government, 
before the preparations which he contemplated were mature ; and he 
was accordingly hurrying bis pace to avoid disturbance, when sud- 
denly the sound of trumpets from the opposite side of the square 
diverted the attention of all parties. 

The young citizen turned his eyes thitherward with the rest, and 
made his way forward in that direction, as soon as he perceived a 
dense but small body of armed horsemen debouching from the street 
that led from the palace, with clarions sounding before them and 
raised lances, as if their errand were as peaceful as their garb waa 
warlike. 

Apprehensive that something might occur which would require 
tliat rapid decision and presence of mind which rule, in many cases, 
even the great ruler — Circumstance, he hurried on, while the people 
made way for him to pass; probably from a tacit conviction that lie 
fdone, of all the assembl^e, was qualified to deal wjitli important 
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events. As he approadhcd, the body of horsemen reached the little 
fountain in the middle of the market-place, and he caught the flatter 
of female habiliments in the midst of the guard. 

At that moment the squadron opened, and, clearing a small space 
around, displayed a brilliant group in the centre, on vhich all eyes 
were instantly turned. A number of the personages of which it was 
composed were well known, at least by sight, to the young burgher; 
and, from their presence, he easily divined the names and charters 
of the rest. Mounted on a splendid black charger, there appeared, 
amongst others, the Lord of llavestein, first cousin of the l>uke of 
Burgundy, together with the Duke of Cleves and the Lord of Bnber- 
court. The faces of these noblemen, as well as that of Margaret of 
York, Duchess of Burgundy, Albert Maurice knew full well; but in 
the midst of all was a countenance he had never beheld betbre.* It 
was that of a fair, beautiful girl, of about twenty years of age, whose 
sweet hazel eyes, filled with mild and pensive light, and curtained 
by long dark lashes, expressed — ^if ever eyes were the mind’s heralds 
— a heart, a soul, subdued bj' its own powers, full of deep feelings, 
calmed, but not lessened, by its own command over itself. All the 
other features were in harmony with those eyes, beautiful in them- 
selves, but still more beautiful by the expression wliich they combined 
to produce; and the form, also, to which they belonged, instinct with 
grace and beauty, seemed framed by nature in her happiest mood to 
correspond with tliat fair face. 

Albert ]Maurice needed not to be told that there was Mary of Bur- 
gundy. He gazed on her without surprise ; for he had ever heard 
that she was most beautiful ; but, as he gazed, by an instinctive reve- 
rence for the loveliness he saw, he took his bonnet from his head ; and, 
all the crowd following his example, stood bareheaded before her, 
wliile a short proclamation was read twice by a hcrgld. 

** Mary of Burgundy,” It ran, *' Governess of Flanders on behalf of her father, 
Charles, Duke of Burgundy, to her dearly beloved citizens of Ghent. It having been 
industriously circulated by sonic iiersons, enemies to tho state, tlmt the high and 
mighty prince our father Charles, as aforesaid, Duke of Burgundy, and Count of 
Flanders, Artois, and Ilainault, has been slain in Switzerland, which God forefend I 
and kno« ing both the zeal and love of the good citizens of Ghent towards our father, 
and how much pain such evil tidings -would occasion tlicm, we hasten to assure 
them that such u rumour is entirely false and malicious , and that the duko our 
father is well Iq health and stout in the field; as is vouched by letters received last 
night by special couriers from his comp ; and God and St. Andrew hold him well 
for ever. “ Mahy.” 

A loud cheer rose from all the people, while, bending her graceful 
liead, and smiling sweetly on the crowd, the heiress of Burgundy ac- 
knowledged the shout, as if it had been given in sincere congratulation 
on her father’s safety. The princess and her attendants then rode on, 
to witness the same proclamation in another place ; but Albert Mau- 
rice stood gazing upon the fair sight as it passed away from his eyes, 
feeling that beauty and sweetness, such as he there beheld, had 
claims to rule, for different from those of mere iron-handed power. 
He was wakened from his reverie, however, by some one imlling him 
by the cloak; and, turning round, he beheld the little druggist, 
Ganay, who, with an expression of as much bitter disappointmenti 
anger, aiid surprise, as habitual command over bis features would 
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low them to assume, looked up in the face of Albert Maurice, de* 
manding, “ What is to be done now ?” 

Where is the Lord of Neofchatel?” rejoined the young citizeui 
without directly answering. 

Thank Gtod, not yet arriyed I” replied the druggist. “ Shall I go 
ax^ stay him from coming?” 

”Nol” answered Albert Maurice, thoughtfully. **No, let him 
come : it were better that he should. Now, fair uncle,” he continued, 
speaking to Martin Fruse, who had followed him through the crowd, 
and still stood beside him where the multitude had left them almost 
alone; “now, fair uncle, let us to the town-hall, whither Master 
Ganay will accompany us. You, who are good speakers, had better 
propose an address of the city in answer to the proclamation just 
made; and the good Lord of Neufchatel, who will be present, will 
doubtless look on and answer for your loyal dispositions. For my 
part, I shall keep silence.” 

He spoke these words aloud, but with a peculiar emphasis, which 
easily conveyed to the mind of the druggist his conviction that the 
farther prosecution of their purposes must be delayed for the lime ; 
and as they proceeded towards the town-hall, Albert Maurice, by a 
few brief words, which good Martin Frusc neither clearly understood 
nor sought to understand, explained to the other the necessity of 
keeping the Lord of Neufchatel attached to their party. 

Albert Maurice then fell into silence which was deep and somewhat 

S Linful ; and yet, strange to say, the news that ho had heard of the 
uke of Burgundy’s safety, anil the turn that the affairs had taJeen, 
was far from a disappointment to him — it was a relief. I’lie veiy 
flight of the princess had made him thoughtful. To behold so fair, 
and seemingly so gentle a creature, and to know that, as he stood 
there before her, he bore within his own bosom the design, the resolve 
—however noble might be his motives, however great the object he 
proposed — of breaking the sceptre which was to descend to lior, and 
of tearing from her hand the power she held from her mighty ances- 
tors, produced feelings anythiiig hut sweet. Thence, too, tliought ran 
on; and he asked himself, why was her reign the one to be marked 
out for overthrowing the ancient rule of her fathers? and he was 
forced to acknowledge, that it was because she was weak and young, 
a woman, and an orjdian — and that was no very elevating reflection. 
Still farther, as he once more passed across the whole extent of the 
market-place, when the prine-ess had just left it, he Ibund all the busy 
tongues which had been lately vociferating his riarae, now so occupied 
with the fresh topic, that he walked on almost witliout notice ; and 
contempt for that evanescent tiling popular applause, did not tend to 
raise his spirits to a higher pitch. 

He entered the towii-hall, then, gloomy ; and, though all the great 
traders present united to congratujate him on his safe return to 
Ghent, he remained thoughtful and sad, and could only throw off the 
reserve which bad fallen upon him, when the arrival of the Lord of 
Neufchatel gave him a strong motive for exertion. 

The other persons present received the noble baron, who conde- 
scended to visit their town-hall, with a degree of embarrassment which» 
though not perhaps unpleasing to him, from the latent reverence that 
it seemed to eviuec^ was, at least, iDconvenfenti -But Albert Maurice^ 
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tm. fhG contravy^ with calm confidence in hii own powers, and thd 
innate dignity which that confidence bestows, met the nobleman wit^ 
ease cqu£ to his own, though without the slightest abatement of that 
formal respect, and all those terms of courteous ceremony, to wliidl 
his station gave him a title, and which the young citizen was anxiouf 
to yield. This mixture of graceful ease with profound reverence of 
demeanour, delighted not a little the old seneschal of Burgundy ; and 
when, after a time, an address was proposed and discussed in his pre- 
senoc, and his opnions wbre listened to and received with universal 
approbation, the sense of conscious superiority, satisfied pride, and gra- 
tified vanity, taught the worthy old lord to regard the good citizens of 
Ghent with feelings of pleasure and aifection, very difierent from those 
he had once entertained. 

It so luckily happened, also, that on this, the first occasion of Ms 
mingling amongst the citizens, their proceedings were of such a char 
racter as could not, in the least, compromise him with his fellow 
nobles. The matter discussed was merely a congratulatory address 
to the princess, in answer to her proclamation, setting Ibrth nothing 
hut loyalty and obedience, and carefully avoiding the slightest allu- 
sion to all topics of complaint and discontent. The little druggist 
Ganay spoke at length upon the subject ; and, piquing himself rather 
than otherwise upon a degree of hypocritical art, he launched forth 
into high and extraordinary expressions of joy on the good tidings 
that the princess had been pleased to communicate, assured her of the 
loyalty and devotion of the good people of Ghent, and even ventured 
upon a high and laudatory picture of her father’s character. 

Albert Maurice stood by in silence; and though the druggist so far 
mistook his character as to imagine that the young citizen might ad« 
mire the skill and dexterity with which he changed the purpose of 
their meeting, siicli was far from the case. Wh^e Albert Maurice 
listened, and suflered the other to proceed in a task with which he 
did not choose to interfere, his feelings were those of deep con- 
tempt, and lie*sileutly marked all the words and actions of the other, 
in order to read every trait of his character, and to acquire a complete 
insight into the workings of his dark and designing mind, which might 
be useful to him in the events which were still to come. Nor was the 
druggist alone the subject of his observation. Always a keen inqui- 
sitor of tlie hunijin licart, Albert Maurice now watched more particu- 
larly than ever the conduct of the difierent influential citizens, as 
persons with whom he might at an after-period have to act • in 
circumstances of difficulty; but it was upon Ganay that his attention 
was principally fixed, both from a feeling that he should have to use 
liim as a tool, or oppose him as an enemy, if ever those events oc- 
curred which he anticipated ; aind also from a belief that the other, in 
Btriving to hurry him forward, had some deep personal motive at the 
bottom of his heart. 

During the whole course of the discussion, the young citizen spoke 
but a few words, the tendency of which was, to add to the congratula- 
tion of the citizens, addressed to the Princess Mary, the petition that 
she would be the guardian and protectress of the liberties and privi- 
leges of the citizens of Ghent.* While he was in the very act of 
speaking, there came a clanging sound, as if of a number of steps on 
grand staircase and, the moment after, an armM head appeared 
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above the rest; a second followed, and then a number more ; and il 
became very evident tliat a considerable band of soldiers were in* 
trading themselves into a place, sacred by immemorial usage from 
their presence. The citizens drew back as the troopers forc^ their 
way on, and gradually, with many expressions of surprise and indig- 
nation, gathered round the spot where Albert Maurice had been 
Bpeaking. 

With the young burgher himself, indignation at the violation of the 
privileges of the city overcame every other feeling; and, starting for- 
ward before the rest of the burghers, he faced at onoe, with his hand 
upon his sword, the inferior officer who was leading forward the rnen- 
at-jirnis, exclaiming, “Back, back, upon your life!** in a voice that 
made the vaulted roof of the building echo with its stem, determined 
tones. 

ThO^fficer did, indeed, take a step back at his command ; for there 
was a lightning in his eye at that moment which was nut to be en- 
countered rashly. “ Sir,” said the lieutenant of the Prevot, for such 
he was, “ I came here but to do my duty; and I must do it.*' 

“And pray, sir, what dut}^,** demanded Albert Maurice, “can afford 
you an excuse for violating the laws of your country and the privi- 
leges of the city of Ghent? Have you never heard by chance that 
this is our free town-hall, in which no soldier but a member of the 
burgher guard has a right to set his foot ?’* 

“1 covne, sir,*’ replied the man, “not so much as a soldier as an 
officer of justice, in order to arrest you yourself, Albert Maurice, 
charged with high treason, and to lodge you as a prisoner in the castle, 
till such time as you can be brought to trial for your offences.*' 

Albert Maurice deliberately unsheathed his sword, a weapon which 
at that time tlie citizens of many of the great towns of Plaiiders and 
Brabant held it their peculiar right to wear. Others w’ere instantly 
displayed around him ; and at the same moment the little druggist 
sprang up to the w-indow, and, putting out his head, shouted forth, 
“To arms, citizens of Ghent, to arms!” which words the ears of those 
within might hear taken up instantly by those without; and the cry, 
well known in all the tumults of the city of “Stal sta! sta! to arms! 
to arms I” was heard echoing through the square below, while Albert 
Maurice replied slowly »id deliberately to the lieutenant of the 
Prevot. 

“ Sir,” he said, “whatever may be your motive for coming here, and 
be the charge against me just or not, you have violated one of the 
privileges of the city, which never shall be violated with impunity in 
my person. I command you instantly to withdraw yout men ; and, 
perl laps, on such condition, you may receive pardon for your offence. 
As far as concerns myself, I appeal from your jurisdiction, and lay 
my cause before the princess, to whom 1 am willing immediately to 
follow.” 

“Tliat, sir, is impossible,” replied the lieutenant ; “ nor will I consent 
to withdraw my men till 1 have executed the commission with which 
I am charged. 

“ Then witness every one,” exclaimed Albert Maurice, “ that the 
consequences of his own deed rest upon the head of this rash man.” 

The two parties within the hall — of citizens on the one hand and 
foldiers oa the other— were equally matched in point of numberi^ 
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ihougli the Quperior discipline and arms of the Frevot's guard wOnld^ 
in all probability, have given them the advantage in the strife that 
seemed about to commence ; but while each body paused, with that 
natural reluctance which most men feel, to strike the first blow, the 
multiplying shouts and cries in the square before the town-house, gave 
sufildent notice that an immense superiority would soon be cast upon 
the side of the citizens. Both Albert Maurice and the Prevot’s lieu- 
tenant caught tlie sounds ; and the former, pointing towards the open 
windows, exclaimed, “ Listen, and he warned !*' 

“ Do you, sir, really intend to resist the lawful authority of the 
duke demanded the other, with evident symptoms of shaken reso- 
lution and wavering courage. 

“Not in the least,” replied Albert Maurice, calmly but firmly; 
“nor do I desire to see blood flow, or tumult take place, tliough the 
cause be your own rash breach of the privileges of the city. I sCt^peal 
my cause to the princess herself: and you well know, from the very 
name you have given to the charge against me — that of treason — that 
the esclievins of the city are incompetent to deal with the case.” 

“ Nay, but the princess cannot hear your cause to-day,” replied the 
lieutenant of the Prevot ; “for she has gone forth but now towards 
Alost, to publish the Siifety of my lord tlie duke. You must, there- 
fore, surrender yourself a prisoner till she returns.” 

“Nay, nay,” replied Albert Maurice, “not so. Here all the chief 
citizens of Ghent will be surety for my appearance. Into their hands 
I yield myself, but not into yours.” 

“1 must have better bail than that,” answered the lieutenant, with 
the perturbation of his mind evidently increasing every moment, as 
llie shouts became louder without, and tho noise of frequent feet in 
the stone vestibule below, gave notice that his position was growing 
every instant more and more dangerous. , 

At that moment, however, the old Lord of Ncufchatel advanced to 
the side of the young citizen. “Hark ye, master lieutenant,” he 
said, “ to end all tliis affray, I, Thibalt of Neufchatel, knight and 
noble, do pledge myself for tho appearance of this young citizen, Mas- 
ter Albert JMaurice, to answer betbre the princess the crime with which 
he is cliarged ; and I become his bail in life and limb, lands and lord- 
ship, in all that I can become bound or forfeit, to my lord the duke; 
and now', sir, get you gone *, for this day have you committed a grosa 
and sliamcful outrage against tlie privileges of these good jjeople of 
Glient; and I, old Thibald of Neufchatel, tell you so to your beard.” • 
“ Long live the Lord of Neufcliatel ! Long live the defender of the 
people of Ghent! Long live the gallant friend of tho commons 1” 
shouted a liundrcd voices at once, as the old noble thus far committed 
himself in their cause, and waved his hand for the lieutenant of the 
Prevot to retire. 

Much would that officer now have given to be permitted to do so, 
without any prospect of annoyance; but by this time, the two large 
entrances at the end of the hall were comjiletely blocked up by a 
dense crowd of traders and artisans, armed hastily with whatever 
weapons they had been able to find, from partisans to weavers* beams. 
Beyond tho doorways, again, the antechamber was completely filled 
by men of the same description; and from the number of voices 
•luting up and down the great staircase, it was dear that the whole* 
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tovmhcmBd was tlitongcd with the stirred-ap multitade. Those wlio 
bad first reached the door had, with more moderation than might 
have been expected, paused in their advance, soon as they saw 
the parley that was going on between the citizens and the soldiers. 
But when the lieutenant of the Frevot turned round to effect his re- 
treat, tliey made no movement to give him way, and stood firm, with 
a sort of dogged determination, which the slightest word from any 
one present would have changed in a moment into actual violence. 
The ofiicer paused as soon as he saw the attitude they h;id assumed, 
and eyed them with doubt not a little mingled with fear. The citizens 
.round Albert Maurice stood silent, as if undetermined how to act ; 
and the grim faces of the crowd, worked by many an angry passion, 
filled up the other side of the ball. 

The resolution of Albert Maurice himself was taken in a moment ; 
and, advancing ffiom amongst his friends, he passed round before the 
Prevot*8 band, and approached the crowd that obstructed their passage 
out. “ My good friends,” he said, let me entreat of you to keep 
peace, and let these men depart quietly. Let us not risk our rights 
and privileges, and stain a just and noble cause, by any act of violence. 
liCt them go forth in safety; and we here, your fellow-citizens, will see 
that no breach of our rights take place.” 

No one moved a step ; and, for a moment or two, the leaders of the 
crowd remained in silence, looking alternately at each other and at 
the young speaker, with an expression of countenance which boded 
but little good to the luckless band of the Prevot. At length one gniff 
voice demanded, ** What do they here?” 

“They came with orders from their superior officer,” replied Albert 
Maurice, “ for the purpose of arresting me.” 

“Then they should die for their pains,” replied the same rough 
voice, which was supported by loud cries from behind of “ Lown with 
them ; down with them!” 

“ Nay, nay,” exclaimed Albert Maurice, raising his tone, “ it must 
not — it shall not be so. 3Mcn of Ghent ! for my honour, for your own, 
for the safety and privileges of the town, let them pass free. If you 
love me,” he added, in a gentler voice. 

This appeal to their affection for himself was not without its effect; 
and, after considerable persuasions and delays, he ])revailed upon 
them to withdraw from the ante-cliamber and the staircase ; and then, 
loading dow'n the lieutenant himself, he conducted him and his men-at- 
arms through a lane of very ominous-looking faces in the vestibule, 
out into the great square, which was now thronged in almost every 
part by bodies of the armed i)opulace. Through the midst of these, ; 
also, though not without considerable danger, Albert Maurice obtained" 
a free passage for the Prevot’s band; nor did he leave them till he had 
Been them clear of all obstruction. The lieutenant had remained 
completely silent during their passage through the crowd, except when 
called upon to give some command to his men concerning their array. 
When, however, they were free from the people, he took the hand of 
the young citizen in his, and wrung it hard : ” Master A !bert Maurice,” 
be said, “ you have acted a noble part, and it shall be remembered 
when it may do you good.” 

“Let it be remembered, sir,” replied the young citizen, "to show 
lliiat the people and burghers of Ghent, while they are determined to 
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maintain their risjhts with vigour, are equally determined not to main- 
tain them with violence. Do but .iustice, sir, to our motives and our 
conduct, and wo demand no more.” 

As soon as he had seen the little band of soldiers placed beyond the 
risk of all farther oppfjsition, he returned to the town-hall, amidst the 
shouts of the people, who were now lingering to talk over the events 
that had already occurred, and to discover whether anything fresh 
might not arise to give them an opix)rtunity of exercising the arms 
they held in their hands, and of satisfying the spirit of tumult that 
had been excited amongst them. On his arrival in the hall, the young 
citizen instantly approached the Lord of Neufchatcl, sa^dng, “ Of 
course I consider myself as a prisoner in your hands, my lord, till 
such time as I can he heard in my own defence hy the princess and 
her council, which, I beseech you, may be as soon as you can bring it 
about.” 

“You seem to understand all these things, young gentleman,*' 
replied the old noble, “as well a*i if y^ou had been born to courts. 
Let us now go lorth, then, to my lodging, where I will entertain you 
as well as my poor means will admit ; and will iramo<liately send 
to ascertain when the princess will con(ies;cend to hear your cniise ” 

This mode of proceeding was, of course, immediately adoj)tod: and 
Albert Maurice accompanied the Lord of IScufchatel to his dwelling; 
wlicre, pnrtly as a jirisouer, pnrtly as a guest, he remained dunng 
the rest of the day, and the night that followed. T)ic conduct of his 
entertainer towards lum was a cornbinalion of stately hospitality and 
patronising superiority; and Albert ]\laurice himself, without abat- 
ing one jot of that innate dignity and proud sense of mental great- 
ness, which more or loss afTeeted his usual demeanour, suceeedod, by 
showing all due reverence for the rank of his host, and expressing no 
small gratitude for the liberal feeling he had displayed towards him, 
in gaining each hour more and more upon the old officers esteem. 
The wlioie history of his ense also, as it had occurred, and the written 
testimony wliich he produced to show’ tlie cause of his arrest by 
Maillot ill flu Bac, afforded a sufficient presumption of his inno- 
cence to satisfy the old Lord of Xeufcliatel, wdio assured the young 
citizen of his personal protection and siqiport before the council. * 

Latc3 in the evening a messenger from the palace announced, that 
at noon the next day the Trincess Mary would hear Albert Maurice 
and his accusers; and shortly after the old lord left Ijim for the 
night, bidding him amuse himself wdth a few books and papers which 
he pointed out in the chamber assigned to him, and recommending 
liini not to think further of to-morrow, as his acquittal was certain. 
Albert Maurice, -willingly follov/ing his advice, sat down to read, and 
the sun soon after set to the young citizen, leaving him iu a posi- 
tion as different as it is possible to conceive, from that which he had 
contemplated the night before, as his probable situation at the end of 
four-and-twenty hours. 

And so it is through life ! Where is the cunning astrologer, or 
sage, or politician, who can lay out, beforehand, the scheme 'of • 
ungleday^ , 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Dtrniso the course of the following morning, Albert Maurice watt 
Tisitecl, in the sort of honourable imprisonment to which he was sub- 
jected, by all tlie chief citizens of Ghent; and a number of them 
beggen per mission of the ex-seneschal of Burgundy to accompany 
their young townsman to the conncil-tablc of the palace. This was 
immediately granted to ^lartin Fruse and several others, who, by 
Tclationship or connection, could claim a near interest in the fate of 
Albert Maurice. At tlie same time the rumour of what was about to 
occur spread all over Ghent, and before the arrival of the appointed 
hour, a large crowd, composed of different classes, surrounded the 
great gate of the dwelling of the Lord of Nqufchatel. At about half- 
past eleven, one of the young citizen's own horses was brought from 
his house to the place of his temporary abode ; and, shortly after, the 
old nobleman rode fortli, accompanied by his proUgiy and followed by 
half a dozen of the principal burghers; while a party of about twenty 
of his own armed atteuduiits brought up the rear of the cavalcade. 
In tliis order, and amongst deafening shouts from the people, who ran 
on by the sides of their horses, they proceeded to the palace, where a 
considerable crowd was also assembled. 

In the court-yard, drawm up so as to face the great gate, was a 
small body of men-at-arms clad in complete steel, with horses fiirnibhcd 
with that sort of defensive armour called bard or bardo; which in a 
double line from the entrance of the outer inclosurc to the steps before 
the i)iiliic(}, appeared a strong body of harquebussiers with their slow 
matches ligliled, as if prepared for an anticipated strug^e: behind 
these again, appeared the soldiers of the Trevot’s guard, who were 
chosen in general from those lighter and more active troops, which at a 
former ^leriod were called in tlic English armies hobblers, but 
whicli had now generally obtained the name of jennetai/'es, from 
the jennets or light Spanish horses on which they were usually 
mounted. 

The Lord of Ncufehatel and his companions alighted at the outer 
pate, and passed on I'out through the formidable military array above 
described. The old nobleman led the w^'ly, followed by Albert Mau- 
rice, wlio, with a firm step and an upright carriage, but without tho 
slightest touch of bravado in his demeanour, passed along the whole 
line, whicIi, ho plainly saw, was drawn up to overawe any attempt ta 
rescue him, which Die populace might he inclined to make in case of 
his coudemnation. The same demonstrations of military force ap- 
peared in Die outer hall, and in an ante-room beyond, in which tho 
young citizen and his^compaiiions were detained for a few minutes, 
while liis arrival was announced in the chamber of audience with 
mdiich it communicated. 

It were vain to say that no shade of emotion passed through the 
hosdm of Albert Maurice as he stood there waiting for a hearing 
which was to determine his fate for lifc^or death; hut still his feel- 
ings were different from those wliich men of less linn nerve might be 
supposed to experience, on such an occasion. Poor Martin Fruse^ 
who stood behind him, quivered in every limb with anxiety aod ap* 
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prehension ; fidgeted here and there, and many a time and oft plucked 
ids nephew by tlie sleeve, to receive rather than to yield consolation 
and encouragement. Tho countenance of the young burgher, how- 
ever, was in no way troubled : there was in it that expression of deep 
grave thought, which befitted the time and circumstances ; but his 
brow was unclouded, his check had lost not a tint of its natural hue, 
and his lip quivered not with anything like agitation. 

After a brief pause, two soldiers, who stood with their partizans 
crossed before the entrance of the audience hall, raised their weapons 
at a signal from within. The doors were thrown open, and in the 
midst of much hurrying and cunfasion, for a number of persons had 
by some means gained admission to the ante-chamber to witness the 
proceedings, Albert Maurice, and those whp accompanied liim, were 
led forward to the end of a long table, at which were seated a body of 
tlie noblest men of the land. A wocxlen bar had been drawn firom 
each side? of tho council-board to the wall on cither hand ; and two 
soldiers with drawn swords were placed within these barriers, to 
prevent the spectators from advancing beyond them. The space 
thus left at the end of the hall, being hut small, was soon filled up ; 
and the doors were immediately closed by the orders of the Lord of 
Imbcrcourt, who was sitting near the head of the table. 

In the chair of state, which occupied the principal place at the 
table, sat the same gentle, beautiful being whom Albert Maurice had 
seen the day before in the great square. She was dressed as befitted 
her state and station ; and, in a semicircle behind her, stood a bevy 
of fair girls, whose beauty, however, faded completely before her own. 
She was somewhat paler tlian on the day before, and perhaps a slight 
degree of agitation and anxiety might be visible in her looks : but 
still the predominant expression of her countenance was gentle calm- 
ness ; and, as she raised the dark fringes of her soft hazel eyes to- 
wards tlie accused, when he took his place at the ond of the tablf, 
they seemed to say, “ I shall be a lenient judge.” 

llis eyes met hers for a moment, and the colour rose slightly in her 
cheek as they did so while, at the same time, a thrill of feelings, 
new and strange, passed through the heart of Albert Maurice. The 
principal places of the council-table were filled by the Lords of Raves- 
tein, Imbercourt, Uugonet, and Vcrc ; hut the Duchess of Burgundy 
herself, the wife of Charles the Bold, was not present. 

. A momentary silence succeeded the bustle of their entrance, and 
the Lord of Neufchatel surrendered in due form the prisoner for 
whoni he had become responsible, and claimed to be delivered from 
the charge. The business of the council then seemed suspended for 
a time, from some motive wliich Albert Maurice did not understand. 
This was explained, however, the minute after, when a door, which 
opened into the space within the bar, was thrown back, and Maillotiu 
du Bac, his countenance as pale as ashes, his arm in a sling, and his 
head w'rapped in innumerable bandages, was supported into the hall 
by two attendants. The eye of the princess fixed upon him with an 
ej^ression of grief and compassion ; and making an eager gesture 
'With her hand, she exclaimed, Place him a chair, place him a chair t** 

This command was immediately obeyed ; and alter the Prevot had 
paused for a few minutes to regaiu strength, he was directed to proceed 
with his charge agrast Albert Maurice quaiified simply as « ciliasu 
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of Ghent. This he instantly did with a loudness of tone and a de- 
gree of vindictive vehemence, which no one could have supposed him 
capable of exerting, from the weak slate in which he appeared to be. 
HU present charge was somewhat differently couched from that which 
he hud made against the young citizen at the castle of Hannut: lie 
passed over in complete silence all the circumstances of the prisoner’s 
arrest, merely stating that he had received information of a treason- 
able communication carried on by this young citizen between Ghent, 
Hanmr, and France ; and that he had arrested him accordingly. On 
his jx*is()ii he said he had found letters, the tendency of which placed 
tlic facts beyond doubt ; and also showed that tlie prisoner was crimi- 
nally connected with those lawless bands of routiers and plunderers 
called the Grom Kiders. He then went on to detail his having nlaced 
him sernrely in one of thb strongest dungeons of the castle of Hannut, 
and of Ills liaving diBCOverod the next morning that the dungeon waa 
vacant. How it liccamc so he said he could not tell ; butwcertain it 
was tliat ho had not been received by the Lord of Hannut with that 
courte‘»y and willing co-operation whicli, as an officer of the Duke of 
Burgumly he hnd a right to expect. He next detailed to the council 
his pursuit of the Green Kiders; and related the maimer in which 
he lind biH'ti attacked and defeated, although he rated the number of 
the brigands <as not less than trijilo th.at oi his own band. It was evi- 
dently their design, he said, ami probably their whole design, to de- 
prive liini of the papers which proved the guilt of their comrade and 
ally, who stood thwe at the end of the table. In this view they had 
unfortunately been too successful ; but ho was rc-ady to swear upon 
his knightly oath, and two or three of the band, to whom he had 
shown tho'^c papers, were prepared to bear witness, that they were of 
U most treuRonablo characUT. 

To confirm this statement two of the troopers were accordingly 
called in, and swtire to the Trevot having shown them the papers found 
upon the prisoner’s person, which were full of treason in every line. 

During the evidence (d* one of these persons, the eye of Maillotin 
du Hac detected the old I^rd of Neuichatel in whispering something 
to the prisoner; and he cxclaitiied loudly and iiidpceiitly against 
that nobleman for conniving with a base mcclianical citizen, and a 
traitor. 

“ Ilnrk yc, Sir ^iaillotin du Bac," replied the (dd lord, bursting 
forthwith no small iiidigiiatiun, ’’you yourself are a grovelling liound; 
and hy tJic l^rd that lives, tlie first time 1 meet thee 1 will drub out 
of thee tlio little life that the good Green Kiders have left thee, and 
mon* — ” 

“I’eaee, peace, sirs,” interrupted the Lonl of Imbercourt; "you 
forgot the presence in which you stand, your own dignity, and the 
•olemnily of the occasion. My Lonl of Neufchatcl, do you object to 
tell the council what you whispered but now in the car of that young 
man 

I, in fiuth,** replied the other; "that was just what I was 
fd)out to tell you when you intemiptcd me. 1 was then saying that 
the fellow there, who h^ just sworn to having read so much treason, 
must hove leanicd to read very fast, and somewhat late in the day: 
for not a year ago he was trumpeter in my train, and could not tw 
BuAiroinaZ.^ 
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^Ha!** cried the Lord of Tmhcrcfjurt, “ this must be looked to. 
Some or^e hand him a book. Methinks thou tumest mighty pale,” he 
added, speaking to the trooper as his command was obeyed ; and a 
Tolume of tlic archives of Burgundy was placed in the man’s hand. 
” There, read me that sentence!” 

With trembling hands the man held4he book, gazing with a whiti 
ikee, and lack-lustre eyes, upon the characters which it contained, 
and which were evidently to him meaningless enough. After a mo*> 
xnent’H vain effort to perform the impossible task, he lifted his eyes, 
and rolled them, full of dismay and detected guilt, round the faces of 
all present; while Maillotin du Bac, in rage and disappointment, set 
his teeth firm in his pale lip, and stamped his foot heavily upon the 
ground. 

The brow of the Chancellor Hugonet darkened ; and, pointing to 
the man who had so evidently committed a gross and wilful perjury, 
he exclaimed, “Take him away, and let him be well guarded.” Tlie 
oomniand was immediately obeyed, and the trooper was hurried out 
of the chamber by two of the attendants. * 

“ X)o you not tliink, my lords,” said the low sweet voice of Mary of 
Burgundy, “that we may dismiss tliis cause? If it be supported by 
such witnesses as these, it will bring more disgrace upon our nation 
than can he well wiped 

“We must not forget, madam,” replied Imberconrt, "that here is 
justice to be done to tlie characters of two persons, the accused and 
his accuser; and though the nature of the testimony offered as yet 
may well induce us to view this charge with suspicion, yet we should 
be doing less than justice to tliis young citizen of your good town of 
Ghent did we not give liim the opjiortunity of clearing his character 
fully from even a shade of doubt. 8ir Maillotin du Bac,” he added, 
somewhat sternly, “have yor. any other testimony to produce in 
support of your accmsationl” • 

“Methiuks,” replied the Prevot boldly, “that my own word and 
testimony should be enough." 

“ Not here, sir,” replied Imbercourt. “You, young gentleman,” he 
added, addressing the young burgher, “you have heard the charge 
against you; do you desire to speak in your defence?” 

“ I pray thee, do so, young sir," said the princess, bending slightly 
forward ; “ we would fain believe you wholly innocent, for we cannot 
believe that our noble father, the Duke Charles, can have dune any- 
thing to turn one true licart against him; and we would fain hear 
that such a word as treason is unknown in the good land of Flanders, 
except in the mouths of base calumniators, such as tho man who but 
now has been taken hence.” 

Albert IVlaurice bent low his heail, and then, raising his eyes, he 
replied, Madam, for your good opinion 1 would plead long, and, that 
1 lelt conscious of my innocence, and able to establish it before you, 
you may in some degree see, by the bold appeal 1 liave made to your 
^tice, ratlier tlian trust myself in the hands of one whose character 
is not famous for equal dealing. It seldom hap^ns, lady, that even 
in this evil world one man persecutes another without some motive^ 
springing from either avarice, ambition, or revenge ; and yon Prevot*s 
tisre wo]^, perhaps, might weigh even against the £ur char^ter 1 
tnist 1 have hitherto bome^ could 1 not prove that^ besides the genecal 
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hate which he bears towards the citizens of Ghent, he has a cause of 
personal animosity against myself. The tale is soon told, and the 
proofs of its veracity are in my hand,” he added, laying his finger 
upon the papers which he had collected to prove his innocence. “ In 
the small town of Gcmbloux, whither I had gone on business relating 
to the traffic of my house, P heard a woman’s scream, and saw the 
wife of an honest burgher insulted and ill-treated at lier own door by 
one of the brutal soldiers of that Prevot^s band; a band, lady, which, 
by their insolent contempt of all the ordinary charities and feelings of 
civil life, have brought more hatred upon the rulers of Plnnders tl]an 
ever your noble father dreamt of, and than ever their services against 
the brigands can repay. But no more on that score,” he continued, 
as the Lord of Imbercourt held up his hand \\ith a warning gesture. 

Suffice it, I saw a woman ill-treated by one of the soldiers of liis 
band, and I struck the miscreant to the earth in the very deed; alid 
where is there a Christian man, be he knight, or noble, citizen, or 
peasant, who shall say that I did wrong? Before I was aware, how- 
tver, I was seized and overpowered by numbers, my arms tied with 
Cords, my horse-boy beaten and driven out of the town, my bairgago 
plundered, and several sealed letters wliich I was bearing from !Namur 
to Ghent broken open and read for the purpose of forging accusations 
against me.” 

“You hear, lords, you hear!” exclaimed ?.Taillotin du Bac; “ he ac- 
knowledges the fact of the letters, mark that.” 

“Ay, do mark it, noble lords I mark it well,” continued Albert 
Maurice, boldly; “I do acknowledge it. Nay, more, I acknowledge 
that in those letters was the expression of some grief and indignatioii 
felt by the people of Namur, on account of infringed riglits and 
violated privileges. But at the sanic time, I do mo&t .strietlj’^ rk'ny 
that I knew one -word of the contents of those letters, till tliey were 
read by yon bad man in my presence; and still more, 1 aflirni tliat, 
even had I known everything that they contained, or had 1 written 
them myself, there wjis no sentence in tliem wJiicli tyranny itself 
could wrest into such a crime as treason. Lady, and you. lords of the 
council, yon Prevot has called witnesses to tell you wluit were the 
contents of those letters, and of tlie honour and good faith of those 
witnesses you have had an opportunity of judging. I will now (!all 
upon a witness also, with whose eliaracter you have equal means of 
being acquainted. IMy Lord of Imbercourt, to you I appeal. Tiioso 
letters w'cre shown to you in my presence; and if you can, ii})on your 
knightly honour, declare that they contained treason, do so before tiie 
world.”" 

“ Your appeal to me, young gentleman,” replied the Lord of Imbcr- 
court, “ must not be made in vain. I do most solemuly declare, on 
my honour and oath as a belted knightj that in the letters shown mo 
by the Pyevot, as found upon that young citizen’s person, though there 
were some e.\pressions bordering upon turbulent discontent, yet there 
was nothing, in my poor judgment, wliich any sane man could construe 
into treason.” 

Tlie eyes of Mary of Burgundy had fixed eagerly upon the connsel- 
lor as he .<spoke; and Mken lie uttered the last words, a bright smile 
of gentle satisfaction lighted up all her features, while a slight glow, 
fpreading over her face, seem^ to tell with what anxiety she had 
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listened to the testimony of the Lord of Imbercourt. That smile and 
that "low were not unmarked by Albert Afaurice; and his own dieck 
flushed, and his own rich voice rather trembled, as he proceeded with 
the next sentences of his defence. 

“On such grounds of accusation, lady,” he continued, “was I 
dragged along," tied hand and foot as n. criminal of the worst descrip- 
tion, hurried forward in this situation with the rest of the troop, while 
tliey attacked a party of routiers in the forest of II annul, carried on to 
the castle in that forest, and thrown into a dark dungeon, with a pile 

of straw for my bed. I thence made my escape 

“ IIow'^” shouted Maillotin du Bac; “how?” 

*' * ,«itters not,” replied Albert Maurice. 

f by my faith, but it does,” rejoined the Prevot; “for I accuse 
you, Sir Citizen, of leaguing with those forest swine that have so long 
plundered and desolated the land. Every one of njy men can bear 
witness that for the papers concerning you alone was I attacked near 
Braine-la-Lcud ; that they 'were the first things sought for wiien w^e 
were overjiowered by numbers, and that the continual cry of theit 
leaders was, * Secure the papers.' ” 

Albert Maurice paused, and tlie Cliancellor Hugonet exclaimed, 
“ You had better explain your escape, young gentleman ; tliis gives a 
new aspect to tlic case.” 

“ On the facts that followed I can say something also,” observed the 
Lord of Imbercourt, “having been in the castle of my good brother of 
llannut wdien the absence pi’ the prisoner was first discovered.” 

“Speak, then, my lord, speak,” said Mary of Burgundy, eagerly; 
“ such testimony as yours is beyond all question ; and, unaccustomed 
to such sctMies as this, I w*ould fain sec this case terminated speedily 
and well. Speak, then, my lord, and tell us all you know.” 

“It were' better,” replied Imbercourt, “and more in the forms of 
justice, to suller tlic accused to tell his own tale in regard to his 
escape ; before I give any evidence that I ciU) upon the subject. If 
you require it, sir,” he added, addressing the young citizen, “I will 
absent myself from the council-table while you deliver your statement 
that my testimony may be considered the more impartial.” ' 

“ Not in tlie least, my lord,” replied Albert Maurice, “ do I desire 
your absence at all ; nor is it my purpose to make any statement in 
regard to my escape. Escape I did. Of course 1 could not have done 
eficctiially witliout some aid, from without or from within; and I 
do not clioose to injure any one, however lowly or liowever high, by 
implicating them in an affair like this. Whatever you know upon thS ‘ 
subject must be from some other source, and, knowing my own inno- 
cence in every respect, I hear you without apprehension.” 

“ I have then but little beyond conjecture to advance,” said Imhcr- 
court. “ On the morning after our arrival at the castle of Hannut, 
tiiis Prevot presented himself in great wrath before my noble brother- 
in-law and myself, informing us of the escape of the prisoner, and 
insinuated, in somewhat insolent terms, that the Lord of Uannut-^as 
loyal a nobleman as ever lived — ^Ijad abetted the evasion. An instant 
investigation was instituted, and we learned tliat the dungeon in 
whicli the prisoner w'as left the night before ha4 been found locked in 
the morning. No sign of violence was to be seen when we examined 
it in persoDi not » bu nm broken, not a itaaobion was moved ; theia 
o 
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lay the straw which had been tlie prisoner's bed, there stood the flagon 
and tlie bread whicli had been given him for his supper on the previous 
night. But on inquiry, we found, tiiat this Prevot, after some deep 
drinking, and in a state, as several persons witnessed, of stu])i(i drun- 
kenness, had visited the prisoner’s cell at a late hour the preceding 
night; and we concluded that he' had sufTered the young burgher to 
slip past him urKibservod before he closed the door. Whetlier waa 
•0 or nt»t, none but himself can tell.” 

My lord, as I before said, I will be silent on thn,t point,” replied 
Albert Maurice; “but the use which I made of my liberty woiUtl be 
quite suinoieiir, I blionld conceive, to prove that 1 had no very evil or 
dangerous designs, i hastened immediately to Gembioux, where 1 
obtained these papers, which 1 now lay before the (uiuiicii, to e^tabli']l 
fully tlic‘ fuel lluit 1 was arrested, in the lirst iuhtanee, tsoiely for 
striking a soldier, Avho had insulted the wife of a burgher of the place; 
I then made all speed to (iheiit, where I was sure of i ncouutering my 
adversary, but wlierc 1 trusted also to obtain justice.” 

“ And the first tiling you did wdicii you were in fxhent,” exelairned 
Maillotin du Bac, with the angry veliemcMice of/li^appoiiifed liatred, 
“was to stir up the people to tmmdt, to make seditnjus speeeiies in 
the towri-hidl to resist the lawful force sent to arrest you, and to in- 
cite the pi‘ 0 }ile to murder the officers that were despaiclied for your 
app^ehcn^ion. Pretty proofs of innoeeiieo, indeed! Well, well, the 
princess and the lords of the council will see wh it w'ill como of it, if 
they suffiir such doings to take pLice with impunity. Who will serve 
the state, if the state will not support them in doing their duty? The 
strong hand, lords, the strong hand is the only way to keep dow n these 
turbulent, disallected burghers.” 

“ U must be the strong hand of justice, then, Prevot,” roplii d Im- 
bertMinrt ; “ and let me tell you, that you yourself, by the uiijiist arrest 
of this young man, have done more to stir up the people to rebellion 
tlian the most seditious traitor that ever harangued from a market 
cru.ss. Nor, sir, must you scatter such false and malieious accusations 
willimit proofs. Before I sat down here, I, with several of the orlicr 
lords now jnvsent, invosiigated accurately wlmt had been the connuct 
of this young burgher during the course of yesterday iiiorning , and I 
And tluit. Ss) far from his heliaviour being turbulent and seditious, lie 
acted on]\ as a loyal suiiject to our lord the duke, and was one ot those 
gtiod merchants who drew uji an address of congratulation on the 
news of our sovereign’s safety. More I fouud that, hail it not been 
for his influonwand strong exertions with the people, ytmr lieutenant 
and his band, Sir Prevot, would have been sacrificed to their indigna- 
tion, for imprudently intruding into a privileged place, while tlie 
merchants of llib good town were assembled in deliberation. Nor 
can any one doubt the fact, for your own lieutenant was the first to 
Ix^ar uitiicss to this young citizen’s generous intercession in hia 
favour.” 

Maillotin du Bac set his teeth liard, and stretched out his hand upon 
his knee, with a sort of suppressed groan, which might proceed either 
fVom the pain of his bruises, or the disappointment of his malice. 
After a short pause, during which no one seemed prepared to say any- 
thing more, either in accusatio.i tir defence, the princess herself spoke^ 
with that sort of timid fuvl doabUUl tone which was uacural in oue so 
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TOunfir- so inexperienced, and so gentle on giving a decision upon lO 
important a cause, although it was sufficiently endent to all what her 
decision must be. 

“ I think, my lords,” she said, *' after what we have heard, there 
cannot be any great difference of opinion. The evidence which has 
been brought forwanl seems nOt only to exculpate this young gentle 
man from all charge whatever, but to cast the highest honour upon 
his chiinifter and conduct. What say you, my lords? do you not 
acquit him freely from all stain?” 

The voices of tlie council were found unanimous in favour of the 
accused ; and it was announced to him that he stood free and clear 
from all accusation. The princess bowed to him, as his full acquittal 
was declared, with a smile of gratification at tlie result, whicli sprang 
from a pure, a noble, and a gentle heart, pleased to see a fidlow crea- 
ture, whose dignified deportment and graceful carriage could not but 
win upon the weaknesses of human nature, establish clearly a higher 
and more dignified title to esteem by tried virtue and integri^ty. 
There wtis no other feeling mingled with her smile, nor did Albert 
Maurice, for a moment, dream that there was; but, at the same time, 
it wak(iii{‘d a train of thous^hts in his own mind both dangerous and 
painful. More than ever did he feel that he was born out of the sta- 
tion for which nature had formed Ins spirit ; and more tlian ever did 
his heart burn to do away those grades in society, which, though the 
inevitable consequences of the innate difierenees between different 
men, he, from mortified pride, termed artificial distinctions, and un- 
just barriers betwixt man and man. It were to inquire too curiously, 
pcrliaps, to investigate how the one sweet smile of that beautiful lip 
w'oke in the heart of tlie young citizen a train of such apparently ab- 
struse thoughts. So, ]^wevcr, it uas; anil, as the doors of the 
audience hall were thrown open behind him, allowing those to go forth 
who liad gained admittance to hear his examination before the coun- 
cil, ho howed to the* princess and the nobles present, with feelings in- 
dividually more friendly to all of them, but certainly more hostile to 
the general system of goveriiiuent, and the existing institutions of 
•society. 

Still Albert Maurice entertained no presumptuous dreams in re- 
gard to Mary of Burgundy. He thought her certainly tlie most 
beautiful creature lie liad ever beheld. She had smiled upon him 
sweetly and gently. She had been present at his examination herself, 
though she might, notwithstanding his appeal, have left it to the de- 
cision of her council. She had done him full and impartial justice; 
and she had seemed to derive a personal pleasure from his acquittal. 
All this lie felt strongly ; and he was fond to picture, from that fair 
fkce, and those soft hazel eyes, a mind and a spirit within all gentle- 
ness and excellence. He thought, too, that had mankind been in its 
just and natural situation, where no cold rules placed as wide a dis- 
tance between different classes as if they were composed of different 
creatures, lie might have striven to win, ay. and he thought lie might 
liave w»on, that fair hand which liad held the scales of justice for Jiim 
fo impartially. 

Such feelings, and all the many collateral thoughts to which those 
feelings giiv'e rise, were busy in his breast, as he followed the good old 
Lord of Neufcliatcl toward:* the door. Just as he was going out, bo 
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turned to take one more f^lancc at the princess, the last, perhaps, he 
vas ever to obtain; but Mary of Burgundy, and her ladies, had 
already quitted the as well as his accuser, Maillotin du Bac, ivho 
had hastened away to conceal himself from popular indignation. 
Notliing was to he seen but one or two of the members of the council 
standing togetlier in a group at the farther end of tiie table, and ap- 
parently, by the gay Ijuightcr in which they w'ere indulging, conversing 
over some indifierent subject. Albert Maurice turned, and strode 
through the ante-clianil3er, M’liile the Lord of Neufchatel "W'alked on 
before him, demonstrating, with proud courtesy, various points of 
feudal law to good Martin Fruse, who listened to his speech with every - 
mark of tlic most deferential respect. The young citizen was just 
entering tlie outer hall, and he already heard the shouts of the people 
in tlic square, welcoming with a glad voice the news of his acquittal, 
wdiicli had preceded liis own appearance, w hen somebody plucked him 
by the sleeve, and one of tlie oilicers of tlic household informed him, 
in a low tone, that the Princess Mary required his presence for a mo- 
ment in private. 

The heart of tlic young burgher beat quick ; but without pause he 
folloM'ed the attendant, as he turned away from him, and in a inoiuciit 
had passed through cue of the side doors into the private apartments 
of tlie palace. 


CIIAITER XV 

Evbht one knows that, in thte early dawn of a Sicilian morning, the 
shepiicrds and the watchers on the coast of the Messinese Strait wilt 
soiqetiracs behold, in the midst of the clear unclouded blue of the sky, 
a splendid but delusive pageant, wliich is seen also, though in a less 
vivid form, amongst the llebrides. Tower“and castles, domes and 
palaces, festivals and processions, arrayed armies and contending 
hosts, pass, for a few minutes, in brilliant confusion before the eyes of 
the beholders, and then fade away, as if the scenes of another w'orld 
were, for some especial purpose, conjured up during one brief moment, 
and then withdrawn fur ever from their sight. 

Thus there arc times, too, in the life of man, wdicn the spirit, ex- 
cited by some great and stirring passion, or by mingling with mighty 
and jHirtentous events, seems to gain for a brief instant a confused 
but magniticent view of splendid things not yet in being. Imagina- 
tion in the one case, and her daughter Hope, in the other, give forni 
and distinctness to the airy images, though both are too soon doomed 
to fade aw'ay amidst the colder retries of the stern world we dwell 
in. 

Tlic mind of Albert Maurice had been excited by the scenes he had 
just gone through; and success, without making him arrogant, had 
filled him full of expectation. Each step that he took forward seemed 
blit to raise him higher, and each effort of an enemy to crush him 
seemed, without any exertion of his own, only to clear the w'ay before 
him. Such thoughts were mingling with other feelings, bro^ht forth 
by the sight, and the voice, and the smile of Mary of Bur^fidy, when 
the sudden call to her presence woke him from such dreams; but 
woke him only to show to his mind’s eye many a confused but bright 
and splendid imagi^ as gay, as glittering, as ^eant-like, but as un- 
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real also, as the lury vision which hang^s in the morning light over the 
Sicilian seas. Fancy at once called up everything within the wide 
range of possibility. Battles and victories, and triumphant success, 
the shout of nations and of worlds, the sceptre, the palace, and the 
throne, and a thousand other indistinct ideas of mighty things, danced 
before his eyes for a moment, with a sweeter and a brighter image, 
too, as the object and end of ambitidn, the rew'ard of mighty endea- 
vour, tlic crowning boon of infinite success. But still lie fell and 
knew^^ven while he dreamed, that it was all unreal ; and, hefol- 
lowcd^ie messenger w'ith a quick pace, the vision faded, and Jeftliim 
but tlic cold and naked truth. At length, after passing through 
several chambers, which flanked the hall of audience, the door of a 
small apartment, called the bower, was thrown open, and the young 
burgher stood once more before Mary of Burpindy. 

C(ne of the most jiainful curses of high station is that of seldom, if 
ever, being alone; of having no moment, except those intended for 
repose, in which to commune with one’s own heart,, without thtf op- 
pression of some liuman eye watching tite emotions of the mind as 
they act upon the body, and keeping sentinel over the heart’s index, 
the face. Mary of Burgundy w'us not alone, though as much alone as 
tho‘>e of her station usually are. She stood near a window, at the 
Ollier side of tlie ajiartnient, with her soft rtmnded arm and delicate 
hand twined in those of one of her fair attendants, Alice of Iinber- 
court, on wliom she leaned slightly, while tlie Lord of Inibcrcuurt 
himself stood beside her on the other hand ; and, witli his stately head 
somcwliat bent, seemed, with all due reverence, to give lier counsel 
upon some private^ matter of importance. Another figure was re- 
tiring from an opiiosite door as Albert Maurice entered ; but who it 
was, tlio faint glance he buught did not permit the young burgher to 
distinguish. * 

He advanced towards the spot where the princess stood, with the 
usual marks of ceremony and reverence; and, as hc^oaniie Bear^ftnd 
bent one knee, slie lield out her hand for hia»-lo**kiss, with a 
smile, but with the air and demeanour of u princess, 

“I congratulate you. Master Albert Maurice,” slie said, as soon as 
he had risen, “ on the clear and satisfactory manner in which you 
have been enabled to establish your innocence ; lor I fear, it some- 
times liappens that persons accused arc not able to bring forward 
sufficient evidence* to exculpate them before their jinnces, who, judg- 
ing according to their best conscience, are often charged witJi crue'lty 
or partiality, more from the defect of the testiinuiiy oflered to thein^ 
than from any desire of doing aught but justiec. 1 therefore congra- 
tulate you most sincerely on your liaving hud the means of establish- 
ing your innocence beyond all doubt: and 1 am deeply gratified 
myself, that you have been able to remove every doubt from my own 
mind, as well as to satisfy my council.” 

“Had every person accused, so gracious and impartial a judge, 
madam,” replied the young citiien, “it were happy for ilic wurld, 
and, indeed, it was my full confidence in your own justice, and in 
that of the noble lords of the council, wliicli made me appeal so boldly 
to your own decision,” 

“ For so doing I thank you, sir,” replied the princess ; “ and I have 
now sent for you to say so, as well as to speoj^ with you ou one pact 
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of yoar defence, which somewhat touched upon the honour of ai(j 
fatlier’s justice* Altliough I marked it at the time, I did not choose to ^ 
notice it before tlic many ; and now, by the advice of one of my best 
and most faithful friends, I seek this private mode, certainly not of 
chiding you for what has passed your lips, but of calling to your re- 
membrance things which might liave made your words less bitter.” 

The princess paused for a moment, colouring slightly, wdili some 
degree of agitation, from the task thus imposed upon her, and from the 
long time which it required her to speak upon subjects of some political 
importance. She showed, indeed, no awkward incompetence, no 
want of mental power ; but her blush and her slight embarrassment 
were those of her youth, of her sex, and of a delicate and feeling mind. 
While slic paused, Albert Maurice merely bowed Ills head, without 
reply : and in a moment after, she proceeded. 

"I am very young, sir,” she said, “and, as a woman, am of course 
cut olf from mingling greatly with mankind. Nevertheless, as it has 
80 unfortunately liillcii out, that the rule of these territories should 
seem to be at some time destined for a female band, and that hand 
mine, 1 have ^ot, of course, neglected the study of the laws and insti- 
tutions, nor of the history of the dominions iliat may one day become 
my own. In speaking of the city of Namur, you lumied rights vio- 
lated. and privileges infringed, and, perhaps,, alluded to some other 
privileges of which otlier towns have been deprived. Most of the 
events that you probably referred to, tot)k place before the period to 
which my own remembrance extends : but, if the historians of the 
land say true, no rights were ever, in any instance, arbitrarily wrenched 
away from the people. In all eases, if my miMnory aerve me right, the 
loss of privileges was inflicted on the citizens punishment for 
some crime, fur some unprovoked revolt, from some attempt to snatch 
the power from what tln‘y cotisulered a weak and (Miiharrasfteil hand. 
Such being the case, justice, botli in the alwtract sense ol‘ awarding 
punishment for evil, or in tlicJiioral pvdicy of deterring others from 
crime, by the example of reiributivc infliction, required tliat the cities 
whicli so acted should sufl’er a certain pim.alty as the consetiueiicc. 
That penalty has always been the lO'^s of ^onle of their privileges; 
which puiiisliraeiit has always been received by tliem as most merci- 
ful, at the time when detected treason or suiiiiressetl revolt brought 
upon them the wrath, and placed them at the mcii-y of a powerful 

S riiice. Nor. let me say, can the hope to regain tlie privileges they 
ave lost, except by a calm and tranquil obedience, or some service 
rendered, whicIi may merit reward and confidence.” 

She waited fora reply; but Albert Maurice remained silent. In 
truth, he felt no small dilTicnlty in so shaping his answer as not to 
swerve from the truths indelibly written in hi& own heart, and yet 
not to hurt the feelings, or lower himself in the esteem, of one whose 
goyd opinion had become, lie knew not why, of more consequence in 
liis eye.- than inorlul opinion had ever been before. He felt, too, that 
the princess spoke according to the ideas and sentiments of iier rank 
and of her limes; while he hiiiHelf bore within his bosom the feel- 
ings of lii.< own class, and the thoughts of times Long gone, wlien 
liberty was eloquent and powerful. 

AUbough between sueli ditfereiit priiieiples there was a gulf aadocp 
m riic abyss, still Love^pugUt span it wiili a bridge, wiiicli, like that 
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that leads to the Moslem paradise, is finer than a ihmishcd splder^a 
thread. But it were wrong to say he loved. Oh, no! he would have 
shrunk from so idle a thought, had it come upon him in ii tungil^ 
shape. Yet there was somqthing growing upon his heart wliich 
softened it towards Mary of Burgundy ; which rendered it unwilling 
to hurt her feelings ; which made it timid of offending her, though 
the eye of tlie proudest sovereign that ever trod the earth would not 
have caused it to qimil for an instant. 

The Lord of Inibercourt saw more clearly into the character of the 
man, and knew more of the circunibtances of the times, than the prin- 
cess he liacl stayed to counsel; and perceiving that the young citizen 
was not about to reply, he spoke a few words in addition to that 
which Mary had advanced, taking a wider ground than she had as- 
surrted, aii(l examining the subject more as a philosopher than either 
a feudal noble, or the counsellor of an absolute prince. He spoke 
of the necessity of order and good government, for the peace and hap- 
piness of the people themselves ; he ptiintcd out that tranquilhfy and 
general confidence were absolutely necessary to incljistry, both com- 
mercial and ])ruductive ; and he showed, with the void of years and 
experience, that turbulence and discontent were ruinous to any na- 
tion, but. in a tenfold degree ruinous to a commercial peo])le. 

“ Believe me, Master Albert Maurice,” he added, *' that just in the 
same proportion that the man is to be blest, who teaches a people to 
improve their moral stale, to cultivate their intellects, and to extend 
their knowledge and resources, in the same degree is he to be hated 
and despised, who teaches them to be discontcnt(;d witli their condi- 
tion." 

He paused ; anti Albert Maurice replied with more calm firmness 
than he could, perhaps, luavc shown, had he answered the princess^ 
“I will not, my lord, attempt to use towards you that ordinary fal- 
lacy -which, in fact, arises only in ilie imperfection of language, 
namely, that people must l:>e rendered discontented with their condi- 
tion. in order to gain the desire of changing it. I know an<l feel, that» 
though we have not a word exactly to c-xpress it, there is an im- 
moTise ditference between discontent with our present state, and the 
ea'in desire of improving it. But still, it may be doubted, whether 
the mind of man. especially in nmUiiude% docs nut require some 
more imivei>al and potent stimulus to carry it generally fiirward to 
great imjirovements, than the slow progress of increasing knowledge 
can afford.” 

“No, no, indeed,” replied Imbercourt; “the potent stimulus is like 
too much wine, which only maddens fur the time, and leaves every 
nerve more feeble and relaxed thereafter; No, nf) : admiiii^-ter good 
plain and wholesome food to the social as well as to the human body; 
and, growing in strength, and performing all its fum^tions correctly, 
it will gain, by the same calm and easv degrees, the desire and the 
power of obtaining that which is best adapted to its state.” 

Albert Maurice felt that llrere was truth in what the Lord of 
Imbercourt advanced; but,’ nevertheless, bctw'een them tliere still 
existed a thousand diilerences of oiiinion, wdiich would have, required 
an infinite eliange of eireiinistanees to have removed. 'J'he differences 
ef their age, of their station; of liieir etlucation, and of their habits^ 
irece alias much opposed to a couicidsnce ijf tbiH^ht, as the di£te» 



106 XAftT OF BimoDsl>r« 

ence of their natural characters itself; and the only point of resem- 
blance between the young citizen and the high-born noble — namely, 
the fine aspirations and elegant feelings which raised the former above 
the generality of his class — naturally tended to make him detest 
those laws of society which held him down in a rank below that for 
which he was fitted, and look with disgust upon those who maintained 
them as a' barrier against him. At the same time he was conscious 
that in his bosom there might be some feelings not entirely patriotic, 
or, at least, lie felt afraid that it was so; and, perceiving, also, that 
tlie arguments which were addressed to him were far more liberal 
and plausible than those usually held by the class to which the Lord 
of Itnbercourt belonged, he did not choose to enter into a farther dis- 
cussion, which might either shake Ms own determinations, or expose 
the views on which he acted to those who would take means to foil 
his designs. 

“I am, of course, incompetent, my lord,” he replied, “to argue 
witli an experienced statesman like yourself, on subjects which you 
must liave had vnuch greater opportunity of examining than I can 
luive had.” ^ 

, Imbcrcourt watched his countenance during this brief reply; and 
he was too much versed in the ways of men to be deceived by its 
apparent modesty. He saw, and saw clearly, that the liigh and 
flashing spirit, the keen and acute mind, which the young burgher 
had displayed at the examination before the council — and which, 
indeed, liod been reported long before to the ministers of the Duke of 
Burgundy— was curbed and restrained on the present occasion; and 
he easily divined some of the motives which created such reserve 
He saw, too, that it would be necessary to make use of other induce- 
ments than those of argument for the puri)os.c of detaching the young 
citizen from the factious party in Flanders, and of preventing him 
from giving to their de^l'Mis the consolidation, the direction, and the 
vigour which such a niiiKi as his might bestow. 

Neither had the slight shade of emotion which had passed over the 
countenance of Albert Maurice, when addressed by the princess, 
escaped liis experienced eye; and, though far too proud and aristo- 
cratic in liis own nature ever to dream that a burgher of Ghent could 
indulge in the very thought of love towards the heiress of the land, 
he was sufhciently chivalrous in mind to believe, that a smile from 
such fair lips, a word from so sweet a voice, might bend a man on 
whom arguments would prove all useless. He turned, therefore, to 
the princess, with a smile, saying — Well, let us not- reason of the 
post; 1 think, madam, that you had something to say to this young 
gentleman concerning the future; and, as it could come with fuU 
eliect fn>m no lips but yours, 1 pray you communicate it to him 
yourself." 

“ Most willingly will I do so,” replied Mary of Burgundy; “and I 
am sure that 1 shall not speak in vain. 1 have heard, and, indeed, 

I know, Master Albert Maurice, that no man in the good city o^y ^ 
Ghent possesses so much influence as yourself with the merchants 
and people of the good towns. !My father being now absent, an^ 
likely, I fear, to remain so for some time — as my dear and excellent' 
ftepdame, Margaret his duchess, has been called to join him at Dijon 
—'Mid tlie governipent of Flanders resting in my weak hands, 1 am 
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aiixiouB, most anxious, to preserve the country, and especially this 
city of Glient— whicli/* she added, with a smile, “ has not in all .tiroea 
been famous for its orderly disposition — in peace and tranquillity 
during my temporary governyient, which, I pray, God shorten. My 
request to you, therefore, is, that you will use your best endeavours 
to still all irritation, to calm all disposition to tumult, and to maintain 
in the people a spirit of order and quiet. May 1 trust that you will 
do so?” 

The blood rushed up to the temples of the young citizen with fearful 
force; and the pain that he experienced for a few moments, till bo 
had determined upon his reply, would be difficult to describe. At 
length he answered, though with some hesitation. 

“ Madam,” he said, “ I feel assured that, under your sway, howerer 
long the government of Flanders may be delegated to you by your 
father, no infraction of the people’s rights, no blow at the privileges 
of the good towns, will, or can take place. Under this conviction, I 
will willingly promise what you demand, though, in truth, you attri- 
bute to mu much greater influence than I posstjss. At the same 
time, madam, let me pray you to remember, that* if— which God 
forbid! evil ministers or tyrannical officers should, as sometimes 
happens, wrong their master, by trampling on his subjects, 1 cannot, 
and I will not, bind myself to support such things, or to oppose my 
countrymen in seeking to right themselves.” 

“ God forbid, indeed,” exclaimed Mary, eagerly, that you sliould 
ever be put to such a trial! Indeed, young gentleman, indeed,” she 
added, wliilo her whole beautiful countenance glowed with enthusiasm, 
**to merit and to win my jjcoplc’s love, to heal all feuds, to bind up 
every wound, to wipe the eyes that weep, to raise up the oppressed 
to uphold and to promote the virtuous, and to guard the feeble and 
defenceless, would be the first wish and thought Of Mary of Burgundy, 
were she queen of one half the world.” 

“Madam, 1 believe it! from my heart I believe it!” rejilied Albert 
Maurice, catching the enthusiasm of lier tone; “and may God bless 
and prosper you in the performance of so noble an intention!” 

As he spoke, he felt that the presence of that fair being had become 
more dangerous to his resolutions and purposes, perhaps even to his 
peace, than he could have imagined possible; and, afraid that at every 
word he might promise mure than circumstances might i)ermi» him 
to penbrin, or bind himself so strictly, that his duty to his country 
would be lost — he paused, and drew a step back, in order to take his 
leave. The princess saw the movement, and bowed her head, to 
signify that he was at liberty to depart. “ Farewell, sir,” she saidj 
“and do not forget the promise you have made.” 

The young citizen bowed, and retired ; and, while Mary remained 
in deep and anxious conversation with Imbercourt, he made his way 
back to the unte-cliambcr of the audienre-tiall, which was now empty, 
and thence into ihe court of the palace, where he was joined by his 
uncle, Martin Fruse; and found the Lord of Neufchatel in the act of 
Ijtoounting his horse. The old nobleman paused for a moment, to read 
Khe young citizen a long and stately lecture upon the impropriety of 
^leaving, as he had done, those who had accompanied him to the 
.council chamber, the moment that the examination was over. Tba 
mind of Aibect Maurice, howeveri and his heart, were busied aboal 
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&T other and the reproof of the old cavalier fell upon a bobio- 

!irhat dull and inattentive ear. He answered with some formal worde 
of apology, stating that he had been called away unexpectedly; and 
then, with more energy and feeling, expressed his gratitude for the 
kindness and services which the Loi^ of Neufchatel had rendered him. 

“Well, well, no more of that!” cried the old lord; “never shall it 
be said that 1 shrunk from the side of an oppressed man, be he noble 
or not noble. Happy I atr that you have so fully cleared yourself. 
Master Albert Maurice; and whenever the good citizens of Ghent 
require such aid and advice concerning matters of state and feudal 
law, as I, from my old acquaintance with courts and camps, can give, 
let them come freely to consult me, without fear or bashfulness; that 
is to say, while I am in the city; for, in ten days* time, I go to join 
the camp, and once more, though the hand be feeble, and the head 
be grey, to lay lance in rest for Burgundy. However, absent or 
present, I shall always be happy to do what I can for the good city 
of Ghent.” 

Albert Maurice bowed, and his uncle bowed low; and, mounting 
bis horse, though with somewhat less alacrity than he had done in 
bis ytmthful days, the Lord of Neufiihatcl quitted the palace court, 
and went nodding and smiling through the crowds assembled without. 
Albert Maurice and his uncle then followed, passing the grim lanes 
of soldiery that still occupied the interior of the court, with very 
different feelings from those which they had experienced when they 
entered its gates. The appearance of the young citizen, after hia 
exculpation, was instantly hailed by the multitudes wirliout, as a 
sort of popular triumph; and, amidst shouts of joy and congratula- 
tion, he was conducted safely to his own dwelling. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

"Wb must now carry the reader’s mind forward to a day a little in 
advance of that which we last noticed. 

It was towards that period of the year which the Prench call the 
sAort aumwKr of Su Martin^ from The fact of a few lingering bright 
days of sunshiny sweetness breaking in upon the ^autumn, as a 
memorial of tli<* warmer sea.son gone before. The sky was all full of 
light, and the air full of heal; and tlie grand masses of hiLfli grey 
clouds that occasionally floated over the sun were hailed gladly for 
their soft cool shadow, although tlie dav was the eleventh of Novem- 
ber. Sweeping over the pros]K*ct, like the mighty hut indistinct 
image of great things and splendid purposes which sometimes cross 
a powerful but imaginative mind, the shadows of the clouds moved 
alow over hill and dale, field and forest. Now they cast large masses 
of tUe-woiMls into dark and gloomy shade, and left the rising grounds 
around to stand fortli in light and sparkling brightnes.s giving no had 
ima^s of the dark memories that are in every heart, surrounded but 
■ftot effaced by after joys. Now they flimted soft upon the mountains^ 
spreading an airy purple over each dell and cavity; while, pouring 
intb the midst of the valley, the bright orb of day lighted up tower, 
and town, and farm, and hamlet, and village spire, as Itofie lights up 
te existonee of xuao, even while the many clouds oi fate bang teif 
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aeaTiest shadows on “the prospect around him. The harmonious hue 
of autumn, too, was over all the scene. Kusset was the livery of 
the year; and the brown fields^ preparing for the sower, offered 01% 
a deeper hue of the saYne colour, which, though varied through a 
thousand shades, still painted every tree throughout the woods, ani 
sobered down even the grassy meadows with a tint far different from 
that of spring. The sky, with the sunshine that it contained, was 
all summer; but the aspect of everything that it looked upon spoke 
of autumn sinking fast into the arms of winter. 

Sue) I was the scene upon the banks of the little river Geetc, when a 
party whose bright dresses and active movements spoke sport and 
gaiety, rode up the windings of the stream, not far from tiie place 
where now stands the little hamlet of Sodoigne. No village, however, 
stood tiiere then ; and the banks of the Geete were bordered for some 
miles with green meadows, not above two or three hundred yards in 
breadth. These rich pastures were bounded to the eastward* by the 
forest of llanimt, whieii swept in irregular masses along the whole 
course of tlie river, and were confined on the other Jiand by the low 
but broken banks of tlie watercourse, sometimes, in the steepest parts, 
lined with bushes, which dipped their very branches in the current^ 
but more often, where tlie turf ami the stream were nearly upon ft 
level, fringed with long green flags and other water plants. 

The iiarty wlio cantered ligluly along the meadows consisted of 
eight persons, of whom tlirce were females; and each of the latter upon 
her hand bore the glove and falcon, which showed the object of their 
expedition. The first in state, in loveliness, and in grace, w'as Maiy 
of Burgundy, mounted on a beautiful white horse adorned with many 
a goodly trapping, and which, though full of Arc and life, she managed 
with that easy and graceful liorseinansliip for which she was fainouSi 
and which, unhappily, in after years, led to the fatal accident’*' thaj; de- 
prived the w'orld of one of its brightest ornaments. By licr side rode thft 
fair Alice of Inibercourt, her favourite friend and nearest attendantf 
while another young lady, of inferior rank, but still of noble birtb^ 
followed a step behind, somewhat embarrassed by the high spirit of 
her horse, wliich she managed w'ell, but with less dexterity than the 
oilier two. An elderly gentleman, of mild, coiiiplacTUt, and courtly 
manners, followed tlie ladies as their principal attendant; while, of the 
other four, two habited iu green, and furnished with long poles for 
beating the buslies, together with lures, spare jesses, hoods, and hells, 
at once showed themselves as uilicial luleoners; and the two whp 
brought up tlie rear, though armed with a degree of precaution tli*» 
was very necessary in that day, appeared what they really M'^erc, 
namely, simple grooms. 

There is sornetliiiig in the excitement of quick riding totally ob- 
noxious to both fear and sadness. It is scarcely possible to conceive ft 
person galloping, easily along upon a .spirited horse, witliout feeling 
his confidence and hope renewed, in some degree, whatever may be thft 
clrciimstaiices of his situation. TIiun thougli in the lieart of xMary of 
Burgundy there was many a memory of painful feelings, of disap- 
pointed hopes, and crushed affections; and, tliough across Jier niin^ 

* Shs diod a few years after this peHod, in consoquBoos of a fUl ocGasionod Iqr iMft 
inna takiiw whilB out fiduouiug. 
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whenever she suffered it to rest, upon the future^ would come dark 
and painful apprehensions, still the excitement of the sport, the beauty 
of the day, and the glow of exercise, had given her a flow of high 
spirits that she had not known for many a day. Her mirtli, indeed, 
was never overpowering, and, if it reach^ the bounds of cheerfulness, 
it seldom went beyond. 

Now, however, as they rode along by the banks of the stream, and as 
the falconers beat the bushes to rouse the objects of their chase, she 
jested in a tone of gentle gaiety with the fair girl who accompanied 
her upon all those matters which, to the heart of woman, are the im- 
portfint things of life. 

^ Alice of Imbercourt, on her part, maintained the conversation with 
the same spirit, jested with the like good-humoured malice in reply 
to the princess, and was never without an answer {it her need, altliougli 
ehe did not for a moment forget, that however high her own rank, 
Mary of Burgundy held a higher, nor ever failed to mingle with her 
roeech so much of reverence as to show that she had not forgotten tho 
distinction. 

“Nay, nay, own, dear Alice," exclaimed the princess, in reply to' 
flomethiug that had passed before, “ that day by day you have been 
bringing me nearer and nearer to a certain castle in the wood ; and, 
in truth, I think that you must have got the noble lord your father to 
be a confederate in your plot.”' 

” Good sooth, dear lady,” replied Alice, ** a happy thing were it for 
us poor women if all fathers were so complacent : I know well where 
one little heart would be in that case;” and she looked up with an 
arch smile m the face of the princess. 

However strongly prudence may enjoin them to be silent themselves, 
all women feel more or less pleasure when the conversation is bronghi 
near the subject of their loves. Though Mary of Burgundj^ would not 
Bay one word that she could help upon the feelings of her own heart, 
even to so dear and faithful a friend as Alice of Imbercourt, yet she 
felt no displeasure when the gay girl's tongue touched upon the sub* 
ject of her affections, although clouds and darkness hung over the 
prospect, and all hope of their gratification was but faint indeed. At 
the same time she was, perhaps, a little fearful of the topic ever being 
carried too far; and, tliereforc, after a smile, in whicli inolaiiclioly 
mingled, in some degree, with pleasure, she returned to her own jest 
■ with her fair follower, without adding anything more to a subject on 
which bull), in happier circumstances, might have been W'oll pleased 
to 8j)eak more freely. 

“ Nay, nay, Alice,” she exclaimed, “ that w^as an artful turn, my 
•weet friend : but you shall not escape so readily. Tell me, did you 
not put it in your father’s head, to think what a fine thing it w'ould 
be for me to visit all the different towns in Flanders, and win the love 
of the good burghers ? And did you not yourself lay ou| the very 
rfan of our journey from Ghent to Alost, and thence to Brussels, and 
thence to Louvaine, and thence to Tirlemont? And have you not 
kept me three full days at Tirlemont; and, at last, liave you not 
brouglit me up the fair river Geete, with our hawks upon our hands, 

. and nobody to watch us, till we are within a league or two of this 
i; aame castle of Hannut? Fie, Alice ! fie! it is a decided conspiracy 
' Alice laughed gaily, and replied : ” Well,' lady, if it can be provei^ 
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eyen hj the best logic of your beautiful Ups, that I do wish to see my 
lover, I know no woman, Avho has one, that does not do so too, from 
the farmer's milkmaid, with her pail upon her head, to the Princess of 
Burgundy, on her white Spankh jennet." 

Mary laughed and sighed. " ITou own it, then,” she answered : “I 
thought, when last night you were striving hard to persuade me to 
visit the castle of Hannut, and have my future fate laid bare by the 
dark and awful skill of this learned uncle of yours, that there was a 
leafin' the book of fortune, or rather in the book of life, that you 
would well like to read for yourself^ But tell me, Alice,” she -added, 
more seriously, tell me something of this lover, to whom it seems 
you are affianced. There appears some mystery about him, and you, 
of course, must know more of him than any one else.” 

“Nay, quite the contrary, my dear lady and mistress," replied Alice 
of Iinbcrcourt ; “ that shows how little you know of the sad race 
called men. Ilis being my lover is the very reason, of all othens, why 
1 should know less of him than any other person.”. 

“ How so,” demanded the princess, with a look of surprise. 

“Why, simply because, from the moment he becomes my lover," 
replied Alice of Imbercourt, “ ho takes the very best possible care to 
hide every evil quality iu his nature and disposition, upon the full 
and preconcerted plan of not letting me see any one of them till such 
time as he is my husband. Then, out they come !’ But that is not 
all,” she continued ; “ that would only hide a part of his character; 
but, at the same time that he takes these precautions, 1, on my part, 
like every wise woman, make up my mind, on no account whatever to 
see any little fault or failing that he may accidentally display, at 
least, till such time as he is my husband. Then, of course, when 
nothing more is to he gained- or lost, I shall, beyond doubt, take as 
much pains to find them out as another, and he will take as little 
to hide them.” 

" That is a had plan, Alice,” replied the princess ; ** that is a bad 
plan. Find out the faults, if you can, in the lover, while your h;ind 
is your own, and your will is free. See them not at all in your hus- 
band, for blindness in such a case is womans best policy. But you 
mistake me, Alice ; it was not of his mind 1 spoke, but of his situa- 
tion ; for, when questioning my Lord of Imbercourt the other day, he 
called liim your uncle's nephew : now, none of our wise heralds ever 
heard, it seems, of such a nephew." 

A slight b'hish came up into the cheek of Alice as the princes* 
spoke ; but slic replied frankly, “ In truth, dear lady, I know nothing 
on that score ; and upon such subjects 1 have ever thought that if 
my father was satisfied, I had no reason to complain. All I know is, 
that my cousin Hugh was brought up at the court of France ; has 
fought in the civil wars of England, and und^ Galeas, Duke of 
Milan ; has gained honour, and knighthood, and glory in the field ; 
is gentle, and kind, and tender, and affectionate to me ; and is — ” she 
julded, with a laugh and a blush at the praises which she was pour- 
ing forth, and which she felt must betray the whole secret of her 
heart, but which yet she could not or wo^d not restrain-^" and as 
handsome a man, and as graceful a cavalier as ever entered hall or 
mounted horse." 

The princess smiled, and answered, "Well, well, if he he tU theti 
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ftir Alice, you are right, quite right, to ask no farther questiont. 
But how it is, good Bartholomew,” she cried, turning to one of the 
falconers, ” how is it? Can you find no bird, in all the length of tliis 
fair stream, for us to fly our^ hawks?” - 

" So please your Grace,” replied the man, “the air is so sultry that 
the herons will hardly wade where there is no shelter ; but up beyond 
those bushes, where the bank with its long sedges jets out into the 
•tream, I doiibt not we may raise something yet.” 

The whole party accordingly rode on, and the judgment of the 
experienced falconer was justified. Under the cool shadow of the , 
hank, one of the feathered fisherman had advanced some way, with 
his long legs, and taking friglit at the noise of the horses, he stretched 
forth his neck, gathered the air under his wings, and soared up at 
about the distance of twenty or thirty yards from the approaching 
party. The birds were instantly cast from the wrists of the ladies : 
tlie heron, finding himself pursued, and apparently a crafty old fowl, 
strove to beat to windward of the hawks, flying as rapidly as possible, 
and yet keeping himself prepared for sudden defence. All the horses 
were put to full speed, and in a moment the vrhole scene became one 
of pry and confusion. 

“ Call the merlin up the wind! Call the merlin up the wind!” ex- 
cUdmed the princess to the chief falconer. “See! see! he is tower- 
ing ; he will miss his sloop !” 

“Soho! woa ho!” cried the falconer, with a loud whistle: “he 
will make his point yet, your Grace.” But the heron, finding him- 
sdf over-reached, made a dip, skimmed, and evaded the fall or stoop 
of the falcon, which being a young bird, had endeavoured to strike it 
at once, without being perfectly sure of its aim. Tlie clamour and 
the galloping now became more eager than ever; the bird making 
directly for the wood, which it seemed likely to gain, notwithstanding 
the efforts of its pursuers. 

The meadow was the finest even ground that could be conceived 
for such sport; and the rein being freely given to each horse, the 
whole party dashed on at full speed, without "Seeing, or caring for, 
the massy clouds, that, sweeping together overhead, directly in the 
face of a light and flickering wind, which was blowing from the north- 
west, seemed to threaten a storm of some kind. The air, too, liad 
that sultry, oppressive weiglit which one often feels in the neighbour- 
hood of a great forest ; and the horses — animals peculiarly suscepti- 
ble to the sensations produced by an atmosphere overchaf*ged with 
electricity— seemed more eager and fiery than usual, and were soon 
in a complete lather of foam. 

The grey merlin which had been carried by Mary of Burgundy 
tetrieved the error of its first eagerness, and cutting between the heron 
and the wood, kept it off for some time over the meadow and the 
stream. The si)ort was thus in its highest point of interest, and the 
horses in full career, when a sudden flash of lightning broke across 
tlieir path, and startled the whole party. Each horse involuntarily 
recoiled. The princess and Alice of Imbercourt both kept their 
seats, but the young lady who followed them, less skilful in her 
management, was thrown violently to the ground ; while her horse, 
wild with fright, flashed madly across the meadow, and (dunged into 
the Stream* The falconers rude forward to whistle back their hawks. 
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the service most important in their eyes, sand one of the grooms 
galloped after the frightened horse, in order to catch him ere he was 
irrecoverably lust. But the rest of the party, instantly dismounting, 
surrounded the poor girl iirho had met with the accident, whom they 
found severely bruised, but not otherwise dangerously hurt. She 
Soniploinod bitterly, however, and, as if conscious that she was nob a 
very interesting person otherwise, made the most of her misfortune to 
engross attention. 

The horse and the hawks were soon recovered, but it became now . 
the question, what was to be the course of their farther proceedings. 
Large drops of rain were beginning to fall ; everything portended a 
tremendous storm. The young lady who had fallen was too much 
bruised to sit her horse with ease, and was, or appeared to be, too 
much terrified to attempt it again. She, nevertheless, entreated the 
princess and her companions to return as fast as possible towards 
Tirlemont, leaving her where she was, with some one to protect her, 
and to send a litter from the town to bring her home. But this 
the princess would by no means consent; and it having been sug* 
gested by one of the grooms, who knew the country well, that at Uie 
distance of about half a mile in the wood there was a small chapel 
dedicated to Notre-Danie du l)on Secours, it was determined that the 
whole party should take refuge there, and wait till the storm wa» 
over, or till one of the attendants could procure litters for the ladies 
from Tirlemont. 

Tliey accordingly proceeded on their way, under the guidance of the 
groom, wlu) alone knew the situation of the chapel ; and, skirting 
found under the braiiehcs of the taller trees, endeavoured to obtain 
some shelter as they went from the large drops of rain that, slow and 
heavy, but far apart, seeined scarcely so much to fall as to be cast 
with violence from the heaven to the earth. The clouds in the mean* 
time, came slowly up, seeming to congregate over the forest from 
every part of the sky; but still it was some minutes before another 
flash of lightning followed the first; and the whole party had reached 
the glade in the wood, which the groom assured them led direct to 
the chapel, ere a second bright blaze broke across the gloomy air, 
now shadowed in a kind of mid-day twilight by the dull, thick, leaden 
masses of vapour above. The roar of the thunder followed a few 
seconds after, and though it w'as evident that the storm had not 
reached that degree of intensity which it was destined soon to 
attain, the princess and her atteiidunts did not neglect the warn- 
ing, but hastened on as rapidly as iwssible, though the long grass, 
cut nie.rcly by the tracks of wood-carts, and mingled thickly with 
brambles and many sorts of weeds, impeded them greatly on their 
way. 

The road—if the glade or opening in the forest could so be called— 
led on in that straight line of direct progression, which seems to 
have been the original plan of road-making in most countries, pro- 
ceeding with a proud disdain of obstacles and difficulties, into tha 
deepest valleys, and up the sides of the steepest hills, without one 
effort by sweep or turn of any kind to avoid either. Thus, a few 
minutes after the entrance of the princess's party into the forest, the 
groom led the way over the siile of a liill, dov^n the steep desiSeipt of 
which the trunks and orcliiug, bouglis of; the trees might be in 
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long perspective, forming a regular alley, filled with a hind of dim 
and misty light. At the end of the descent, however, the trees in 
some degree broke away to the weslwfird, and a steep hill rose sud- 
denly before the travellers, which seemed as if, at its original forma- 
mation, it liad started up so abruptly as to have shaken a part of 
the primeval forest from one of its sides. The other side was clothed 
with tall trees to the very top. Over the shoulder of this hill— just 
between tlie part which remained wooded, and the part which, sloping 
down to tlie wood below, lay for the distance of several acres, either 
entirely bare or merely covered with scattered brusliwood— the road, 
now assuming a sandy appearance, climbed straight up to a spot 
, where a small building with a conical roof was seen, standing oiit 
from the dark wood, at the very top of the rise, and cutting sharp 
upon a gleam of yellow light, which-Kiimmed by the foiling shower 
and fast closing up under the gathering clouds— still lingered in the 
western sky. 

The sight of the chapel, for so it was, gave fresh vigour to all 
the party ; and Mary, with her followers, hastened up, and reached 
tbe little shrine before another flash of lightning came. The chapel, 
as usual with such buildings in that age, was constructed for the 
mere purpose either of affording a temporary refuge to the benighted 
OT storm-stayed traveller, or of giving the pious and devout an oppor- 
tunity of offering up their prayers or thanksgivings for a favourable 
journey begun or completed, before an image of the Virgin, which filled 
a niclie in the far part of the edifice, protected from profaning hands 
1^ a strong grating of iron. Whether the building itself was kept up 
by casual donations, or by some small endowment, 1 do not know; 
but, at all events, the funds which supported it were too small for the 
xnaintenance of an officiating priest; and hermits, who had occasion- 
ally supplied the place in former ages, were now becoming “of the 
rare birds of the earth,” at least in the north of Europe. Thus the 
chapel was totally vacant when the princess and her attendants 
reached it; and after murmuring a prayer at the shrine, while one of 
tlie grooms was despatched to Tirlemont to give notice of Mary’s 
situation, the most courageous of the party who remained placed 
themselves at the door of the little building, to watch the progress of 
the approaching storm. As no one dreamed of profaning the sanctit}'’ 
of the place, by making it a shelter for their horses, the grooms re- 
ceived orders to tie them as strongly as possible under some of the 
neighbouring trees ; and one was thus secured under a large elm, 
which rose a few yards in advance of the chapeL 

The commanding situation of the building, being pitched high up 
on one Of the most elevated hills in the wood, gave a wide view over 
the country around, and afforded as beautiful a forest scene as the 
mind of man can imagine. Eirst, beyond the little sandy road, by 
tiie side of which the chapel stood, extended, as I have before said, 
several acres of broken mountain turf, sloping down with a consider^ 
able descent^ and only interrupted here and ^ere by a solitary tree, 
or a clump of bushes. Farther on again the eye wandered over many 
miles of rich wood-land, clothed in the splendid hues of autiimni 
from the dark shadowy green of the pine to the bright ^Iden yellow 
ef the tear aspen ; and where the ocean of forest ended, it caught tba 
bloe lin^ of a level country beyond. 
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At the time I speak of, the sky was full of clouds, and the yellow 
light which had struggled for a time to keep its place in the heavens 
was now totally obscured. Large dull masses, as hard and defined 
as if formed of some half-molten metal, rolled slowly along the 
heavens, while across them fioated far more rapidly some light fleecy 
vapours of a wliitisli grey. From the far extreme of tlrese clouds was 
seen pouring in long straight lines the heavy shower, in some places 
so dark as totally to obscure everything beyond ; but in other spots 
so thin and clear, that through the film of rain the eye caught the 
prospect of a bright and sunshiny land, over which the clouds had 
not yot extended themselves, not unlike the distant view of bright 
scenes, w hich the unequalled hopes of early life stiU show us through 
the tears and storms that at times beset our youth. 

Each moment seemed to add something to the gloom of the sky; 
and scarcely were the party well housed, when another bright flash, 
followed close by the roar of the thunder, passed rapidly over the 
scene. The young lady wdio had fallen from her horse remained 
close to the shrine; but Mary of Burgundy, with her arm through 
that of Alice of Imbercourt, still stood by the door, looking out upon 
the prospect below' them. The last flash of lightning, however, was 
so near, that Mary’s eye caught a small thin line of pale-coloured but 
excessively vivid light, which seemed to dart like a fiery serpent be- 
tween herself and the near tree, under wliich one of the horses was 
tied. 

“ Alice I will look no more,*' she said ; ** that flash was so near it 
made mo giddy ;** and withdrawing her arm, she retired into the 
iiirthcr jiart of the chapel, and closed another small door which 
opened from the right-hand side of the slirine into the forest behind 
the liuildirig. » 

“You are not afraid, lady?” said Alice, with a smile. 

“iJo, certainly not afraid,” replied Mary ; “for I know that He whose 
weapon is the lightning, can strike as well in the jialacc or the tOw'er 
as in the open field ; but still it is useless to deny that there is some- 
thing very aw'ful in the sights and sounds of such a storm as this. 
It seems as if one wa*e in the presence, and heard the voice of the 
Almighty.” 

“It is very grand,” replied Alice of Imbercourt; “but from my 
youth I have been taught to look upon tlie storm sis the finest spec- 
tacle in nature ; and 1 would rather see the lightnings go tilting on 
their fiery hordes througli the sky, and hear the roaring trumpets of 
tlu* thunder, than sit in the gayest pavilion that ever was stretched 
willi hands, to witness the brightest tuuniamcnt that ever monarch 
gave” 

“You are poetical, Alice,” cried tlie princess; "had old George 
Chatelain been here, he would have made fine verses out of that 
Bpeech— — But, gracious Heaven, w hat n flash !” 

As she siioke, there came, indeetl, one of tliose tremendous flashes 
of lightning that literally wTap tlie whole sky in flame, and, for the 
brief space that it endured, lighted uj) every part of the inside of the 
chapel with a splendour that wjis painiul to the eye. At the same time 
Alice, who still stood by the door, saw clearly the brighter weaving 
line of more intense fire which accon.panied the broad flash dart from 
a sxiot nearly above their heads, and sireaming downward with fierce 
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rapidity, strike one of the noblest trees on the edge of the wood below, 
and tear it in one moment into.atoms. She almost fancied slic could 
hear the rending groan of the stout oak, as it was shivered by tlic bolt 
of heaven; but nearly in the same instant the thunder followed, with 
a sound as if a thousand rocks had been cost on the roof above their 
heads; and another and another flash succeeded, before the report of 
the first hud died away. Then came a momentary pause — calm, 
heavy, and silent, without a breath of air to stir the boughs, or to 
relieve the sultry oppressiveness of the atmosphere, and without a 
found, save the fall of an occasional drop of rifin. ‘ *; 

The duration of tliis state of rei)Ose was but brief. ' Thty^W^olc air 
over the forest seemed surcharged with electricity ; and in 
after, with a loud wliizziiig noisoy not unlike tliat of a musket ball 
when it passes near the head, a large ball of fire rushed rapidly by 
the (diapel, in a line raised not more than a lew yards above the 
ground, and pitched upon the point of a rock at a little distance be- 
low, where, after quivering and wavering for a moment, it broke into 
a thousand fragments with a loud explosion, and vanished entirely. 
The lightning and the thunder now succeeded each otlicr so quickly, 
that there seemed 8(‘arcely an instant's interval; and flash after flash, 
roar .ifter roar, continued without intermission, while every now and 
then the sight of a tree rent to pieces in the distant l)ro^peet marked 
the work of the lightning; and the forest, and the roel;s, and the hills 
echoed and re-echoed the thunder, so that the sound became abso- 
lutely incessant. 

Tills bad continued for about half an hour, and still Alice of Iinber- 
court had remained gazing out upon the scene, as well as tlic old 
cavalier who accompanied them as their principal attendant, when 
she suddenly oxehiiiued — “ Good God ! how extraordinary ! There 
seems to be n thick cloud gathering upon the edge of the wood, and 
rolling up the hill towards us, sweeping tJie ground as it conics. 
Holy Virgin.^ the lightning is flashing out of it like that from the 
sky ! This is very terrible, indeed !” 

“Come back, Alice, I beseech — I entreat!” exclaimed the princess: 
“you may lo^e your sight or your life — you are ‘tempting your fate.” 

But Alice did not seem to hear, for she still continued gazing out 
from the door, although it was very evident that she now hud also 
taken alarm. 

” Now, gracious God, be merciful unto us !” she exclaimed : “ for 
this is the most terrible thing 1 ever saw! It is fast rolling up 
the hill !” 

” Cprfte away lady, come away,” cried the old cavalier, seizing her 
by thfe arm, and leading her from the door; “this is no sight to look 
upon;^' and lie drew her back towards the princess, 

Alice once more turned lier head to gaze; and then, overporae with 
what slic snw, she cast herself down upon her knees, tlirowing her 
arms around Mary, as if to protect her from tlic approaching destruc- 
tion, exclaiming: " Oh, my princess! my princess! God protect then 
in this lerrible hour!” 

Mary's hand was very cold; but, in the moment of great danger 
she showed herself more calm and firm than her more daring com- 
panion. “ God w'ill protect me," she said, in a soft low vpice, ** iC 
•uch be His good pleasure; and if not, His will be done*'* 
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As Ae spoke, a tremendous flasli illuminated the whole of the 
Inside of tlie building, accompanied — not folJowedr->by a crash, as if 
two worlds had been hurled together in their course through space. 

The eyes of every one in the chapel, it is probable, were closed at 
that moment, for no one saw the small door by the side of the shrine 
thrown open. But the first who looked up was Mary of Burgundy; 
and a sudden cry, as she did so, called the attention of all the rest. 
They instantly perceived the cause of tlic princess’s surprise and 
alarm ; for close besi(j|^ her, in the midst of the chapel, stood a tall 
powerful man, habited in the ordinary equipment of a man-at-arme 
of that day, with the unusual circumstance, however, of every part of 
his garb being of a peculiar sliade of green ; which colour v/jis also 
predominant in the dress of half a dozen others who appeared at the 
door by the shrine. 

He gave no one time to express their surprise. “ Good Heaven!” 
he exclaimed, “do you not see the ground lightning coming up the 
hill ! Fly, fly, for your lives ; it will be over the cbapid iif a nioihent. 
Matthew catch up some of the women. Karl, take that one who 
has fainted. Let the men follow me as fast as possible, and we shall 
soon be out of the direction it is taking.” 

So saying, and without farther ceremony, he caught up Alice of 
Imbcrcourt in his powerful arms. One of his companions lii'ted the 
princess, and another raised the form of the young lady who had 
fallen !‘rom her horse in the morning, and whose terror liiul now cast 
her into a swoon, and, darting through the door by whidh they had 
entered, the Vert Gallant of llunnut and his companions passed out 
into that part of tlic forest w'hich swept up to the back of the chapel.' 
Striking on as fast as possible towards the east, he took Ids way over 
the other edge of the hill, in a direction opposite to that in which 
Alice had been looking. The lightning flashed around them as they 
went, the thunder roared loud at every step, and the rain, which had 
ceased for a time, began again to drop, at first slowiy, nut after a few 
minutes in a more heavy auu continuous sliower, wliich, pattering 
thick tiirough the withered leaves of the wood, drenched the unfor- 
tunate hawking party to the skin. 

"Thank God for that!” exclaimed the Vert Hallniit; "this rain 
will drown yon accursed cloud, and we shall get rid of the ground 
Dghtning.” 

Tlicse were the only words he spoke ; but, with rapid steps, he con- 
tinued to bear on his fair burden for nearly a quarter of an hour, with 
apparently the same ease, and in somewhat of the same pos|tiod, tlmt 
a inotlier carries her cliild. Two of his sturdy companions followed 
loaded in tlie same way; and so complete was the helpless terror of 
the whole party who iiad accompanied Mary of Burgundy, that they 
yielded themselves passively, and without a word of inquiry, to the 
guidance of the green riders; a body of men who acknowledged no 
law', though a sort of generous and chivalric spirit amongst themselves 
seemed, in some degree, to supply the place of the authority they had 
east off. It is true, indeed, that resistance or question would Jiav© 
been in vain ; for tlio superior number of these free gentlemen of tho 
forest set at defiance all opposition on the part of the [irincess’s at* 
teudunt^ and a sort of taciturnity seemed to reigu amongst tliem 
which did not at all encourage inquiry. 
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After ijroceeding steadily and rapidly for the space of time aboro 
mentioned, over ajrough and uneven road, sometimes down the side 
of a wooded hill, where no unpractised foot could have kept its hold, 
sometimes through deep ravines, which the torrents of rain that were 
now falling had converted into water-courses, sometimes over the 
trunks of trees that had been felled and shattered by the fire of 
heaven, with the lightning fiashing round their heads, and the thun* 
dcr rolling above them, the Vert Gallant and his companions at length 
reached a deep dell, from one side of which ros^ up a steep and ro&y 
bank, forming the base of the hill which they had just descended. 

At the height of a few yards above the bottom (rf the valley, which 
was itself marshy and filled with long fiags and rushes, was the mouth 
of a low-browed cave, to wldch the Vert Gallant immediately directed 
his steps. He was obliged to bow his head to enter; but within, it 
became more lofty ; and, though it did not run above nine or ten yards 
into the mountain, the cavity afforded a complete shelter from the 
storm and rain. The moment he had entered, the leader of the free 
companions gently freed Alice from his arms; and then, in a low and 
respectful voice, he said — “ You will here, fair ladies, find some se- 
curity. Keep as far as you can from the mouth of the cave, and 
there is little fear of any danger. You sirs,’* he continued, in a 
sterner tone, turning to the male followers of the princess, “should 
have known* better than to have placed this lady — who, if I judge 
right, must be an object of no small solicitude to every subject of the 
House of Burgundy — ^in the most exposed and dangerous situation of 
the whole forest.*' 

“Good-faith, Sir Green Knight," said the old gentleman who had 
accompanied the princess, “we certainly did not know that it was so 
dangerous, or we should neither have placed her in it, nor ourselves, 
as you may well suppose. And now, sir,” he continued, with a voice 
the slight tremulousness of whose tone showed that he was not with- 
out some apprehensions of another kind; “and now, sir, that you 
have the lady in your power, be she princess or not, 1 trust that you 
will deal fairly and honourable with her. Our purses are, of course, 
at your dis^josal, as well as our jewels, &c.; but 1 give you notice 
that — 

“ Pshaw!” exclaimed the Vert Gallant, the beaver of whose helmet 
was still down; “talk not to me of purses, sir, and jewels! Madam,” 
he continued, turning to the princess, “suffer not, I beseech you, the 
vain and vulgar fears of this old man to affect you for a moment: the 
Vert Gal||int of Hannut takes no purses from w'andering travellers, 
nor draws the sword against ladies, far less .against the Princess of 
Burgundy. Rest here in safety with your fair companions,” he ad- 
ded, turning slightly towards Alice of Iinbercourt; “and we, who 
have brought you hither, and have been your unseen attendants ever 
since jou were flying your hawks by the side of the river, will guard 
you as w ell, or better, than if you w^ere in your father’s palace.” 

“I ow'e you many thanks, sir,” replied Mary; “more, indeed, than I 
can at present express ; fur this dreadful storm has left my ideas 
•omewluit confused. However, I am satisfied that to your prompt 
assistance I stand indebted for my life." 

“Perhaps, madam, you do,” replied the Vert Gallant; “for I feel 
convinced that, had that cloud reached the chapel before you quitted 
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% the coronet of Burgundy would be now without an heiress. Think 
me not ungenerous, madam,*’ he added, if 1 ask a boon in return. 
It is this: that if, some day, I should need your voice to support a 
petition with your father, or if you should, at the time, hold the reins 
of government yourself, when I may have occasion to make a request 
before the chair of Burgundy, you will give me your iniluenoe in the 
one case, or grant my desire in the other.” 

Tliere was something in the tone and in the manner of the speaker 
at once so gentle and so lofty, that Mary of Burgundy could not but 
think that liis present adventurous life must be one more of necessity ' 
than of choice; and she doubted not, that the petition to which he ' 
alluded must be for pardon for his past offences. She gazed at him 
for a moment or two before she replied, as he stood towering above 
the seven or eight strong men who accompanied him, and who had 
now grouped themselves round the mouth of the cave, watching, as it 
appeared, every word of their leader’s mouth with a sort of reverential 
attention. 

“If it bo wrong, sir,” she replied, “for simple individuals to make 
rash promises, it is still more so for princes. But where gratitude, 
such as 1 owe you, is concerned, even prudence might seem ungene- 
rous. I must qualify, however, in some degree, the promise you de- 
sire, and say, that if your request, when it is made, prove nothing 
contrary to my own honour or dignity, I will give it all my influence 
with my father, should it depend upon him; or grant it myself, 
should it depend upon me. Does that satisfy you?” 

“ Most fully, madam,” replied the Vert Gallant; “and I return you 
deep thanks for your kind assent.” 

“ I doubt not,” said Mary, “ that what you have to ask will be far 
less than a compensation for the service you have rendered me. How- 
ever, accept this jewel,” she added, taking a ring from her finger and 
giving it to him, “as a testimony of the promise I have miide; and 
with it let me add many thanks for your honourable courtesy.” 

The leader of the free coinpaniuns received the ring with due ac- 
knowledgments ; and after a few words more upon the same subject, 
he bowed low, as if to take liis leave, and made a step towards the 
mouth of the cavern. 

“You arc not, surely, going to expose yourself to such a storm as 
this,” exclaimed Alice of Imbercouit^ with a degree of eagerness that 
made- her mistress smile, and declare afterwards, when, in a place of 
security, they could look upon the dangers of the forest as a matter of 
amusement — that Alice had certainly been smitten with the distinc- 
tion which the Vert Gallant had shown her, in carrying her in his 
own arms through the wood, although he knew that a princess was 
present. 

“The storm is abating, lady,” replied the freebooter; “and besides, 
we fear no weather. I myself go to give notice to those who can re- 
ceive you as you should be received, that such a noble party require 
better shelter and entertainment than we poor adventurers can ulfbrd 
you. My men, though they must keep out of sight, will be near 
enough to* yield you protection and assistance, on one blast of a horn. 
Horns are strange magical things in this wood,** he added; ‘*for 
though all the hunters in the world might go blowing their mots, 
from one end of the forest to the other, without seelbg aught but botf 
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or ricer, 1 will soon show you that we can conjure up beasts of another 
kind.” 

So saying, he approached the mouth of the cavern, and wound his 
horn with along, shrill, peculiar blast; when, in a moment after, from 
the opposite part of the wood, a man, bearing the appearance of a 
mounted squire, trotted rapidly forth, leading a strong black charger, 
wljicli he at once brought up to the mouth of the cave. A few words 
whispered by the Vert Gallant to the men who had accompanied him 
hitherto, cn used them instantly to quit the place where they had taken ^ 
refuge ; and dispersing themselves over the side of the hili“, the whole * 
were in a few minutes lost to the sight amongst the trees and bushes. 
Their lead»'r, once more, bowed low to the princess, sprang upon his 
horse, dashed rapidly down the rough and uneven side of the hill, 
plunged through the marsh that lined the bottom of the valley, and, 
in a moment after, w^as seen followed by his squire, winding in and 
out through the tall trees on the opposite slope, till the turn of the 
hill hid him from view. 

They were the eyes of Alice of Tmbercourt which thus followed him 
on his course ; for the princess had seated herself on a mass of rock 
in the farther end of tlie cave ; and her other young attendant, stupi- 
fied with ail the terrors and dangers she had gone through, though 
now recovered from her swoon, continued sitting in silence on the 
ground, where the soldier who had carried her had set her down, and 
still kept her hands clasped over her eyes, as if every moment wmuld 
show her some horrible sight. 

The storm had, nevertheless, abated considerably already. Tlie 
rain, it is true, continued to pour down in torrents, and an occasional 
flash of lightning still broke across the sky ; but it was dim, as if half 
extinguished by the deluge tlirough which it glared. The thunder 
followed, too, at a longer interval ; and each succeeding flash was at a 
greater and a greater lapse of time from the one that preceded it. 

Thus about an hour and a half passed away, during which the dif- 
ferent members of the falconing partj' amused themselves as they best 
miglit ; the groom talking to the falconers about the gallant hor?cs 
they had tied at the top of the hill, lamenting the fright and drench- 
ing they most have been exposed to, and expressing some apprehen- 
sion that the good gentlemen in green, who had hurried them away 
80 fast from the eliapel, might take advantage of their absence to 
carry off* their good horses, the worst of which, he declared, was w'orth 
fifty golden crowns of Flanders at the lowest computation. The fal- 
coners, on the other hand, who had taken care to bring away their 
birds with them, busied themselves actively in providing for the 
comfort of their hawks; and each administered to the falcon under 
his especial charge a small ball of choice medicaments, extracted from 
a pouch that every one carried by his side, in order to guard the 
stomachs of those noble fowls from any evil as a consequence' of 
storm. 

The- old gentleman, who might be considered — what we should call 
in the present day — the chapenHi of the party, stood by the side of 
the princess, and addressed to her, from time to time, with sweet 
unmeaning smiles and* courtly language, a variety of easy flowing 
sentences, very pleasant and harnionitms, but signifying nothing. 
Alice, on her part, generally remained silent and thoughtful, thoui^ 
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teeiDinsrly a little agitated, and perhaps not displeased, at the proba- 
bility of revisiting the castle of liannut. Sometimes she wpuhl sit by 
the side of the princess, and talk to her, with all the light gaiety of 
heB’Cliaracter ; but at others, she would fall into long pauses of deep 
and silent thought ; or would stand at the mouth of the Ciive, and 
■watch the diminishing rain and the storm as it passed away. Every 
minute it decreased in some degree ; and even tlie poor girl who had 
fallen from her horse, and who was clearly the most timid oi the 
whole party, began to look up, and to venture an occasional word to 
^hosc around her. 

At length, when the day was somewhat far advanced, a low whistle 
W'as heard at a considerable distance, w^as taken up by sonje one 
nearer, and then repeated from more than twenty places in tlie wood, 
till at last it sounded close by the rave. All then rclapiscd into pro- 
fomi'l silence; but at the end of abt)ut ten minutes more, a distant 
trampling sound was heard ; and, on looking forth from ll>e mouth of 
the cave, Alice perceived, wdiiding up from “the extrpme of the Valley, 
a gay cavalcade, consisting of a couple of horse litters, escorted by 
about iwcniy spearmen on horseback, bearing the colours of the Lord 
of liannut. 


CHAPTER XVIT. 

The sight of the approaching party was very acceptable to every one 
of tlie persons in the cave, w’ho were not a little tired of tlieir situa- 
tion, after having wailed for nearly two hours, w'atching the dying 
aw’ay of a thunder-storm, which, even then, left no belter proRi>ect 
tlian that the hard leaden clouds which had poured forth the light- 
ning, would soilcii into the showery liaze of an unsettled autumn 
niglit. « 

The troop, however, seemed to approach but slowly; every now 
and then pausing and lookinsr round the valley, as if doubtful of the 
exact jilnce to which their steps should be directed. At lengtli, Alice 
took ail impatient step out into the shower, and w’as followed by one 
of the falconers, who soon attracted the notice of the horsemen by one 
of the long and peculiar whoops practised in his vocation. The mo- 
ment after, a \ oung cavalier, iiabitcd in Ihs furs and embroideries 
wdiicli designated a man of noble rank in the county oi’ I’lnnders, 
dashed forward from the rest ; and the next instant Hugh dc Mortmar 
was hy tlie side of his fair Alice. 

A few words of explanation sg|fieed. A strange horseman, he said, 
wliom the warder described as bearing the appearance of one of the 
free compa-iiions who infested the country, liail given notice at the 
barbacaii of the castle, that the Princess Mary and train ^lere 
storm-stayed in that valley wdiicli in the forest bore the name (jf ‘‘The 
Valley of the Marsh and tliat, of course, he had instantly set out tc 
render servied and assistance. 

The young gentleman, then, ■with deep respect, tendered his aid to 
the princcbs. Mary and her attendants were soon placed in tlie Ut- 
ters, or mounted on the spare horses ; and, as it was^Hio late to think 
of returning to Tirlemont, the whole jiarry wound onward towards the 
castle oi Uannut. At the earnest request of the chief groom, how- 
ever, as the load by tlie chapel was not longer tUau that by which (lie 
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young noble had come, it was preferred in returning .to the ca3tle« in 
order to relieve the horses which had been left tied in the neighbour- 
hood ; and, choosing a longer but easier ascent than tli^t which had 
been trod so rapidly by the Vert Gallant some hours before, the 
princess was soon once more on the spot from which she had been 
carried in the thunder-storm. 

Tlie scene that she there beheld was not a little awful. Three of 
the walls of the chapel, indeed, remained, but that Avas all ; and the 
time-dried a^ood-work Avhich had supported the tall conical roof, now 
lay on what had once been the floor, still blackened and saioulilcring,* 
though the Arc which had been kindled by the lightning was well ni^ 
extinguished by the subsequent rain. The chapel itself, however, 
thougli it showed how terrible her own fate might have been, w’as not, 
perhaps, the most fearful object that the spot presented. The tall, 
majestic tree which had stood alone, a few yards in advance of the 
building, w'as rent to the very ground; and, amidst the shivered 
boughs and the yellow leaves with which they were qpvcrcd, lay mo- 
tionless the beautiful horse that had been tied there, with its strong 
and energetic limbs, but a few hours before full of wild life and noble 
Are, now cold and stiff; the wide expansive nostril,' small and col- 
lapsed, the clear eye, dim and leaden, iuid the proud liead cast power- 
less down the bank. There are few things show so substantially the 
mighty and awful power of death as to see a noble horse killed by 
some sudden accident. The moment before, it stands at the sublinc'est 
point of animal existence — as if the living principle were yielded to it 
in a greater share than to any other thing — and the next it is shape- 
less carrion. 

“Alas, the poor horse!” cried Mary, when her eyes fell upon the 
gallant beast lying stretched out beneath the tree : “ alas, the poor 
horse!” But, running along the chain of association, her mind 
speedily reverted to herself, and the fate she had so narrowly escaped; 
and, closing her eyes, while the litter was borne on, she spent a few 
moments in thankful pra.yer. 

The other horses, whie.h had been tied at a little distance to the 
east of the chapel, appeared to h.aA'^c broken their bridles from fear, 
and escaped. The trees under which they had been fastened remained 
iminjured by the storm, but no trace could be discovered of the ani- 
mals themselves. 

After the lapse of a few minutes spent in the search, the cavalcade 
moved on at a quicker pace ; and Mary of Burgundy soon observed, 
with a smile, that Hugh de Mortma^, though often at the side of the 
litter in which siie herself Avas placed, offering all those formal atten- 
tions which her rank and station required, was still more frequently 
in the neighbourhood of the one wliich followed, and which contained 
her fair attendant, Alice, alone. The young waiting-woman, who 
shared the princess's conA^eyance, remarked tlie particular attentions 
of the young lord also, iind commented on it with some acerbity; but 
her jealous anger was soon repressed by Mary’s sweet smile; and ere 
long the AA’hole cavalcade Avound through the barbacan and the manio 
fold gates of the castle of Ilannut. 

The retainers of the lord of the mansion, drawn up in the court- 
yards, received the heiress of Burgundy and Flanders vrith feudal 
leverence; and the old lord himself waited bareheaded to hand her 
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from the vehicle which had conveyed her thither. She was instantl 7 
conducted to the apartments which Alice of Imbercourt had inhabited 
durins: lier stay; and a part of the wardrobe which the fair prl had 
left behind, in the hope of a speedy return, now served, to replace the 
damp garments of the princess. 

On returning from the chamber where she had made this change of 
dress to the little sitting-room or bower— as it was called, in the castles 
of the nobility of that time — the princess found that supper hod been 
laid out for her there, rather than in the hall; but at the same time 
she percci’i ed, by the solitary cover which graced the table, while the 
Lonl of llannut and Hugh de Mortmar stood by to attend upon her, 
that she was to be served with all the formal state and ceremony of a 
sovereign princess. 

“ Nay, nay, my lord,” she said, as she remarked the fact ; “ I must 
not sudcT all this. While I api here 1 must have you consider me as 
a wandering demoiselle, whom you have delivered from danger and 
distress, and w'ith whose rank or station you are unacquainted. ' All, 
therefore, of noble blood, must sit and partake with me of my supper, 
or I partake not myself.” 

Tlic old Lord of Haniiiit, well knowing the formal ceremony main- 
tained at tlie court of Burgundy, especially during the previous reign, 
would fain have remonstrated; but kiary cut him short, laying her 
hand kindly and gently on t'ne old man’s arm, and saying, in a soft 
and 'Somewhat playful tone, **Must Mary of Burgundy command? 
Well, tlien, be it so: we command you, n)y lord, to forget from this 
moment that there is any one beneath your roof but a dear friend of 
your sw'ect niece, Alice. Btdieve me,” she added, more seriously, 
“that I know no greater enjoyment than to cast aside the trammels 
of state, and the cold weight of ceremony, and let my heart play free. 
To me, it is like what you, my lords, must have*felt in unbuckling 
your armour after a long day’s tournament.” 

Although the politeness ul That day was of the stately and rigid 
kind, which might have required the Lord of Hannut to press further 
the ceremonious respect he had been about to show, he had too much 
of the truer politeness df ihc heart not to yield at once to the princess’s 
wishes thus expressed. More covers were instantly laid upon the 
table ; and, assuming easily the station of host, in place of that of 
feudal subject, he treated his fair guests during supper with easy 
tourtesy, mingled, indeed, but not loaded, with respect. 

The tiiTip passed pleasantly, and many a varied strain of conversa- 
tion, regarding all tiiosc mat-tors which were interesting in that age, 
whiled tlip unnuves away. The common subjects, indeed, 

connected witn the state of society as it tlicn existed, arms, and love, 
and the hunting-held, the news of the day, and the gossip of the 
town, were the first things spoken of, as matter on which all could 
converse. But speedily, as each tried the othe.’s powers, and found 
that there were less ordinary topics on which they might communi- 
cate, the conversation turned to arts, to letters, and to the human 
mind. Hugh de Mortmar, whose travels through mdny lands had 
made him acquainted with things but scantily known even at the 
luxurious court of Burgundy, told of the efforts that Italy was then 
beginning to make to cast off the darkness wluch bad so long hung 
ever her states, described many a beautiful object which he had seen in 
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4he land of ancient arts, and rose into entliusiaain as Tie apoke of Medici^ 
and of all that his maimificent efforts were likely to restore to Italy. 

The newly-discovered art of pnnrinjj, too, was mentioned and die^ 
cussed, and surmises of what it mipht one time accomplish were 
■ventured on that oeciision which would astonish those tvho see them 
only partly realized even in the present day. But it wa«, perhaps, one 
of the wen!:npssos of that age to attribute great and mysterious powers 
to everything that was nowand unusual ; and, though clear and philo* 
Bophieal r(*a^oning guided the Lord of Hannut to some of his anticipa- 
tions in rcgjinl to printing, a vague degree of superstition, or perhaps 
it might Ix'tter he called mysticism, adde<1 not a little. It was an easy 
transitinn from cfinsidering what the mind could do, to consider what 
the mind of man even tlicn did ; and Alary, half fuarhil of offending, 
yet with her curiosity not a little excited, led the conversation to those 
dark and mysterious arts, in the study of which the Lord of I-Ianimt 
was supposed to pass the greater part of his time. Upon that branch 
of what were then called tlie dark sciences, which referred to the com- 
munication of mortal beings with the spiritual world, the old lord was 
profoundly silent; but in the accuracy and reality of the art by 
which man was then sujiposed to read his future fate, from the bright 
and mysterious orbs of heaven, he expressed his most deep aud sincere 
conviction. 

*‘Alany a long and weary night, many a deep and anxious thought, 
have 1 given,” ho said, “to the subject; and, nfter tlic study of marly 
forty years — after searching philosophy and ScTipture — after con- 
sulting tlie learned and tJie wise — 1 cannot doubt, madam, that the 
science which tlie Chaldee sheplierds studied and acquired in the 
plains of the cast has come down to us, though not in the degree of 
dear accuracy to which they had brought it. Our calculations are 
sometimes slightly wrong ; a day — a month — a year sometimes, too 
early or too late; but, on examination. T have always found that the 
error was in the imperfection of my own knowledge, not in a deceitful 
prognostication of the stars.’’ 

The mind of woman is naturally more bent toward superstition than 
that of man. Alary of Burgunily had beard iier father rave against 
astrologers as quacks and impostors, especially whenever their pre- 
dictions did not accord with liis own designs; but slie had beard him 
also express, on many an occasion, a desire for their counsel ; and even 
the abuse wliich ho shoivered upon them, had shown lior how much 
importance he attached to their predictions. Her belief, indeed, iu 
their skill was not untinged with doubt — more, indeed, tlian wsis usual 
in that age — but nevertheless it was still belief; and the calm and 
serious assurances of a man so famous for his wisdom and his skill as 
the Lord of Hannut, raised that belici; for tlie time, to certainty. 

“I wisli,” she replied with a smile, in answer to what lie had last 
said, “I wish that I had here noted down the exact day, and hour, and 
minute of my birth, that 1 might ask you, my lurd^ to give me soma 
msight into my future fate.” 

**WeTe such really your wishes, lady,” answered the old nobleman, 
"your desire might soon be gratified. 'Foo much interest Inive I ever 
felt iu the house of Burgundy, not to obtain every particle of informi^ 
tion necessary to discover exactly, as far as human science con reacbi 
fhe destinies and fkte of each child of tliat race.” 



ItABT OF BUBOUllDYt 


m 

•Indeed 1" exclaimed Mary ; “ and can you, then, calculate for me^ 
with any degree of accuracy, the lot tliat is likely to befall me in life?” 
and her eyes, as she spoke, turned with a j^lance of inquiring; interest 
towards Alice of Imbetcourt, as if for confirmation of her belief in the 
old lord’s skill. 

**I can do more, lady,” said the Lord of Hannut: ”I can show you 
a pajre where the whole is already written. While you were yet in 
the cradle, the interest which every one takes in those who are destined 
to rule nations, led me to draw tlie scheme of your nativitj^ and to 
learn every tliinj? concerning; your part in the future, whiclf human 
science could discover. At the same time, the famous Antliony of 
Palermo sofiarately undertook the •'umc task ; and, after mature de- 
liberation, thoiijih at the distance of many hundred miles, each sent to 
the other a transcript of the rcsnlt. The difference between our calcu- 
lations was so slight as scarcely to merit the name; and I cun now 
pLace before your eyes tl^e two combined. I pledge my word to you, 
that more than eighteen years have elapsed since, those calculations 
were made; and from the past, which you cannot doubt, you shall 
learn to jud.ge of the future. Do you desire to see it?’* 

Mary turned somewhat pale, and paused ere she replied; but nt 
lencrtli she ans-.vered, “I do ; and thank you, sir.** 

“The book in which that eventfid page is written,** said theXiOrd of 
Hannut, “ miisSt never leave the chamber where it has been so long 
preserved; and I can hut suffer one person to accompany you to its 
perusal. Choose, then, lady! who shall it be?'* 

“Alice,” said the princess, “will you go with me?** 

“AVillmgly, willingly,” replied the lively girl, “if my uncle proraiaei 
beforehand to call up no spirits to terrify us out of our senses.” 

“Let rne boseccli you not logo, madam,” exclaimed the old cavalier 
who had accompanied them thitlicr: “I never yet did know any one 
who attempted to pry into the hidden secrets of fafe, who did not bit- 
terly repent it.** 

“ Ma lam,” said the Lord of hlannut, “ follow, I entreat, your own 
judgment alone. I urge you not to read nor to forbear ; yet, as far as 
my memory serves me, you may read without much apiirehcnsion; 
for though you may have many a painful scene yet to go tliroiigU— 
as who ill life has not? — stilf there will be bright days and many, 
before the end.” 

“I will go, my lord,” replied Mary, “Come, Alice, lend me your 
arm. My lord, I will follow you.** 

“ITo, without, there I a light! a light!** exclaimed the Lord of 
Hannut. “Pause yet a moment, hidy. The sun is down, and the dim 
and narrow passages of tliis building are not to be tn>d by a stranger 
without more light than you twilight sky will now aff’ord. Bear a 
torch to the end of the gallery, Roger,** he added, speaking to a tall old 
man, who appeared at liis summons. “ Now, madam, permit me to 
lead you on.” 

Thus spealcing, he took the hand of the princess reverently in hit 
own,' and led her from the chamber, followed by Alice ef ImbercourU 
The next moment, Mary found herself in a long g^lery, jiicrced by 
many wiiulows turned to the westward, through which might be seen 
the fiery streaks left by the setting sun upon the verge of the stormy 
dgr. Udauilbid doors opened opposite to theso windows, and Idtweeii 
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the apertures the effigies of many a warrior frowned in steel, while the 
red glare of the sunset flashed upon the polished armour, as each suit 
stood supported by its w^ooden figure, giving to all the prominent 
points a bloody hue, akin to the associations that the sight of those 
implements of war culled up. At the end of this long corridor was a wide 
archway, at which, ere Mary had paced half the length of the gallery, 
a figure took its place, bearing a lighted torch; and though the whole 
arrangement of the building was, in that ago, more common, and con- 
sequentW appeared less glo(.niy, than it would seem at present, still 
there Was an aspect of solemn grandeur about it, that raised, and yet 
saddencMl, the feelings of Mary of Burgundy, as she advanced in the 
firm belief that she was about to see the scliemeof her future life laid 
open b(iforc her eyes. 

Passing through the archway, with the torch-bearer preceding 
them, the old lord and his two fair companions wound round the 
greater part of the building, in order to reach the apartment in which 
he pursued his studies, without passing through the common hall ; 
and as they swept along the dark and narrow passages, with the 
torch-light flashing on the rude and mouldered stone, the sense of 
awe and expectation increased in the bosom of the princess al- 
most to the height of pain. Alice, too, fell it, and was profoundly 
silent ; and when at length they entered the chamber, in which the 
lonely hours of a long life had been spent in solitary and mysterious 
study, she gazed around her with a glance of curiosity and appre- 
hension, which clearly showed that she herself hnd never set her foot 
within its walls before. The silver lamp hung lighted from the roof; 
and the attendant with his torch drew back to let them pass, care- 
fully avoiding, however, to set his foot across the threshold. 

Mary’s heart beat quick ; and she now- began to ask herself whe- 
ther she had any right to unveil tliat awful future over which the 
Almighty has cast so profound a shadow? What was she about to 
do ? To learn licr fate, without the possibility of changing it ; to ac- 
quire a knowledge of each event that was to happen, without the 
power of avoiding or ruling it as it arose ; to mark every danger 
while yet it lay in the womb of the future ; to foreknow every pang 
while yet it was far distant ; to sip the cup of agony and fear, drop 
by drop, long before fate compelled her to the draught ; and to make 
each day miserable with the certainty of the morrow’s sorrow. 

While such thoughts passed through her mind, the old noble took 
down one of the large volumes from the cabinet, and unfastening the 
golden clasps with which it was bound, he laid it on the desk beneath 
the lamp. “ Madam,” he said, ”you wished to know the fate of your 
future years ; it is now before you. Event by event I have marked 
tlie current of the past, and I have found no error yet in what is there 
written. Bead, then, if you will, and with full confidence ; for as 
aure as that we all live, and that we all must die, every turn of your 
coming existence is there, written down.” 

Mary took a step or two towards the book, laid her fair hand upon 
the yellow leaves, then paused, and gazed upwards for a moment. 

No !” she exclaimed at length, no, it is wiser, it is better as it is I 
Most merciful was the decree of the Most High, that veiled the fu- 
ture in uncertainty. Forgive me, God, that 1 have sought to pry be- 
lyond the limits that thou ihysclf hast set ! No, no I IvUlnotreadl” 
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^So faying, she drew hastily hack, as if afraid of her own detenninar 
tion, cast open the door, and quitted the apartment 

The Lord of Hannut followed, in some surprise. "Madam,” he 
said, as he olTcred his hand to guide the princess through the pas* 
sages, which the want of the torch now rendered totally dark, “ I 
will not say you have done wrong ; but you have, 1 own, surprised 
me.” 

"My lord,” replied the princes^ “I feel that I have done right, and 
have not suffered curiosity to triumph over reason. At least,” she 
added, with a smile, “ you can say there is one woman in the world, 
who, when the book of destiny was laid open before her, refused to 
read !” 

" It is, indeed, a wonder which may well be noted down,” replied 
the old nobleriian ; “ but, I believe, we have left another behind who 
may not have the same prudence, Alice.” He added aloud, “ Alice ! 
beware I Close tlie door, fair niece,'* he added, as the young lady fol* 
lowed ; and having seen that it was fastened, he led the way hack to 
the apartments wliich the princess was to occupy for the night. 

The party they now rejoined were, as may be naturally supposed, 
full of curiosity, wliich, hoM-ever much restrained by respect, was suf- 
ficiently apparent ; and Mary, whose spirits had risen since her de- 
termination had been formed, told them at once, with gay good 
humour, that she had been afraid to read ; ” and therefore,” she said, 
I can teU you nothing of the future ; for, thank God I 1 know no- 
thing,** 

"I am happy then, madam,” said Hugh de Mortmar, "that I can 
tell you something of the present, which may make up for the disap- 
pointment ; and what I can tell you is good. A messenger has ar- 
rived during your brief absence, bringing news from Lorraine. My 
lord your lather is, as you doubtless know, in the field, and notwith- 
standing the checks of Granson and Morat, has ^ army in better 
condition than ever. Of all this you are aware: but now you will be 
glad to hear that Rcgnier of Lorraine, and all his Switzers, have fled 
bt‘forc tlic duke, across the Moselle; that Dieulc wart, Pont a Mou- 
dion, and Pont, have surrendered to Burgundy ; and that the gene- 
ral of the enemy has lel’t his army, and retired to Germany.** 

Such tidings in regard to the present banished the thoughts of tho 
future, wliicli tlie preceding events had called up; and the messen- 
ger, being suimnoned to tlie prebcnce of the princess, repeated the 
joyful news he had brought, in a more circumstantial manner; and 
added, tlic still more important information, in Mary’s eyes, that her 
father was in good health, and hjwl totally shaken off' the lethargy of 
grief into whidi the defeat at Morat had tlirown him for many weeks. 

Thus passed the evening of the princess's stay in the castle of 
Hannut ; and early the next morning, escorted by Hugh de Mortmar 
and a large body of armed retainers, as w’dl as a party of her owu 
attendants, who had arrived froni Tirlemont, she passed through the 
forest, and proceeded on the vi^^itation which she was making to 
various cities in the county of Flanders. 

In each and nil she was received with loud gnd joyful acclamations; 
for as both Philip of Comrnines and good John Molinet observed of 
their countrymen, the Flemings, they always adored the heirs of tho 
oounty till they were invested with real authority : but from the mo- 
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ment the 7 sricecedcd to the sovereignty, they bccnme ohiects ot as 
much detestation and abuse, as tliey before were of love ami applause 
Tims, as she proj^ressed throu^rh the land, Mary fondly fancied that 
the Fleminpfs had been a people greatly traduced, and believed that 
their hearts and best M'ishes would surely follow a mild and just 
government. That such, and under all circumstances and in every 
time, should be the character of her own sway, she firmly resolved ; 
and she ^ returned to Ghent, convinced that peace, gociid will, and 
union of pur[)Osc, would ever reign between her and the honest com- 
mons of Flanders. 


CHAPTER XVIU. 

We must make our narrative of the events which took place in Ghent, 
precede the arrival of the princess in that city by a f(*w day.s, as her 
arrival di(i not take place till the evening of the lOlh of January, 
1477 ; and it may be necessary to mark particularl 3 ’^ some circum- 
stances which occurred on the 8ih of that month : premising, how- 
ever, that the local government had been left in the hands of the Lord 
of Imhercourt during her absence. 

The weiie to which wo wish to introduce the reader, is a small, 
dark chamber, in one of the largest mercantile houses in Ghent, but 
far removed from the warehouse or the shop, and fitted up with 
a degree of luxury and clcgjince only known in Europe, at that time, 
amongst the great ric^nifh or Venetian merdiants. Tlie walls wTre 
hung wdtli rich tapestry ; carpets of the same fabric covered the floor. 
Silver lami)s and small round mirrors, then one of the most costly 
articles of furniture, hung aroniul ; and in short, the whole interior 
of the room presented an aspect of wealth and comfort npt to be ex- 
ceeded by anything of modern da^'S. 

At the time 1 speak of, however, various circumstances combined 
to slum that the apartment was the abode of sorrow'. Only one of the 
lamps was lighted. The cloak and bonnet of a citizen of the time 
were cast recklessly ou the ground, no;u* the door. A small dagger 
lay upon the table ; and, in a scat before it, with his eyes buried in 
his hands, and his body shaken wdth convulsive sobs, sat the little 
dniggist. Ganay, di.splaying that sort of dejected d]HjnTa.y of dress, 
and careless fall of the limbs, which denotes so strongly that despair 
has mastered the citadel of hope in the human heart. 

From time to time, the sighs and groans -wliich struggled from his 
bosom gave way fo momentary exclamations: sometimes loud and 
fierce, sometimes muttered and low, ** Jle w^as iny son,” he would 
excliiim, "ay, notwithstanding all, he was luy son! , He liad robbed 
me, it i:3 true — taken my gold — resisted iny authority' — scofii'd at niy 
rebuke— but still my blood poured through his veins: and to die such 
a death — by the common hangman! like a dog! to hang over the gate 
cf the city, for the ravens to eat him, like the carrion of a horse!” 
and once more, he gave way to tears and gro:ins. 

Tlien again he would exclaim — "The fiends! the incarnate fiends ! 
to slaughter my poor boy like a wolf : to refuse prayers, entreaties, 
gold: Can they be fathers? Out upon them, cold-hearted tigers! he 
has done no more than many a man has done. What though the 
woman was .wronged? what though her brother was slain' in the 
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#ffray? Do not these proud nobles do worse every day? Besides, 
she sliould have had i^old* oceans oft gold ; but now I will have revenge 
— ^detp, bitter, insatijible revenge!” and he shook his thin bony hand 
in the air, wiiile the fire of hell itself seemed gleaming from the bottom 
of his small dark eyes. 

At that moment thegre was a noise heard without; and the voices 
of two persons in some degree of contention, as if the one strove to 
prevent the other from entering, sonnded along the passage. 

“Out of my way!” cried the one, in a harsh, sharp, grating teme; 
“I tell you, boy, 1 must enter: I have business with your master. I 
enter everywhere, at all times and seasons.” 

“But don’t you know, sir, what has happened?” cried the other 
voice ; “ my master is in great affliction, and bade us deny sight of 
him to every one,” 

“ I know all about it, much better than you do, lad,” replied the 
first. “ Out of my way, I say, or I will knock your head against the 
wall.” 

'The little druggist had started up at the first sounds: and, after 
gazing upon the door fiTr a moment, with the fierce intensity of the 
tiger Aviilchiug his victim before the spring, he seemed to recognise 
the voice of the speaker who sought to force his way in ; and, snatching 
the dagger liastily from the table, he placed it in his bosom, wiped 
away the marks of tears^from his eyes, and then cast himself back 
again in his scat. 

Almost' at the same moment the door opened, and Maillotin du Bac, 
the Prevot of the Duke of Burgundy, appeared, together with a lad, 
who seemed to be a serving boy of the druggist’s. The Prevot was 
habited in a difiereut manner, on the present occasion, fiom that iu 
which we Iiua'c before depicted him. lie was no longer either clad in 
armsj lus he had apiieared at the castle of Ilannut, nor wra])pcd in* 
bandages, as he had shown himself before the council. Ilis dress was 
now a rich and costly suit of fine cloth, splendidly embroidered, to- 
gether with a bonnet of tlie same colour, in which, as wrns then very 
cuslomary amongst the nobles, he wore the brush of a fox, slightly 
droofiing on one side, as it may sometimes be seen in the cap of the 
successful liunter of the present day. Over his more gaudy appjirel, 
however, he had east a long black cloak, bordered with sable, which 
he yirobably used, in general, on occasions of mourning. 

“'rins perMin will have entrance,” said the youth wdio accom- 
panii‘d liim, addressing the little druggist, “notwithstanding all I can 
do to [irevent liim.” ^ 

“Hinder him not,” replied Ganay; “but shut the door, and get 
tboo gone.” 

The boy readily obe3^ed the order he received; and Maillotin du 
Bac, advancing into the room, saluted tlio druggist witJi some degree 
of formal courtesy ,*not uiimixed with that solemnity of aspect wiiere* 
with men do reverence to griefs they pcisonally feel but little. 

“ Health and better cheer to you, Ma.'^ter Ganay !” he said, taking 
a seat close by the drnggi.st; “health and better clieor to 3"Oul Tliifl 
is a sad business, indeed, and I wish to talk over it with you.” 

The dr^ggi^t eyed him for a moment or two in bitter silence, wrhUe 
his heavy eyebrow's w'ere drawm tiJgetliur till they met, and almoak 
concealed the small piercing eyes beneath. 
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“You are kind, Sir Prevot,” he said, in a sneering tone; “you are 
nighty kind ; hut let rae tell you, 4 ithat were it not that I hear there 
has been something strange-^I know not whether to say friendly — 
in the conduct that you have pursued through all that is gone, I would 
soon show you how a man deserves to be treated, who forces himself 
upon a father on the day of his son *8 death.” ^ 

“ Why now, Master Ganay, I can bear with you a great deal,” re- 
plied the Trcvot ; “ and therefore say what you will, 1 shall not he 
offended : but you very well know, that I would not myself, nor would 
I suffer any of my men to have anything to do with this bad business, 
either in regard to the arrest or the execution.” 

“ Murder! call it murder I” cried the druggist, grasping the arm of 
his cliair, with a convulsive motion of his hand. 

“AVell, murder be it,” replied the Prevot; “though they say they 
did it all by law. But, however, I did not choose to have anything 
to do with it; not alone from considering the right or wrong of 
the matter, but because I had a regard for yourself and that there 
are two or three little feelings in common between us.” 

“Ay, indeed!” cried the druggist; “and what may they he?” 

Maillotin du Bac laid his large, strong, bony hand upon the arm of 
the druggist, and fixing his keen hawk-like eyes upon hi| face, re- 
plied — “ First and foremost, hatred to Imbcrcourt.” 

“ Ila !” exclaimed the druggist, almost starting from his seat ; 
“how knew you that 1 hated him ? — at least, before this last dark 
deed?” 

“ Because,” replied Maillotin du Bac, “ some ten years ago, w'hen 
the people of Ghent were pressing boldly round the duke, and shout- 
ing for ihcir privileges, I saw this Imbercourt give a contemptuous 
buffet to a man who had caught him by ihc robe. Do you remember 
Buch a thing? The man was a rich druggist of Ghent; and in his 
first fury he got a knife half way out of his bosom — not unlike that 
which lies in your own. Master Ganay; hut a moment after he put it 
up again, as he saw the duke’s horsemen riding down ; and, with a 
smootli face and pleasant smile, said to the man who had struck him, 
*We shall meet again, fair sir.’” 

“Ay, and we have met again: hut bow? hut how?” cried the 
druggist, grasping the arm of the Prevot tight as he spoke ; “how 
have we met again? Not as it should have been — for vengeance on 
tlic insolent oppressor: no; but to go upon niy knees before him, to 
humble myself to the very dust, to drop my tears at his feet, to be- 
seech him to spare tny cliild’s life.” 

“And ho spurned you away from him, of course?” replied Maillo- 
tin du Bac, eagerly. 

“No, no,” answered the druggist ; "no, no, he did not spurn me, 
.hut he did worse; he pretended to pity me. He declared that what 1 
asked was not in his power, that he had not pi^nounced the sen- 
tence, tliut It w'as the cschcvins of the city, and that he had no right 
nor autliority to reverse the judgment. Oh ! that I should have been 
the cursed idiot to have humbled myself helbre him — to be pitied, to 
he commiserated by him whose bullet was still burning on my Check 
— ^to he called, poor man! unhappy father! — to be prayed to £ake 
some wine, as if I had not the therewithal to buy it for myself. 
Out upon tlicm all ! Eternal curses light upon their heads, and aink 
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them all to ftull!” and as he spoke, the unhappy man gave way 
to one of those fearful fits of wrath which had divided his mo- 
ments during the whole of that day, with grief as bitter and un- 
availing. 

Maillotin du Bac let the first gust of passion have its way, with 
that sort of calm indifferent management of the other’s grief which 
showed how familiar his ruthless office had rendered him with every 
expression of human misery and despair. “Ay,” ho said, after 
the tempest had in some degree passed, “it was Just like 'him; a 
cold calculating person enough he is, and was, and always will be! 
Much should 1 like to hear, though, how it happened that he had no 
power to 
wlien he 

“He said not! he said not!” cried the druggist, eagerly; “and if 
he lied, with a father’s tears dewing his feet, a father’s agony before 
his eyes, he has purchased a place for himself as deep as Judas in the 
fiery abyss— if there be such a place, at least, as monks would hav6 
us believe: would it were true, for his sake!” 

“But why did you not pray him,” demanded the Prevot, "to stay 
the execution till the return of the princess herself? She would 
liave granted you an easy pardon, and your boy’s life might have 
been saved.” 

“I did, I did,” replied the unhappy father; “I did pray — I did be- 
seech for A day — for an hour, but he would not listen to me. He said 
that the circumstances of the case would not justify such an action ; that 
the proofs were clear and undoubted; that he — lie, my poor luckless 
boy — ^had committed an offence heinous in the eyes of God and man; 
that he had outraged a defenceless woman, and slain a fellow-crca- 
turo tojescape from the punishment of iihe crime he had committed! 
Oh ! may the time come that he himself may plead for mercy to ears 
jis deaf and inexorable i Mark me, Sir Prevot, mark me! men say 
lightly that they would 'give a right hand for some trifling nothing 
that they covet in this world : some rare jewel, or some painted hood, 
or some prancing horse; hut I would lay down both these old hands, 
and bid the hangman strike them off, aye, with a smile, for but one 
hour of sweet revenge.” 

“ If such be the case — ” replied l^iiaillotm du Bac, in his usual com- 
mon-place tone. 

“If such be the case?” exclaimed the other, starting up with a 
new and violent passion: “if such be the case? I tell thee it is,' 
man! Why came you here? What do you want with me? Be- 
ware how you urge a desperate man! What seek you? What 
offer you ? Do you come to give me revenge ? If me no ifs. Sir I^e- 
vot; come you to give revenge?” 

“I do!” replied^ tl^e Prevot, who had been waiting till the other 
had run out his hasty exclamations; “I do, Master Ganay, if ^u 
can recover your cool tranquillity, and ar^e some difficult points 
with me, not forgetting the calm policy with which, 1 have heard, 
that you can bend some of your young and inexperienced comrades to 
your purpose. But recollect yourself — but be determined, c»l- 

Iccted. and shrewd, and you shall have revenge ^As I am a living 

man!’* he added, seeing the druggist’s eyes fix upon him with a look 
of stem inquiry. 2 


grant pardon. Did not the princess give him full authority 
went ?” 
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"Then I ai^ calm!” answered the old man, "as calm as the dead, i 
I seek but that one thing— reven^ ! Thou sayest true, Sir Prevot; ^ 
I have been moved, far too much moved. I, who am wont to stir the 
minds of others, while I keep my own as tranquil as a still lake, I 
should not have yielded to such mad despair, but should only have 
thought how I might repay the mighty debts I owe to some l)eIow 
the moon. Pardon me, and forget what you have seen ; but you 
have never lost a child : you have never seen your only one given to 
the butchers. But I am calm, as 1 said, quite calm ; and 1 will be 
calmer still. Ho, boy! without there!” and rising from the table, he 
threw open the door, and rang a small silver hand bell wliieh stood 
beside him, in answer to the tones of wliicli, the boy who had before 
presented hira'^elf, re>appearcd. ^ 

“Bring me,” said the druggist, “that small box of the precious * 
juice of the Thebaid, which the Venetian merchants sent me, so pure 
and unadulterated. Let us be silent till it comes,” he added, speak- 
ing to the Prevot ; “ it will soon quiet all but the settled purpose. 

I marvel lliat I thought not of its virtues before.” 

The boy returned speedily, bringing a small box of sanders wood, in 
which, wrapped in innumerable covers to preserve its virtues, was a 
quantity of pure opium, from the mass of which the druggist pinched 
off a small portion, and swallowed it, much to the surprise of Maillo- 
iin du Bac, who held all drugs in sovereign abhorrence. However 
violent might be his passions, Ganay, by the influence of a powerful 
mind, had acquired such complete command over them, in all ordi- 
nary circumstances, that seldom, if ever, had they cast offliis control 
in the course of life. On the present occasion, indeed, despair and 
mental agony hod conquered all for a time ; but, even l^ore he had 
■wallowed the opium, he had recovered his rule ; and, sp(\dily, as 
that great narcotic began to exercise its soothing influence upon the 
irritated fibres of his corporeal frame, the mind acquired still gn^atCT 
aacendency, aud he felt no little shame and contempt lor hin^eif, on 
account of the weak burst of frenzied violence to which he had given 
way in the presence of the Prevot. 

He was too politic, however, when he had regained liis self-com- 
mand, to show that he did contemn the feelings to which he had given 
way, and he at once prepared to play with Maillotin du Bac the ^ame *i 
shrC'.'d and artificial part which he had laid down as the general rule . 
of his behaviour towards mankind. 

The two were fairly matclied ; for the Prevot was one of those, in * 
whom, a sort of natural instinct as well as the continual habit of ob- 
servation, leads to the clear perception of other men’s motiv(‘s, espe- 
cially where they strive to conceal themselves amongst tbc dark and 
tortuous paths of policy. He was, certainly, sometimes wrong in his 
calculations, but was not often so ; and, in the present instance, by 
placing himself exactly in the situation of the druggist, and conceiv- 
ing what would have been his own feelings under su^h circumstances, 
with a little allowauce for the difference of character, he arrived at a 
Teiy , correct conclusion, in regard to the designs and the wishes of his 
oompanion, as well as to the obstacles which might impede them from ^ 
acting together. 

One great di6Sculty, indeed, would have lain in his way on al- 
most any other occasion; for so accustomed was he both tp see 
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0f9iEerfl attempt to deceive and to decdve others himself in 
return, that he could scarcely deal straight-fopwardly -with any one. 
As he was now perfectly sincere, however, in his desire of aiding 
the druggist's revenge, or rather of accomplishing his own through 
that of Ganay, he could afford to be candid on tlie present occa- 
sion. All that obstructed their cordial co-operation arose in those 
doubts and fears of each other, which all villains, however bold, must 
naturally feel on leaguing themselves together for an evil purpose ; 
and such doubts and fears were undoubtedly felt strongly by the fre- 
Tot and his companion. 

Kevertheless, these difficulties were to be got over. The jealousies 
and suspicions were soon very frankly avowed ; for as each — 
with certain modifications — considered cunning or shrewdness as trae 
height of human wisdom, and, consequently, of human virtue, vanity 
itself naturally taught them to display rather thdn to conceal the 
prudent circumspection, with which they guarded against any danger 
from each other. 

We cannot htere detail the whole conversation that ensued; but, in 
the first instance, the druggist made himself master of all the circum- 
stances which acted as incentives to reyenge, in the mind of Maillotin 
du Bac, against the Lord of Imbercourt, hrfore he committed liimself 
further. By many a keen question, ho induced him to unveil, step 
by step, the manner in which, through many years, that nobleman 
had thwarted his designs, and incurred his displeasure; how he had 
cut him off from reward and honour, where he had striven for it by 
dishonourable means ; how he Isad defended the innocent against his 
persecution; how he had sternly overturned many of his best laid 
schemes, and exposed some of his most subtle contrivances, hrom a 
period long before, up to the day on which his te^imony h^ freed 
Albert Maurice from the effects of the Prevot’s vindictive hatred. 
Had there been one defect in the diain — ^had not the motive for ven- 
, gcance been clear and evident — the doubts of the druggist might 
have remained unshaken, and he might have conceived that M^lotin 
du Bac had visit' d him as a spy, with the design of l)etraying the 
schemes of vengeance which his incautious indignation might breathe, 
to the cars of those who had refused mercy to his child. But the 
^ Prevot, appreciating and revering his suspicions, recapitulated every 
event with cool, hitter exactness, and dwelt upon the various circum- 
stances with a pn?c'ision that showed liow deeply they were impressed 
upon his memory. He added, too, a slight glimpse of interested 
motives, by showing how Imbercourt had stood in the way of his 
advancement, and how he might he profited in his own office if that 
nobleman were removed, by any means, from the councils of Burgundy. 

The impression thus left upon the mind of the burgher — and it was 
a oorreefcone — was, that there w'as a long store of treasured hatred 
in the mindtOf the Prevot towards this statesman, imbercourt, aggra- 
^ vated by thwarted ambition and avarice; and that he had teat^ed 
that point at which he was ready to run coosidereihle risks for the 
gratification of his Tengeonce and the promotion of his interest. As 
to any moral sentiment standing in the way, it was ah ohjeclion which 
ndther the Prevot nor fhar" druggist ever dreamed of. Thoiseweie 
ties from which each folt that the other iras free^ and therefoarei11l0f 
were never taken into oonsideratiQa. 
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After a long conv^&tion had brought them to this mutual state # 
of good understandiog, and after the druggist had pretty plainly 
pointed out that, before proceeding with any of the deeper and more 
intricate schemes, which might place the life of each in the power of 
the other, he should expect that the Prevot would join with him in 
some act which, though less dangerous, would give him a hold upon 
that ofScer, that at present he did not possess, he went on with the 
calmness of intense but subdued feelings. 

“ By the sentence of the eschevins,” he said, in a low, quiet tone, 
which was, perhaps, more impressive than even his former bursts of 
passion; “by the sentence of the eschevins, Sir Prevot, Jihe body— 
you understand me — the body is to hang in chains over the Ypres 
gatGy^ill such time as it is consumed by the wind, and the rain, and 
the foul birds of prey; will it not be sweet for a fatlier's eyes to be- 
hold such a sight every time that he rides forth from his own house?” 

“Why, truly no, Master Ganay," replied Maillotin du Bac; “good 
faith, you must take some other road.” 

“Ay; but would it not be a matter of triumph, rather than 
flhamc,” asked the druggist, “ if I could ride through that gate, and 
find the body gone? In a word, would it not be proud to show these 
paltry tyrants that even now ihey cannot work all their will? What I 
do you not imderstand me yet? I would have my son’s head laid in 
the calm ground, man ; I would have the body of the thing I loved 
removed from the place of horror and of shame. What say you? can 
it be done?” 

“I understand you now,” answered the Prevot: “let mo but think 
a moment, Master Ganay: let me but think a moment. It can 1^ 
done — ay, it can be done: but I should think it mattered little to 
one of your firm mind. The body will rot as soon in the holiest 
ground that ever priest or bishop blest, as in the wide unholy air.” 

“Do 1 not know that?” demanded Ganay, with a curling lip. 
“Think you that I ever dream of angels or devils, or all the absurd 
facies that monks and priestly, quacks have built up, on the wild 
vision of an hereafter? No, no ! but I would fain disappoint the 
tyrants, and teach them that they cannot do all. i would fain, too, 
remove the memento of my house’s shame from before the eyes of 
my fellow-citizens. Can it be done, I say?” 

“It can — ^it can!” replied Maillotin du Bac; “and, tfipleaso you, 
it shdl be done. Hie you away straight to the churchyard of the 
Minnims, with some one you can trust bearing pickaxe and shovel. 
Use my name, and the porter will soon let yon in. Wait there till 1 
come, and busy the man you take with you in digging a trench. Be 
quick: for it will take long. 1 go upon vzy errand, and 1 will be 
&ere in about two hours. After this, Master Ganay, I tliink we may 
trust each other. So we will meet again to-morrow night, at liiis 
h^; and, if I mistake not, we will soon find means to crush the 
viper that has stung us both ” 

The druggist replied not a word, but wrung the hand that the 
prevot had given him hard in his own, and suffered him to depart. ' 

It were needless to trace fiirther the proceedings of that uigh^ or ^ 
to give any more detailed explanations in regard to the events just 
mentioned, than to say, that early the following mormng a party of 
f h i^ to n and women assembled b^ore the Tpzes gate, to gaae— 'Witii 
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^ thftt fondness fbr sixange and fearf^ sights which often charaeterisef 
that age and that sex — ^upon the body of young Karl Ganay, the xidi 
dmggisl^s son, who, after a short course of wild profligacy and 
had been hanged for murder the day before. However much they 
might expect to have their wonder excited, it was so in a greater 
degree, though in a different manner from that which they antici- 
pated. There, on the projecting beam from which the unhappy 
young man had been suspended, hung, indeed, the rope which had 
terminated his existence, and the chains which marked the additional 
turpitude of his offence; but the body itself was no longer there; and 
the tidings of what had occurred soon spread through the city. 

Strict search was immediately, instituted. Hie eschevins, and 
other officers appointed by the Duke of Burgundy, were furious at 
their authority b^ing set at nought, and both held out threats and 
offered rewards for the discovery of the body. But it wassail in vain: 
and while some of the more malevolent — remembering the course of 
young Ganay’s life, and into the hands of what Being it liad appear^ 
likely to cast him in the end — accounted for the disappearance of 
liis body, by supposing that the great enemy of mankind had carried 
it off as his due; others, more charitable, but not less superstiltlsius, 
chose to believe that the father, by somb drugs only knbwn to him- 
self, had found means to resuscitate' his son, and had sent him away 
to some distant land, where his crimes and their punishment were 
equally unknown. 

This version of the affair, indeed, obtained by far the most numerous 
body of supporters ; and the tale, swollen and disfigured by tradition, 
is still to be heard at the firesides of the citizens of Ghent. 


<5haptee XIX. 

• 

Other matters of inpre general interest occurred soon ailer the 
events we have narrated in the last chapter, and imperatively called 
the attention of the citizens of Ghent from the unhappy druggist and 
Ills son. Strange rumours of a battle fought and lost beneath the 
walls of Nancy, circulated in the good town during ‘the evening of 
the ninth of January. No one, however, could trace them to their 
source. No messenger had arrived in the* city from the army of the 
Duke of Burgundy; and the wise and prudent amongst the citizens, 
after a few inquiries concerning the authority on which these 'cporta 
rested, rejected them as false and malicious. 

They were borne, however, in the evening, by Maillotin du Bac, to 
the cars of the druggist Ganay ; and the chance of such an event was 
eagerly canvassed between them, as well as the course of action to be 
pursued in case the tidings should prove true; which, as they calcu- 
lated all tlm probabilities, and suffered their wishes in some degree 
to lead their judgments, they gradually persuaded themselves was 
even more than likely. 

Long and anxious were their dellherations ; and it was verging fast 
towards the hour of three in the morning when the Prevot left the 
dwelling of the rich merchant. It was a clear, frosty night, with t|m 
bright small stars twinkling in thousands through a sky from whi<^ 
erezy drop of vapour and moisture seemed frozen away by the inteiw 
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oold. The world was all asleep; aad the sound of a footfaH i& tlie , 
Ttcani streets was enougli to make even the joumeyer himself start 
at the noise his step produced, so still and silent was the whole scene. 
The sinking moon, though she still silvered over with her beams the 
fiK>st*work on the high roofs of the various buildings, and poured a 
flood of mellow splendour down^tbe long streets that led to the west- 
ward, cast the broad shadows of the principal buildings completely 
over hU the other parts of the town, leaving no light but that which 
was diflused through the whole air by the general brightness of the 
sky, and its glistening reflection from the tiiin film of ice upon the 
canals. 

There is always something sublime and touching in the aspect of a 
large ^ity sleeping calmly in the moonlight of a clear quiet night, with 
all its congregated thousands) reposing beneath tljc good providence of 
God. But the mind of Maillotin du Bac: had reached that kind of ob- 
duracy at which the sweetest or the most solemn, the most refreshing 
or the most awful, of the pages in Nature’s great monitory book are 
equally unheeded. Wrapping his cloak round him, to ^ard against 
the cold, he walked on, close to the houses, and turned into the first 
small narrow alley that ho found, in order that no watcliful eye, if 
such existed, might trace him from the house of the druggist. Thence, 
again deviating into one of those lateral streets thst lead along by the 
side of the principal ones, he continued his course over the stones, 
rendered black and slippc^ry by the intense frost. 

All was still. Not a sound fell upon the car, except evc^y now and 
then the distant crowing of a cock heard tlirough the clear air from 
the country beyond the walls. After a little, however, as the I’revot 
walked on, he caught the tramp of a horse’s feet sounding afar ofl; 
and, ill a few minutes, the challenge of the sentries at the Alost gate, 
the clang of the portcullis, the fall of the drawbridge*, a brief murmureil 
con^sation at the gate, and tlu n again ihc sound of the horse’s feet 
advancing, at the slow pace which the state of the pavement rendered 
necessary, down the principal stieet. All this he heard clearly and 
distinctly; for the sound must have been small, indeed, \iiiKh, in the 
calm still winter air of the night, did not reach his practised car. 

He was now too far from the house of the druggist for Lis ajipear- 
ance in the streets, even at that late hour, to lead to any suspicion of 
their connexion, especially as liis ofiicial duties were alwins a fair 
excuse for conduct that in other men might have led to doubt and 
question. At the same time, the very haliits of his life gave him a 
propensity to investigate every occurrence, however slight, so that the 
sound of some one entering the city, at sucli an hour of the night, 
instantly attracted his attention, and his curiosity at once led him to 
take a short cut into the street down which the horseman was riding. 

* It was one of those which, running nearly east and west, was still 
illumined by the pale light of the moon; and Uio eye of JVlaillutin du 
BaCy wliicli never forgot the form that it had once rested upon, 
instantly perceived and recognised an armed cavalier riding towards 
liiik, whom he had known as a boon companion in the army of the 
Ihike of Burgundy. 

HU vesolution was instantly taken io accost him; and, stepping out 
of the shadow as the cavaher approached, he exclaimed, Why, how 
Bowl What news, Paul Verdun? How long have you leb the caio^?’* 
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* Who llie deTil art thou?’* was the first reply of the cavalier^ who 
appeared to have dranh more wine than was beneficial to his fhcmtiea 
or perceptiooit “Who the devil art thou? What! Master Prerot? 
Give you good day ; give you good day—night, that is to say— or day 
it may be, too ; for, by my faith, it is after cock-crow. What, going 
your rounds? Ever watdiful. Master Prevot, eh ? What news St the 
good city?” 

“ Nothing stirring, nothing stirring,” replied Maillotin du Bac^ “no 
news at all, except that the eschevins hanged a man yesterday, with- 
out my help. But what news of the camp, I say; and how came yon 
from it ?” 

“Ay, there is the mischief,” said the soldier. 

“ What ! no new defeat ?” intemiptcd Maillotin du Bac, his wish* 
very likely, being father to the thought. 

“ Defeat ! No, no; no defeat, man!” answered the soldier ; “never 
were we better. A glorious army, posted strongly, the town almost 
reduced by famine, and nothing but a handful of raw Switzers, come 
to relieve it. Tlierc will be a Imttle before many da^'s are over ; and 
Duke Charles will cut up the churls like mincemeat. But the 
mischief is, that I should be sent away before it is fought.” 

“ So, then, there has been no battle after all,” exclaimed the Ihrevot 
“ Well, God send it a good issue when it does come. Good nighty 
good friend, I must on upon my way.” 

“Good night! good night!” replied the soldier; “faith, 1 must on 
my way, too ; fi)r I have letters from tlie duke, and from the Coimt 
de Chimay, for my good Lord of Imbercourt, and, somehow, I met 
with three good companions at Alost, who wasted my time over their 
cursed pottle-pots. Good night, good night,” and so saying, he 
rode on. 

“ Ha !” said the Prevot to himself, as he walked towards his own 
dwelling; “so, that scheme is all vain, and we •must try th^jpther, 
though it will be both difficult and dangerous to get any one to give 
him the dose. I had rather that it had been something public, too, 
if it had but been to wring his pride.” 

Thus muttering as he went, the Prevot now' trod his way homeward. 
The soldi('r and his war-horse were admitted into the c*ourt of the 
Lord of Imbercourt's hotel. The streets of Ghent resumed their 
solitude and silence ; and the night between the ninth and tenth ol 
January ended in peace. 

No small activity was observable, however, the next morning in. the 
prt'cincts of the court. By seven o'clock the Lord of Imbercourt was 
on horseback, and proceeding towards tlie palace, at which Margaret, 
Duchess of Burgundy, and sister to Edward IV. of England, had 
arrived the day before. The Princess Mary, too, was expected from 
the side of Bruges. But, nevertheless, two messengers were sent ofi^ 
atdiflerent times, in tliat direction; and it was supposed that they 
bore her the intelligence of an ap^iroaclilug battle, and recommended 
her immediate return to the city. 

The news whicli had been brought by Paul Verdun, and the cef^ 
talnty that, at the time of his departure from the Burgundian oamp^ 
no battle had been fought, spread rapidly amongst the citizens, and 
was recj^ed by every diflercut individual wdth difteitut feelings, at 
he was well or ill affected to the reigning family. The cendu^t 
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Itowever, tiiat an immediate stru^lo was about to take place between 
Charles the Bold and his determined and hitherto successful adversa- 
nes, the Swiss, of course kept the minds of the people of the city in a 
atate of agitation and excitement; a state the most detrimental, 
morally and physically, that it is possible to conceive for any town or 
any people. Business was neglected, if not suspended; political 
gossipings supplied the room of activitjr and industry ; anxiety, sus- 
picion, and irritation took the place of calm labour and tranquil 
enjoyment ; the slightest piece of news, whether false or true, was 
sought and received as a boon ; the wildest tale found some to believe 
it; and a small lie, by the industrious augmentation of many, soon 
swelled into a mountain of falsehood. 

Towards evening the Princess Mary arrived at the palace ; and 
while the good people of Ghent proceeded to distort amongst them- 
selves the news of her return in every difierent way tliat suited their 
fancies — some saying that she had come back with only a single 
squire, some that she had brought with her a force of a thousand 
' mcn-at-arms — that fair girl herself, after dismounting in the court- 
yard, together with exactly the same train which had accompanied 
her during the wliole course of Iier progress, ran lightly up tne wide 
flight of steps wliich conducted to the apartments of her amiable step- 
dame. and in a moment after was in the arms of Margaret of York. 

** Bless thee, my sweet ciiild, bless thee 1” said the fair Englishwoman, 
'pressing her husband's daughter to her bosom ; thou art come to 
comfort me; for I am very sad, and my heart is full of forebodings.” 

“Nay, nay, madam, never fear,” replied the princess; “you are 
sad and anxious because you know my lord and father is likely to risk 
a battle, and I, of course, am anxious too; but still we must not 
despond. Remember, madam, how often he has fought and conquered.'* 

“It is not for the battle tliat I fear,” replied Margaret of York; 
“my^oarly days, and my early recollections, have been, and are, of 
noting but stricken fields, and battles lost and won; and the tidings 
of approacliiiig strife would give me no apprehensions, did not those 
who are on tlje spot breathe doubts and suspicions which have sadly 
shaken my hopes, dear Mary. In a word, with the duke's letters, 
received last night, came a despatch to the good Lord of Imbercourt 
from the Count de Chirnay. lie speaks vaguely and doubtingly; hut 
he evidently apprehends treason, and as evidently points to Campo 
Basso as the traitor — your father’s most tnistcd and favourite servant.** 

“I would fain sec the letters,” replied the princess: “may I be- 
■ seech you, madam, to let the Lord of Imbercourt be sent for ?” 

The desire of the princess was immediately obeyed; and in a short 
time, Imbercourt returned to the palace. His words were few, and 
tended merely to express his congratulations on the princess's safe 
return, without touching upon the fears which had been more openly 
spokten by the Duchess of Burgundy. There was, however, a degree 
of settled gloo^' upon his countenance, and a restless anxiety in his 
eye, which showed that liis apprehensions were perhaps greater even 
than her own. He immediately laid before the Princess Maiy the 
letters which he had received the night before, and which, as far as 
positive fact went, merely stated that the Burgundian army, in great 
force, lay in a strong position beneath the walls of ifaney ; that a 
imali army of Swiss and Germanii were encamped opposite to them. 
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and that a battle was likely soon to take place. The duke’s letter 
was short and general; that of the Count de Cfaimay was more par- 
ticular; and Mary read over both with deep and eager attentionr 

“There is much matter for fear,” she said, as she laid them down, 
“ in both these despatches. May God defend us, add avert the dan- 
gers that threaten!” 

“ That there is much to raise apprehension in the letter of Mon- 
sieur de Chimay, 1 acknowledge, madam,” replied the Lord of Imber- 
court; “but 1 see nothing in that of our noble sovereign the duke 
whicli should give us any alarm.” 

Mary raised her eyes with a timid glance towards the face of Mar- 
garet of York, as if fearful of causing her pain, or of increasing her 
alarm. But the duchess instantly perceiv^ her hesitation, and ex- 
claimed: “Speak, speak, dear Mary! let us not have a thought 
concealed from each other.” 

“Well, then,” replied Mary, the tears starting in her eyes — “ I 
must say I see more, far more, cause for apprehension in letter 
than in this; and she laid her hand first upon the letter of her father, 
and then upon that of the Count de Chimay. “ The one," sjie pro- 
ceeded, “ speaks vaguely of traitors to be feared in my father’s camp; 
the other shows me much cause to fear for my father himself. Oh, my 
lord !” she added, laying her left hand upon the arm of Imbercourt, 
while, witli her right, she pointed to a number of blots and erasures^ 
sentences begun and not finished, or phrases entirely altered, in the 
despatch from her father: “Oh, my lord! do you not see a great 
alteration here ? The time was when the brief, clear sentences of 
Charles of Burgundj'', unstudied and rough though they might some- 
times be, proceeded at once to the point, without cliange or hesitation, 
and expressed with force and precision the exact meaning, which was 
too distinct in his mind ever to be doubtful in his words : but look at 
that letter, my lord. Did you ever see anything like that from the 
hand of the duke before ?” 

linbcTcourt was silent, and gazed upon the paper with a stribi and 
mournful glance. 

“My lord, my lord!” continued Mary, “my father is ill; and, 
-witli Heaven’s blessing, I wdll set out to-niorrow to see him and con- 
sole him.” 

“Nay, lady,” replied Tmhercourt, “you must not forget that you 
arc left here by our sovereign lord, as his representative in Flanders ; 
and indeed you must not quit your post. Before you could arrive, 
too, a battle Avill have been fought. I will yet trust that the noble 
duke will wdn it gloriously ; and yon know him too well to doubt,” 
he added, w ith a faint sniUe, “ that a battle w'on will do more to con- 
sole him than the sweetest voice Hiat ever wliispered comfort in the 
ear of man.” 

“I do indeed, I do indeed!” replied Mary; but no smile accom- 
panied her words ; for that truth had been often nllAt too bitterly 
during the course of her past life. “ 1 do indeed ; Sat yet the only 
thing that can detain me here while toy father, ill at ease, and shaken 
botli in body and mind, lies in his w'cary leaguer before Nancy, is the 
doubt which is the superior duty: to join him there, or to remain in 
tlie situation in wdiich he has placed me.” 

** Nay, nay, Mary,” said 'Margaret of York; **yeiir duty hindayKNI 
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«o-4Btay !isr% and mine calls me hence. You can trust mvim both 
far yoor ik.ther and yourself; and, as soon as may be, I will join hinii 
though haply my coming unbidden may call on me some hanh worda^ 
as when last 1 saw him at Dijon " 

** Bfar with him, dear lady ! oh, bear with him!” exclium^ Mary. 
^It is but the haste of an impatient spirit chafed by unwonted re- 
Terses. He knows the worth of your lore too well to chide with any 
bittemesa But hark! she proceeded, ‘‘what noise is that in the 
court ? For God’s sake, my lord of Imbercourt, look out and see! 
&r since I took upon me the sad task of holding the reins, which re- 
quire a ikr stronger hand than mine, I have met with so many aor- 
xoiws and misfortunes, that every sound alarms me. Hark! tiiere 
are many people speaking.” In qbedience to her command, Imber- 
court approached the casement which opened above the lesser court 
of the palace, and, throwing back a part of the lattice, he looked out 
Upon what was passing below. The first object that his eyes fell upon 
was the form of the old Lord of Neufchatel, in the act of dismounting 
firom his horse by the aid of two stout attendants, whose dusty ar- 
mour smd jaded horses evinced that they, like their master, had 
travelled far and fast. The old nobleman himself, however, displayed 
etrong traces of battle as well as wayfaring. His helmet was off, and 
its place supplied by a small furred cap, from underneath whicli, a 
mingled mass of bandages and long grey hair, .dabbled with dust 
and "blood, made its appearance; while his loft arm, supported in a 
toam and soiled scarf, showed that the fight had been severe ere he 
left it. 

Imbercourt at once guessed the event which he had come to com- 
municate, well knowing that an aged and wounded cavalier would not 
have been chosen as the messenger of victory, and while, with slow 
and painful efforts, the old lord dismounted, the counsellor withdrew' 
from the window, doubting whether he should meet him on the 
stairs and delay the tidings that he bore, till Mary was more prepared 
to reemve them, or whether he should suffer him to see the princess, 
and let the shock pass over at once. His course, however, was de- 
termined by Mary herself, who marked the conflict in his mind by 
the changing expression of his countenance. 

“ What is it, my lord ?” she exclaimed ; “ speak boldly ! Are they 
again in revolt 

“Who, madam? — the men of Ghent?” demanded Imbercourt. 
“Oh! no, no! nothing of the kind. It is apparently a wounded 

officer bearing news from the army ; and I fear ” 

‘ Mary waved her hand: “Bid .him hither! — quick!” she cried. 
* Suspense is worse than any tidings. Quick, my lord! Bid him 
hither, without pause of idle ceremony.” 

Imbercourt withdrew to obey; and while Mary gazed wiidi eager 
efes.upon the door, Margaret of York fixed her glance with melan- 
4!^y interest oa;dier fair step-daughter, more anxious for Maiy of 
‘ Burgundy— in Whom she had found as much affection as she could 
'have expected from a child of uDr own bosom — than even for a hus- 
band, who had never greatly sought her love, and who had neglected 
her as soon as he found that she was destined to be cliildlcss. But a 
ffiort time elapsed between the Lord of Imbercourt’s departure and 
hie sefeum; but moments of apprehension would weigh down nmv 
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longdajBof joy; and to Mary of Burgrundy his abseneek seamadl li»* 
terminable. At length, however, he came, followed slowly the oU 
Lord of Keufchatel, unable, from wonnds, and weariness, and ezliana* 
tion, to walk without the support of several attebdants. 

Even anxiety conquered not the gentleness of Mary’s hear| ; and' 
though she began by exclaiming, as he entered, Well, my lord, 
speak!” she instantly paused, and continued, “Good Heaven! yon 
ore sadly wounded, sir. Bring forward that chair; send for the dd- 
nirgeon of the household, f^t you down, my Lord of NeufehateL 
How fare you now ?” 

“ Better than many a better man, madam,” replied the old knight; 
more full of the disastrous tidings he bore than even of his corporeal 
sufferingB ; “ many a one lies cold that could fill the saddle now-a- 
days far better than old Thibault of Ncufoliatcl.” 

“ Gk)od God ! then, what are your tidings ?” cried Mary, clasping 
her hands. “ My father ? — speak, sir ! — ^my father ?” 

“Is well, I hope, lady,” answered the old soldier ; “but as'forhif 
army ** 

** ‘Stop, stop!” exclaimed the princess; “first, thank God for that t 
But are you sure, my lord, that he is safe ?” 

“ Nay, nay, I cannot vouch it, lady,” he replied ; “ his army, how- 
ever, IS no more. Fatal, most fatal, has been the duke’s determina- 
tion. All is lost in the field. The army of Burgundy is, as I have 
said, no more; and where the duke is, 1 cannot sa>, though I saw 
liira galloping towards the left when I quitted the field, which was 
not amongst the first. Ah! had he but taken my advice,” he added* 
with a rueful shake of the head ; a slight touch of natural vanity ob- 
truding Itself, even then, in the midst of sincere grief of mincC and 
pain and exhaustion of body : “Ah! had he but taken my advice; 
and not that of either the black traitor, CampqBasso^ or of Chimay, 
and such boys as those ! But, lady, I am faint and weary, for I have 
ridden harder to bear you these news, though they be sad ones, and 
to bid you prepare all sorts of reinforcements to check the enemy* 
than over I thought to ride from a field of battle.” 

“ But tell rae, ray lord,” said Margaret of York, stepping forward* 
as Mary, overwhelmed with the tidings, sat gazing mournfully in the 
face of the old soldier, while her mind was afar ; “ but tell me, my 
lord, how all this has happened. Hjieak, for I have a right to bear; 
aftd my ear, alas! has been, from the cradle, too much accustomed to 
the details of battle and bloodshed, for my cheek to blanch or my heart 
to fail. Say, how went this luckless day?” 

“Faith, good madam, I must-be short with my tale,” rejdied the 
Lonl of Neufchatel, “ for 1 know not how, but my breath fails me. 
My lord the duke — God send him safe to Ghent! had sworn by all the 
saints, that no house of stone should ever cover his bead till he had 
slept in Nancy, which, as you know, we had besieged some days. 
The enemy, in the meanwhile, lay over the watetjjg league or two 
beyond St. Nicholas, and day by day increased in amber, while day 
by day the forces of the duke fell on ; for we had famine and disease* 
and — worse than all— traitors in the camp. But his Grace would 
be warned, though many a one strove to warn him; and at leng^ on 
the Sunday morning, just five days since, the Swiss and Lorraioeni* 
with their German and French allies and Itaiiaii traitorsi marched 
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boldly up towards our camp. Paith! it was a fair sin^t to 
oome in two great bodies ; one by the river, and the other l)y tHehign 
road from Neufville. Churls though they were, they made a gallant 
array. So then they came on. But, madam.” ho addeiL rising and 
8upp(^ng himself by the back of the chair, I love not to think of 
it I Good sooth, it niakes my heart swell too much to tell the whole 
just now. We were soon hand to hand : the artillery roaring, bolts 
and arrows and balls flying, the trumpets braying, ^and the men-at- 
arms charging gallantly. But still, as 1 looked round, I saw the ranks 
Of Burgundy wax thin: and still the Swiss churls pushed on; and I 
beheld many a stout soldier fall, and many that had fought well turn 
bis back. Well, as 1 was tliinking what might best be done, my lord 
the duke rode up; and, speaking softly as a woman, he said — *My 
good old friend, I pray you .join iDe Lalaing, and, with your men-at- 
arms, make one good cliargc upon the flank of yonder boors.* It was 
soon done and over. Wc went down like the shot of a mangonel, but 
we were driven back like the same shot when it bounds off from a 
wall of stone. One churl shivered my helmet, and nearly split my 
skull with his two-handed sword. Another shot me in the arm with 
bis hand-gun. All my poor fellows but two or three died around me 
bravely ; and they who were left look my horse by the bridle, and were 
carrying mo off, when, by our Lady! 1 saw one of the base Italians 
who had betrayed us all, despatching my poor Squire Walter as he 
lay tumbled from liis horse upon a little mound. He had served witli 
me in nine stricken flelds, and many a chance afiray ; he had never 
quitted me for well nigh twenty years, so I could not quit him then. 

lady, no! but shaking the bridle from their hands that would have 
stayed me, I turned me round, and struck one more good stroke for 
Burgundy. But the poor lad was dead! God have his soul — the 
poor lad was dead!” and as he spoke, the old knight dashed the tear 
from his eye with the hack of his brown hand. 

•‘Little is there more to tell, madam,” he proceeded, after a 
moment’s pause. '* By this time the battle had changed to a flight 
and a pursuit. There w^ere not ten men who held together on the 
field. Shame to him who turns his back wdiilc one hope lasts: hut no 
^ame to him who flics from a lost field. I saw the duke galloping to 
the left; and as I knew tlie country well, I spurred I’or the bridge of 
La Buissierc, and sad it was to sec the road all blre\\ed with dead and 
dying. But when 1 came near the bridge, the matter was still worse, 
for there was that foul traitor, Campo Basso,* willi a barricade of 
carts and w^aggons, cutting off' the fugitives from his betra} ed master’s 
host. When I looked forward, thera w^ere the Italian devils ; when I 
looked behind, down were coming tlie German swine. On the one 
hand was the hill, with the Swiss pikes gleaming over the top, and 
cm the other was the river. JThe water afforded the only chance ; so 
in we .plunged. Our horses were strong and uiiwounded, and we 
Btruggled tlmough, though many a gallant gentleman sunk close before 
our eyes. But,*Udy,** he added, once more, as the excitement of 

* This fi&ct is undoubted, and, indeed, the wiiole account of the battle of Nanoy 
bm given is confirmed by Jean Mollnet, Historiographer to Maty of Burgundy. 
Vim writer of this book, however, would have omitted this narration of events, which 
Ittve been so admirably detailed elsewhere, had it not been absolutely neoessaxy to 
ilsitoey. 
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9M3&ag the battle passed away, '*1 am growing fhint again, and In 
good sooth 1 have little more to tell; therefore, liy your Grace's leaTS^ 
I will retire.” 

Mary answered not a word, but gazed upon the old man with the 
same fixed painful glance; hut the duchess bowed her head, and the 
Lord of Neinchatel, with the aid of his two attendants, mored towards 
the door. 

Before he reached it, however, he paused, and turning round ex- 
claimed — ** ITaith! I had forgot the very errand which made me make 
such haste; for I have travelled with scarcely an hour's rest, in order 
to bid you take instant measures to secure the country, for that wild 
ybung wolf of Lorraine will bo upon the frontier speedily; and even 
as 1 passed by Brussels I heard strange tales of movements in France, 
You, my Lord of Imbercourt, look to it with all speed , for, believe me, 
not an hour is to be lost.” 

Thus saying, he turned and left the chamber, while Imbe:rcourt 
advanc6d to the princess, and besought her to bo comforted. She 
answered nothing, however; and only by a melancholy wave of the 
hand, expressed how deep were her apprehensions. 

” Nay, Mary, my sweet child,” said the duchess, ** give not way to 
despair: remember, there is a God of mercy above us, who sees all, 
and rules all, for the best.” 

Mary of Burgundy cast her fair arms round her stepmother, and 
exclaiming, ” My father I oli, my father!” burst into a passionate flood 
of tears. 

“ Leave ns, my Lord of Imbercourt,” said the duchess. ** Let me 
beseech you to take all the measures necessary for our security; and 
send out messengers to gam more intelligence of this sad defeat. Call 
those whom you can best trust to council ; and, for God’s sake, suf^ 
not your mind to be overcome at the moment that all its energies are 
most required.” 

Imbercourt bowed ahd withdrew: but there wqre circumstances in 
the situation of the country which rendered it impossible for him to 
act or think with that calm tranquillity which he had displayed at 
other times. A deep and heavy gloom fell over him from the first 
moment that the loss of the fatal battle of Nancy met his ear; and he 
never seemed wholly to recover his former energies. 

He took care, however, to summon to the side of the princess, in 
her hour of need, all those who, he thought, might give consola;tion 
and support. Messengers were instantly despaired to the Lord of 
Bavestein, the Duke of Clcves, the Bishop of Liege, and several 
other^ whose relationship to the house of Burgundy afforded the best 
security for their takipg an interest in its fate; and Imbercourt 
endeavoured, as far as possible, to increase the military foioe within 
the town of Ghent, without exciting the watchfhl jealousy of the 
inhabitants; but the country was tot^y drained of men, and few, if 
any, could be added at a short notice to the force within the town-* 
at least, few of those feudal troops on which alone reliance could be 
placed. 

In the meanwhile, during the evening and the early part of the 
night which followed the arrival of the Lord of Ncufchatel, post after 
post came in'from the side of Alost and Brussels, bringing new details 
end nimoiira of the battle; and each addirional fact proved it to have 
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more diflastraoi and bloody than it had apuManod at fiiit 
Nothing was heard bat long lists of the dead, or exaggerated oompa- 
tations of the total loss. Still, there was a deep nlence in regard to 
the duke himsell No one knew what had befallen him in the fight 
or the pursuit; and no one yentured to assert, what all intern^y 
belieTed, that he had fallen upon that bloody plain. The rery silence, 
however, was ominous; and the whole of the inmates of the ducal 
dwelling in Ghent passed the niglit in that gloomy apprehension, 
which is perhaps more racking to the heart than absolute sorrow. 

Mary wept her fatlier as dead; but yet she insisted npon hearing 
the tidings that every courier brought in, with that anxious eager- 
ness which showed that a spark of hope, however faint, still remained 
alive within her bosom ; but with her, and, indeed, with every one else, 
as fresh news arrived, as the accounts of the stem determination 
evinced by the duke before the battle were multiplied, and as his often 
reiterated declaration that he would never quit the field alive, was 
repeated, the conviction of his death became more and more complete. 

In the meanwhile, the people of the city, collecting in eager and 
anxious crowds in the streets, especially towards the Brussels gate, 
canvassed in low tones the events that had taken place. As one 
horseman after another entered the town, still some individual would 
start out to accost liim, and running by his side as he rode on, would 
gather from him whatever information he would afford, and then 
return to tell it to the groups, whose comments on the past were 
seldom unconnected with some of tho'^e hispered apiircheiisions for 
thcrfufhre, which, like the low moanings of the rising wind, generally 
give notice of a coming storm long before it is ready to Ml upon the 
earth. 

CHAPTER XX. 

It was remarked as an extraordinary fact, that during the whole 
course of that evening — an evening of the greatest excitement and 
anxiety, perhapb, that Ghent had ever known — not one of tlie principal 
and most influential citizens was seen in the streets of the city. Tlte 
groups which collected were altogether of the lower classes ; and those 
amongst them who were supposed to be the most knowing in the 
policy of the higher burghers, could discover no other sign of interest 
and agitation on their part, than was afiorded by the sight of one of 
the serving-men of Albert Maurice calling rapidly at the houses of 
five or six of the principal merchants, amongst whom the druggist 
Ganay was the first. 

Gradually, as the evening closed in, the crowds began to disperse— 
a considerable number retutning home early, to discuss with their 
wives and families the news they had collected in the town, and to 
acquire tliat degree of domestic iniportanc^e which a budget of strange 
tidings is always sure to impart to the bearer. One after anoth^, 
the diminishing groups thus separated at length — the wind, which 
was intensely cold, tliough symptoms of a thaw begun to manifest 
themselves, driving even the most persevering to the shelter of their 
* own homes, as the night advancefd — and only one or two idle young 
men, who could boast some acquaintance with the soldiers on guard 
at the Brussels gate^ remained after nine o’docfc wUhm the wans 
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of the guaid^lMmse, wiutmg for say tidiogt mlgltt utiU 

aniYe. 

The many varied scenes, the continued presence of danger, tiief^ 

to render the heart of an old soldier, in some degree callous and ind^ 
ferent to events which agitate and affect younger and fresher-minded 
men. It was wonderful to hear with what calm composure the vete- 
rans in the. guard-house talked o^er the events which had spread grief 
and dismay through the imlace, and excitement and alarm in the 
city. Although they all loved and admired the character of Charles 
the Bold, for the very lion-hearted qualities which had led him to 
attempt impossible enterprises, and to run upon certiun defeat, yet 
they canvassed his conduct with calm and somewhat contemptuous 
examination, and spoke of his probable death in the same terms that 
they might be supposed^ to use in talking of a hound which had^been 
gored by the boar. • 

“Why the devil did he sit down before Nancy, in the. middle of 
winter?” cried one; “he might liave known very well that no^dy 
would stay with him, looking at stone walls, in a frost like this ” 

“Ay, ay, hut he did worse than that !” replied another : “why did he 
trust a set of Kalian hirelings, when he had good suhjectsuf his own?^* 

“ Why, old lions,” rejoined a thirds “ will, they 8ay,*grow botii sus- 
picious and obstinate.” 

“ Full time, then, that they should get thmr throats cut,” answcrkl 
the first: “ but I know old Charlie well; and I will bet a flagon of 
Bcauiic to a flask of sour Bheuish, tliat he never left the field of 
Nancy. No, no; he had h^d enough of running away ; and sure I am 
that he died like a stag at hay. Well, 1 am almost sorry that I was 
not with him, though a warm guard-house and a pottlc-pot are better, 
at any time, iu a January night, than the cold ground and a bloody 
nightcap. Hie thee over, Bontemps, to the vintnenr’s at the comer, 
and fill the flagon with the best thou canst get for that .‘broad piece. 
By my faith! we will have a carouse to the old Lion of Burgundy, be 
he living or dead, and then we will go sle^. Hie thee over, while I 
undo the gate, for there is some one blowing his horn: a new post 
from Alost, bringing more news, I warrant.” 

While one soldier, according to the request of the other, ran across 
the street to seek matter for the potations with which they proposed 
to conclude the night, his senior proceeded to the gate, where, the 
portcullis being raised, and the drawbridge let dovm, a cavalier imme- 
diately fode in, whom he addressed with — “ Ha! Master Prevot; yon 
can never have gone as far as Alost since you rode out ?” 

“By my faith! I have, though,” replied Maillotin du Bac; “look 
at my beast : he is steaming like a quagm^ with liard riding.” 

“Well, what news? — ^what news?” cried the oth^; “you must 
have heaid some tidings.” 

“ Nothing new at all,” replied the Frevot; “aU is stale as a miser^s 
' cheese ;~a battle fought and lost; men dead, but not buried ; the 
army di^ersed, and every one gone Heavm, knows where. Cood 
night, good niglit!” and so saying, he rode on. But it is remarkable, 
that though his horse was evidently ready to with fatigue, he 
did not, at first, take his w'ay towards his own dwelUng, but directed 
his course towards tt||S house at the little druggist Ganay. 
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Jr the meantime the soldiers in the guard'house discussed the con- 
tents of the flagon, with which their messenger returned ; sharing it 
Hbhrally with the two or three young artizans whom they had per^ 
'mitted to remain at their post. With what had been drunk before^ 
the contents of the gallon pot which was now brought over was suffi- 
cient, notwithstanding the fact of its being shared with the citizei^s, 
to obfuscate, in some degree, tbc intellects of the soldiery; and, after 
having given their dvil companions a somewhat unceremonious no- 
tice to go home, they cast themselves down upon the straw which 
was provided for their accommodation during the night, and soon for- 
got everything else, under the influence of the drowsy god. Tlie sen- 
try without, who had been ordered to watch well, of course felt a 
greater inclination to sleep than ordinary, wliich was increased by 
'the cold; and, in spite of various vigorous efibrts to keep himself 
awake by walking rapidly up and down, dropping the end of his par- 
tizan upon the ground, and several other little experiments of the 
same kind, he found himself, from time to time, nodding most re- 
freshingly under the centre of the high arch which spanned over the 
gate. 

How long this state of things had continued none of the soldiers 
knew, when suddenly the sentry was woke by his weapon being 
snatched hastily from his hands ; and, on shaking ofi* the slumber 
whmh oppressed him, he found himself pinioned by a number of 
powerful men, while a stem voice, backed by a naked sword at his 
throat, commanded him to he silent on pain of death. Faithful, in this 
instoce at le^st, to his duty, without a moment's consideration, the 
soldier shouted “To arms I to arms!" Uut he was instantly thrown 
down and tied by those who held him, while a number of others 
made their way into the guard-house. The soldiers there were al- 
ready upon their feet ; and the captain of the watch was starting for- 
ward to light th^ match of his arquebuse at the lantern which hung 
against the wall, when a powerflil man, rushing in, closed with him, 
and, throwing him violently back* interposed between him and the 
light. A dozen more persons, completely armed, poured into the 
building; and more than one stem voice commanded the four sol- 
diers which it contained to lay down their amis at once. 

“ Who, in the fiend’s name, are you, my masters ?” exclaimed the 
captain of the watch ; “ let us hear that, before we put down our 
arms, at all. events:" and while he spoke he made impatient signs to 
one of his companions to get out of the amall window, and ^ve thel 
alarm : but this scheme was frustrated by the same tall, powerful 
figure which had before prevent^ him from lighting his match. 

“ We are the officers of the burgher guard of Ghent," replied the 
•tranger," whose incontestible right and privilege it has been, in all 
to mount guard on riie walls and at tlie ^tes of our own dty; 
which privilege though it was usurped from us by the Duke Charles, 
la BO less valid than before that act , Give up your arms, then, 
quietly, and no harm shall befall you." 

“ Before we do that, good sir," answered the captain of the watch, 
**we must have authority from our superior officers. ‘As you well 
know, the .commander for the night is at the Ypres gate; send to him, 
and we will obey his commands.” 

** You seek, sir, to gam time " said the othm:.|.^but it is im Tain. 
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walls and the gates are now in our hands. Our sentinels are 
mounted ererywhere; and eaoh military post which had been unlaw« 
folly placed by the Duke of Burgundy, throughout the city of Ghent, 
has been disarmed before we came hither. Yield, therefore, with a 
good grace, for yield you must ; and as no blood has been shed al- 
rehdy, pity it were to begin now.” 

“ Well sir ! well !” replied the captain of the watch : “ you say right 
in that at least ; though 1 should willing enough to shed blood of 
my own, or of other men, could it prove of service. But four can 
hardly cope with twenty ; therefore, ground your arms, my lads, and 
give them up. We are your prisoners, sir.” 

“ You have done wisely, soldier,” said Albert Maurice, for he it 
was who spoke ; ” take their arms, my friends, but sutler them to pass 
freely out. As our fellow-citizens arrive, let all the posts be doubled. 
Now, good Master Ganay,” he added in a whisper, ” gather together 
the men we named, and join me quickly at my house. It wants ]t)ut 
four hours to daybreak ; ere the sun rises, we have as much to do as 
would take lazy statesmen full many a month. I go round by the 
western magazine, to secure, if possible, the stores and artillery. 
But be quick, for now despatch is everything.” 

The purpose of Albert Maurice was accomplished without diffi- 
culty. The magazine was but scantily guarded ; and the sleeping sol- 
diers were surprised at that post as easily as the others had been at 
the guard-houses. The gates, the defences, and all the principal mili- 
tary stations, were now in the hands of the people ; and Albert Mau- 
rice hastened home to meet a number of individuals, selected from 
the most influential citizens, on whose consent, and with whose aid, 
he proposed to assert the ancient privileges of the city of Ghent, as 
the first step to those grander plans of general emancipation, which 
yet remained but vague and undefined even in his own mind. 

So rapid had been th^^ determination and the movements of the young 
citizen through all that night, so prompt and successful all his mea- 
sures, that even Ganay, stirred up by revenge and hatred, and guided 
by consummate cunning and shrewdness, had been left far behind. 
Where he had expected to be obliged to urge and sruggest, he found 
himself at once compelled to follow and obey ; and, yielding readily 
to a mind that he felt to be far superior, he had been hurried through 
a scries of actions in a few hours, which he had contemplated before, 
indeed, but which he had contemplated as tlie work of many day^, 
and long and difficult intrigues. 

Between ten at night and three in the morning, the young citizen 
had received, from the druggist himself, the certainty of the Duke of 
Burgundy’s death, which had been obtained by the Trevot; had formed 
Ills determination at oncp, had arranged his plans with prompt deci- 
sion, had assembled the ancient burgher guard in force in his court- 
yard ; by a few brief and striking words bad explained to them his 
views and his schemes ; had carried all voices in his favour ; and, 
finally, had seized every military post in the town, except the palace, 
without bloodshed, while the regular soldiery had everyAvhere been 
6uri)riscd and disarmed. 

His last effort upon the magazine, the one of the greatest impor- 
tance, had been efibetsd, as sometimos happens, with more ease tiian 
attempts which had seemed les^ difilcult ; and, leaving tlie citiz^ 
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ivlio had aoooispamed him, to guard that po6t» he hastened homo 
through the solitary streets, not a little rejoiced to find, by the still- 
ness of the whole dty, that the silenoe and caution which had been 
enjoined in the first instance were still preserved. No one had ar- 
rived when he again crossed the threshold of his own door; and 
whispering a few hasty orders to the servant who admitted him, in 
regard to saddling horses, and preparing trustworthy messen^rs, he 
entered the chamber where lie was about to meet his fellow-citizeus; 
and casting himself back in a chair, covered his eyes with his hahd, 
and abandoned himself, for a moment, to deep thought. More tium 
one pang crossed his heart, as he contemplated the future ; but he 
smothei^ them instantly ; and, banishing regret, he directed the 
whole ]powers of his mind to consider the best means for obtaining 
that object for which he had now irrevocably determined to struggle. 

So deep, so intense was the meditation to which he yielded liiniself, 
that Gauay and several others entered the apartment witliout his 
perceiving their presence ; and it was only the voice of the druggist^ 
demanding if he slept, tliat roused him from liis reverie. 

“Sleep!*’ he exclaimed, starting up; “no, no! Who could sleep 
on such a night as this ? Welcome, my friends, welcome ! £adi sit 
down, I pray : others will soon be here; but it is not fitting that of 
the few hours which are given ns for Action, even one minute should be 
wasted in waiting lor any man. Some things need long counsel ; in 
others, little can be risked. Let us choobe those first that are most 
easily determined. Citizens of Ghent ! are you not resolved to re- 
cover the liberties and privileges which have been torn from you by 
the unlioly hand of power ?” 

“ We are! We are !” replied a number of stern voices around. 

“ Is it not requisitt', then,” continued Albert Maurice, “ that you 
should call your bretliren of the other good towns ot lOnndcrs and 
Brabant to join with and support you, in asscrtfng the rights of all 

“ Beyond all doubt ! Let it be done !” was the answer. 

“Well, then, by this time,” said the young citizen, “four strong 
horses stand saddled, ready to set out ; and lour trustworthy messen- 
gers are prepared to bear to Brussels, Ypres, Bruges, and Louvain, 
our request that the worlliy burghers of those great towns ill s^nd 
us deputies to give lorce to our proceedings. My letters, writlcu 
nearly six months ago, when the battle of JMorat as lost and on, 
have prepared them to do so at a moment's warning. The gates are 
now in our own liaiids ; shall the messengers set out ?” 

“ The sooner they depart the better !** repUed the rest ; and a few 
lines hastily penned to eadi of the cities, were despatched without 
farther delay. 

Before all this was completed, a number of other citizens had 
•TTived, and the chamber was almost full. Everywhere were to be 
eeefi men with faces pale from anxiety and excitement; some armed 
in hasty guise, with such armour as could be caught up in a moment ; 
some with their night gear scarcely laid aside; and each, as he entered, 
gazing round upon the rest, with lialf wild and somewhat fearful 
glances, as the light of the lamps dazzled their eyes, on entering from 
the dark streets without. Gradually, however, as they beheld a num- 
ber of friends and acquaintances all gathered *together in the same 
cause as themselTOs, the boldness which men derive from muon began 
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to tpmd amongst them. Every one present had long before been pre- 
pared, in some degree, for such events as were now taking place ; and, 
while they had been taught to look to Albert Maurice as the man 
from whose voice and conduct the rest of the citizens were likely to 
take their tone, he had taken care to ascertain the sentiments of oa^ 
ini^Tidual, whom he now called to consult with him in a moment of 
such exigency. He well kneF, indeed, that it is by no means a neces- 
sary result, that the conduct of a large body of men will be regulated 
by the personal opinions of each, shades of thought and character 

in different men are so infinite, that, when united, as in multitudes, 
they produce combinations which defy previous calculation; and 
besides that fact, there is something in the very change of position, 
from an isolated station to a place in a large body, which alters the 
feelings of the persons themselves. Some, singly bold, are timid in a 
multitude ; and some, cowardly as individuals, become even rash when 
supported by numbers. 

Albert Maurice tmsted to himself, however, to give the impress* of 
his own mind* to all the proceedings of tlie great burghers, and through 
llioni to rule the ijeople also : but he well knew that the task before him 
would bo to restrain rather than to excite ; for seldom, Very seldom, 
has a country, justly or unjustly, risen against the power that pre- 
viously ruled it, without going inffnitely farther than those who stirred 
it up originally designed.* 

As soon as he perceived that all whom he had called were present^ 
the young citizen at once determined to address them before any one, 
else could interpose to give a wrong direction to their efforts. ** Men 
of Ghent,” he said, ** may I crave your patience for a moment? Cer- 
tain news has just been received by our friend and follow-citizen here 
present,” and he pointed to the druggist, that in this last and fatal 
battle, wherein he staked his country’s welfare and shed his people’s 
blood in an unjust (parrel, Charles, Duke of Burgundy has paid 
the forfeit of his obstinacy and ambition with his life. Now, men of 
Ghent, who is there amongst us that does not feel that our rights 
Ixave been infringed, our privileges usurped, and our libt'rties tramjded 
on, by him who has gone to give au account of all the wrongs he has 
so boldly committed? We all know it, and we all feel it; and there 
is not an jirtisan, liowevcr humble, in all GJient — ^nay, in all Flanders, 
that is not preparing to tiike arms to vindicate the freedom of our 
native land. That freedom, citizens, w'e may look upon as secure ; for 
never yet did a whole nation join lieart and hand in asserting its 
liberty, but it gained its object again«?t all oppo.sition. But, ohi my 
friends, let us beware — ^let us be cautious — let us be wise— let us 
be just— let us be merciful. Tlio^e who w’ould guide a stimMl-up 
people llirough a biicceasfnl insurrection, must be calm ns w’-ell as bold, 
and moderate as well as zealous. The wild horses of popular excite- 
ment must be governed with a firm and a clear eye, and strong rein, 
or they will pass far beyond tlie golden goal of liberty, and rush into 
bloodshed, anarchy, and license. 'NVe take upon ourselves a great and 
an awful responsibility; and every drop of unnecessary blood that is 
shed in this great cltort, will cry loiidlv to Heaven for vengeance on 
the head of the rash men who caused or sufibred it to flow. The 

* The only exception that X know, is to be fonnd in the French Rerolution of 18M^ 
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sw&y of all that vast and wealthy land which lately rested in the hand 
of Charles, called the Bold, has now descended to a young and lentle 

lady, who, if her counsellors be good 

** We will give her good counsellors I" cried some one beside him; 
but Albert Maurice proceeded: **Who, if her counsellors be good, 
will, at our petition, not only restore us to our rights and privileges, 
but will afford us some security that they shall never be infringed 
again. But let us do ndthing harshly. Let us proceed mildly and 
legally, though firmly ; and first potion, as good and faithful sub- 
jects, for the redress of our wrongs, before we proceed to obtain it by 
our own right hands. Such moderation, my friends, will gain us the 
love and support of all good men — ^will prevent neighbouring princes 
from interfering while we obtain our liberty, and will at once serve best 
our cause, and satisfy the conscience of the most scrupulous.’* 

** Methinks, Master Albert Maurice, you have already begun pretty 
boldly,** said one of the more moderate of the citizens : “ I hear that 
the gates and walls of the city have already been forcibly taken from 
the duke’s guard, and the soldiers have been disarmed.’*"^ 

‘*That| sir, was done.*' replied Albert Maurice, “solely for our own 
security ; and had it not been done, our meeting now, or our petitions 
hereafter, unsupported by any power of our own, would have been 
utterly fruitless. It was done to prevent the princess from being car- 
ried away from us before our liberties were secure ; it was done to 
prevent the introduction of large forces into this town before we were 
prepared to bid them defiance ; and, in doing it, we only asserted and 
resumed the immemorial right of the citizens of Ghent to guard their 
own walls and gates — aright which had been long unjustly usurped.** 
“It was wisely done! it was nobly done!’* cnod a number of 
voices, in the midst of which Ganay the druggist stepped forward, and 
said: “Friends and fellow-citizens! all here present arc bearers of 
high offices in the several trades, and members of the great commune 
of Ghent ; but we are meeting without form or order. Let us resolve 
ourselves into a council, as a temporary government of the city ; and 
as president thereof 1 here propose him whose able conduct, whose 
patriotic zeal, and whose prompt activity, has already conducted us 
thus far with triumphant success.” 

A murmur of applause followed, which soon rose into a loud and 
unanimous assent to the proposal. Nor did Albert Maurice affect to 
decline an office which he had previously determined to assume. His 
thanks he expressed with manly eloquence, and assured his fellow- 
citizens. with the convincing voice ol true feeling, that the liberty and 
prosperity of Ids native land should ever be the dearest wish of his 
heart, and the principal object ot his endeavours. 

As soon as this subject was discussed, an old man, one of the fathers 
of the cit.v, rose up, and addressed the new president. With a slight 
touch of the monitory garrulity of old age- at least, most of those who 
heard him thought u such he offered a word or two of caution to the 
young man who liad taken upon him po bold and high a part. “He 
would not,** he said, “ urge him to be more moderate in his views, for 
he seemed to feel the necessity of moderation already; but he would 
warn him, in the course that was before him— a course, the turns and 
circumstances of which, none could yet tell— to beware of his own 
hieart— to guard against ambition, or revenge, or love t for he wat 
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young ftoA ardent; and that ^irit must be either very cold or vexy 
strong, which could resist the influence of some mighty passion when 
under the excitement of great events.’' 

Though Albert Maurice listened with attention, and fhlt, more deeply 
than he suflercd to appear, the justice of the g<(^ man’s speech, yet 
there were others who showed some degree of impatience, and evi- 
dently thought it out of season. The Old burgher perceived this 
feeling, and, breaking off quickly, went on with the more immediate 
matter before them. “It is evident, Master Albert Maurice,” he sai^ 
“ that you have thought over all these events long and deeply before 
this night; and, indeed, who is there amongst us who has not so 
thought? What, then, is the result of your consideration? What it 
the flrst step that you advise us to take?” 

“ This,” replied Albert Maurice : “to meet to-morrow early, at the 
town-house, and there to prepare a petition, at once condoling wi[th 
the princess on the events which have placed the government in her 
hands, and beseeching her to listen to the voice of her own heart, and 
spontaneously to restore to the good towns of Flanders those rights 
and privileges of which her father deprived them. Especially, let us 
entreat her, in the first instance, to do away with that false and illegal 
body of men, wliich, under her father’s jurisdiction, and by his appoint- 
ment, administered in this city — ^not justice, but the arbitrary will of 
the prince ; and to give us back our true and legitimate magistrates, 
chosen by ourselves, from amongst ourselves, to dispense our own laws 
to us and to our cliildren.” 

While the full mellow voice of the young citizen touched thus 
pointedly upon those subjects in regard to which the feelings and pas- 
sions of the druggist Ganay were so highly excited, the eyes of the 
unhappy father flashed like a living fire, and a small bright red spot 
gathered in the centre of his sallow cheek, while his lip quivered as if 
he could scarcely restrain the passion from bursting forth. The mo- 
ment that Albert Maurice had done speaking, he started up from hia 
seat, and exclaimed in a quick, sharp, discordant voice, which trembled 
with the very efiTort that he made to banibh from ita tones anytliing 
like personal rancour. 

“ I second the proposal. Are we aU agreed ?” 

“We are,” echoed the conclave. 

“Now I,” continued Ganay, “must offer my proposal, too. listeoL 
to me, men of Ghent. Our rights arc our own — ^inherent, unchange- 
able ; which the voice of no despot can wring from us ; which his 
power may hold in abeyance, but which it can never destroy; which, 
when even suspended, still exist in full force, and render everything 
that 18 done in opposition to them unjust, illegal, criminal. 1 therefore 
call upon you solemnly to arraign and to condemn those men, who^ 
chosen from ourselves by the late despot Cliarles, became the instru- 
ments of his tyranny against their OAivn countrymen. The twenty- 
six men, falsely calling themselves magistrates of Ghent— appoint^, 
not by the people of Ghent, according to ancient law and ifiage, but 
by the Duke of Burgundy, contrary to all our inclinations and. con- 
sent— have, for nearly ten years, presumed to rule and judge, and 
doom to punishment, and shed blood, within the walls of this city ; 
for whi^ as traitors, oppressors, and murderers, uigustified in tiieir 
proceedings by any law or right, 1 claim their death, as the just 
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franifihment for thdr ciimeB, and a dae wandxig onto othen in tfaiB 
time to come.” 

As he spoke, his whole frame trembled with the angty passloa 
that was burning at his heart. His words flowed rapidly and clear; 
and his free, with the bright dark eyes, flashing from beneath his 
heavy-knitted brow, offered the very picture of eloquent revenge. 
A murmur of doubtful import spread through his auditory; some 
carried away by his passionate oratory, some unwilling to^ begin tiieir 
course with such a sweeping act of severity. Albert Maurice him- 
sdf— sympatlrizing deeply with the feelings of the childlee's father, 
yet resolved, upon every principle of reason and right, to oppose a 
proposition which, he well knew, proceeded rather from the ^irit of 
revenge than a sense of justice — paused between his contending feel* 
ings; when to the surprise of all, good Martin Fruse raised up his 
portly person, and, with one of those burst of generous indignation, 
whicli sometimes rendered him almost eloquent, opposed himsdf 
atrongly to the course suggested by his friend the druggist. 

"No, noJ” he exclaimed; “no, no! tliat will never do. Good God! 
my fellow-citizens, shall it be hereafter said that the people of Ghent 
rose up powerfully in defence of their own liberties, and made their 
first act the slaughter of six-and-twenty defenceless men, who had 
been acting under the belief that they were justified by the law ? If 
any one was to blame it was the Duke Charles, not they; and good 
sooth, I doubt, that, at the worst, you could prove they did not 
legally hpid their posts ; for, by my faith, we all consented that the 
duke should appoint them, when we thought he was going to liang us 
all. A cheap bargain we thought it then, when he was at our gates 
with ten thousand men. But even were it not so, and had we not 
consented, should wc be the first to make widov^ s and orplians in our 
own city ? Should we shed more Flemish blood, when so much has 
already flowed to no purpose ? Should wc punish men for actions in 
which they believed there was no offence? Fie! fie! Take from 
them their offices ; reprove them for having so far betrayed their 
country as to accept the post they held from one who had no right to 
give it ; and let them go back to their dwellings to mourn over their 
fell. What say you, my f. ' nephew? Do I judge aright?” 

"Most wisely, sir, as lui as my poor judgment goes,*’ replied 
Albert Maurice. " None would show more rigorous justice towards 
men who, perhaps, have been somewhat severe in the discharge oi 
their office, than I would ; but that it is clear that the citizens of 
Ghent formally consented to their nomination by the duke, and, 
therefore, tliat during his life, they were acting at least under legal 
mithority.” 

"But not after his death!” cried Ganay. "Charles, Duke ot 
Burgundy, died on the fifth day of this month ; and three days after' 
bis death my child was butchered by men whose only title to au- 
thority had ceased The cir of blood must and shall be heard; and 
ifitb^not— ” ^ 

Whatever the druggist added, was muttered in so low m lone, that 
SU> ohe distinguished its import. Albert Maurice, howevciV^w the 
necessity of conciliating him, well knowing the influence he ik^sessed 
nver the minds of many whose support was absolutely rewrite to 
aubcess in thdr undertakiiog. He now also began to e ap e q gpoe horn 
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diiBciilt ii tlie task of binding into one mass a large body of men, 
-without any power over them but that which is afforded by tiie 
evanescent bubUe, popularity. Bevenge, ambition, avarice, vanity^ 
pride, and eveiy o&er passion common to the sons of man, be 
knew must ever be fertile sources of disunion in assemblies where, 
as in that over which he presided, each one feels that his individual 
adhesion is of too great consequence to the schemes of the rest for 
anything to be refused him, however unreasonable his request. But 
he had yet to learn that the enchanter's wand, that stilled the very, 
angry seas themselves, would wave in vain over the unbridled pas- 
sions of mankind. 

** Master Oanay,’* replied the young citissen, seeing the impression 
which had been made upon a great part of the burghers by tl\c cer- 
tain fact that tlie druggist's son had been condemned and executed 
after the duke’s death — the case you mention is one totally distinct 
from any of tlie rest, and must be considered and judged of apart. 
Doubt not you shall have fiill justice done you ; and the day after to-mor- 
row we will assemble in our public hall, and solemnly debate on what 
course we must pursue in that respect. In the meanwhile, let us not 
embarrass our present consultations with any point on wliich there 
may bo a difference of opinion: morning will soon be here. Our ptp- 
ceediiigs, then, are thus far determined: — first, to petition the prin- 
cess for restoration of our rights : if she grant them, well ; but if by 
evil counsellors she be persuaded to refuse, then to assert them wilii 
our blood and with our fortunes, till the last man among ns perish I 
Am I right? Well, then,” proceeded Albert Maurice, as a ready 
assent followed his words, and many of the assembly rose to depart, 
“to-morrow, by eight in the morning, let us meet in the town- hall; 
and, in the meant line, friends and fellow -counsellqrs of the good city 
of Ghent, have 1 not your authonty to provide for the guarding and 
saft ty of the town ?” 

“You have! you have!*' was the general reply; “and now good 
night!” 

One by one the counsellors of the town of Ghent departed from the 
apartment of the young citizen. But Ganay, the druggist, liTigcred 
b(‘hind the rest. The conversation between him and Albert Maurice 
was brief and rapid, but stem and to the point. 

“Albert Maurice,” said the druggist, “are we still one in pur- 
pose ?” 

“If you so will,” replied the young burgher ; “ but beware that you 
bring notlimg to divide our councils.” 

“ Nay, ratiicr, you beware that you stand not between the sword of 
justice and its victim,” rejoined the other ; “ for, as I live, if you do, 
my love for you wiU Income something bitterer tlian hate, and moi>e 
than your rum — tlie ruin of your cause, shall follow.” 

The eye of the young citizen flashed fiercely, as he was thus dared 
in the first hour of power. “Mark me!’* he said, grasping the arm of 
his companion, and bending his majestic head over him, wlide he 
fiixed his full stem glance upon the sallow face of the other : “ mark 
me! It is time that our mutual determination should be spoken; 
youra has already found voice, now hearken to mine. For the ser- 
vice you may do to tlic cause that I hold dear, I will give a certain 
way to your revexige. You see 1 understand you. But if yon talie 
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one step beyond that, and ahow me that you would rule our eflbrta 
. for your purposes, I will crush you or die. Man, you have met wi& 
your master ! and, though you may have caused the misery of lordly 
houses, the star of my destiny is above your scope!*' 

As Albert Maurice spoke, the cheek of the druggist turned even 
paler than before ; and he answered, in a subdued voice, " Ha! in- 
deed! We do, then, know more of each other that I thought. But 
this is all vain," he added, after a momentary pause; "if you know 
ao much you kno^v, too, that I love you. But, Albert Maurice, I 
must — I will have my revenge.” 

"You shall have justice,*’ replied the young citizen, "and I will 
not oppose you; though I think reason and humanity, and a right 
construction of the law, should save the unhappy men at whom you 
aim. The day after to-morrow, however, plead your own cause be- 
fore the council in the town-hall. I will be absent; and if they judge 
for you, I will not interpose by word or deed.” 

The druggist paused, and thought for a moment. "Be it so,’* he 
said, at len^h. "They must condemn them: and now for you, 
Albert Maurice. Mark mt! There are two paths open before you. 
The one which you seem choosing for yourself, leads to a long 
struggle between the people and the throne, which, after nicely 
balancing rights, and weighing tenderly the thousand grains of dust 
that constitute all questions of government and policy, shall end in 
nothing for the state, and your own death and ruin. The other, on 
which I would guide you, conducts, by a few bold strides, to power, 
to empire, and to hve ! You see I know you, too I Choose for your- 
self, and let your actions speak the result. Farewell I I will be ever 
by you side, to prompt you to your own advantage, even to thie last 
moment.” 

Thus speaking, the druggist quitted the apartment, and followed 
the rest of the citizens; while Albert Maurice remained in the soli- 
tude of his own chamber, witli his eyes fixed still upon the spot where 
Ganay had stood. 

"To power — ^to empire — to love!” he repeated, in a low tone 
" How dexterously yon man knows how to mix the small portion 
of leaven, calculated to turn and change the whole heart of him to 
whom he speaks. To power — ^to empire— anc^ to love!” and the 
young burgher seated himself slowly, asd turned his head towards 
the shady side of the room, as if the very light of the lamps looked 
into his heart, and disturbed the intense thoughts that were working 
in the dark chamber of his bosom. 

"No!" he cried, at length, clasping his hands together; "no! no! 
no! My country, thou shalt be my first object ! and if, in serving 
thee, without one efibrt for myself, aught of good befall me person- 
ally,,! will receive it, only as a reward for working thy freedom; but 
never shall the thought of my individual wishes mingle with my 
aspirations for the benefit of my native land. Fiend ! how thou hast 
tempted me 1" 

He then gave a moment or two to other ideas oonnected with his 
situation at the time; and the first blossom of that full honrest of 
legrets, which every man, who sows the Cadraean seeds of dvil strife^ 
is destined to reap in bitterness of heart, rose up in his bosom as he 
flight of the fate of the unhappy meOf whom he felt forced to yidd 
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Ube revenge of Ganay, or to resign eveiy hope of delivering hii 
country* It was the first sacrifice of better feeling he had yet been 
obliged to make; but the first is ever the augury of many more. 
Albert Maurice, indeed, would fain have persuaded himself that it 
was not a sacrifice. He strove to prove to his own mind that the 
men deserved their fate. He called up instances of their severity— of 
their cruelty ; and recapitulated to his own lieart the specious sopbis- 
^ of Ganay ; asserting that the act they had committed, however 
just bad been their sentence on the druggist’s son, was illegal fiK>m 
the previous death of him from whom alone they derived their powcf. 
He reasoned, he argued in vain — ^his heart was unsatisfied ; when a 
neighbouring clock, striking the hour of five, made him start from 
bis seat, and gladly take advantage of its warning voice, to cast away 
thoughts that brought regrot, in the busy activity of preparing tho 
city to hold firmly the power it had assumed. 


CHAPTER XXL 

We shall pass over the forenoon of the following day rapidly. The 
news of her father’s death reached Mary of Burgundy early in the 
morning; and though she wept long and bitterly, her grief was now 
more calm and tranquil than it had been while uncertainty remained 
mingled with sorrow. More agitating tidings, however, had reached 
the Lord of Imbercourt and the Chancellor Hugonet at a still earlier 
hour : lor, by daybreak, the first rumours of the disarming of the 
soldiery, and the seizure of the gates and walls of the city by the 
burgher guard, had been communicated to them; and before they 
could take any measures in consi>quenee, the paintul fact that every 
post or dcienco in Ghent was m the hands of the citizens, had been 
reported from all quarters. Respect lor the grief of the princesB 
caused them to withhold from her, for some hours, the knowledge 
which tliey tlieinselves possessed of the state of the city ; and it waft 
only when, by means of some other private agents, tliey received 
information that the principal burghers of the town had assembled 
in the town-house, and were voting a petition to the princess, pray* 
ing a restitution of all ihose rights and privileges of which they had 
been deprived by Duke Ghaiies, that they found it absolutely neces- 
sary to eommunipate to her, both what had occjirred and what was 
likdy to tollow. 

The new's afiected Mary of Burgundy less than they had expected; 
and, indeed, proved only a sufiieient stimulus to rouse her from the 
grief into which she had fallen. 

“Fear not, my Lord of Imbercourt,” she said, as she saw the 
apprehension that overshadowed his countenance ; ** fear not, 1 will 
soon find means to quiet and satisfy the good people of Ghent. It 
was only while the will and ordinances of my father were opposed to 
my own inclinations, that I found any diliieulty, or entertained any 
fear, in regard to the tranquillity of the state.” 

** 1 hope, madam, and 1 trust,” replied Imbercourt, "that you may 
find it easy ; hut a stirred-up population is like one of those ravenoua 
beasts, that seems to acquire a greater appetite by feeding largely. 
1 trust that ihe Lords of Kavestein and Cleveis^ wiUi others to whom 
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X liatre despatched messengers, maj soon arrive, and in suiBcieiit 
farce to overawe these insolent burghers; so that you may be obliged 
to grant nothing but that which is just and right, and be able to 
concession at the proper point. Hark, lady !” he added, as a 
distant shout burst upon his ear, “the unmanly brutes allow you not 
ante day for sorrow : they arc coming even now."' 

Mary’s cheek turned a little path ; but she showed no other sign 
of apprehension and merely replied — “Let them come, my lord! 
They shall find it difficult to conquer the love of Mary of Burgundy ; 
Ibr love is the only arms that I shall oppose to my subjects. Alas! 
t^t they should ever be mine! I beseech you, my good lords, to 
have the hall of audience fittinsrly prepared to receive the people, 
who seeiti approaching fast. Have such guards and attendants 
drawn up as may give us some show of state. Alice, my sweet 
friend, seek out the noble duchess, and pray henr to cast by her grief 
for a moment ; for much do 1 need her presence and support in what 
is about to occur.” 

The orders of the princesa were promptly obeyed. Margaret of 
York joined her in a few minutos. The hall of audicnoo was prepared 
as speedily as possible; and everything was ready for the reception 
of the burghers before they reactied the gates of the palace. The 
deputation, consisting of about twenty persons, dressed in their 
municipal robes, proceeded from the town-liouse on foot, followed and 
surrounded by an immense multitude of the lower orders, shouting 
loudly — “Ghent and hberty! Ghent and liberty! Long live the 
noble syndics !” They soon arrived at the building culled the Cours 
4a Princes and some surprise, perhaps, was felt by the citizens, on 
finding themselves at once admitted to the palace, without any ques- 
tion, and ushered, through a line of armed guards, to the great hall 
of audience. The general impression among them was, that the 
counsellors of the princess, possessing a greater armed force than the 
townsmen had been aware of, were determined to bring the matter 
to an immediate decision; and, perhaps, even to arrest tiiem in the 
palace, for the events of the night before. 'Hus supiiosition was 
rather increased by the appearance of the hall of audience, which 
was also lined with armed attendants: and by the demeanour of 
Imbcrcourt, Hugonet, and other counsellors, who stood with some- 
what severe and frowning countenances on each side of the chair of 
state, which now remained vacant, under the rich crimson Canopy 
that had so often overhung the stern, determined features of (|barfes 
the Bold. ^ 

As soon as they had entered the chamber, the deputation pauscjd, 
uncertain to whom to address themselves. The counsellors i^oither 
qpoke nor clianged their position ; and, for a few moments, there was 
R dead, unpleasant silence, which no one chose to break. At that 
Instant, however, when the dumb confronting of the court and the 
citizens was becoming even painful to both, the door by the side of 
tiie throne was thrown open by one of the hussiers or door-keepers, 
and Mary of Burgundy, leaning on the arm of Margaret of York, 
preceded by some of the, officers of the palace, and followed by two 
cr three female attendants, entered the apartment, and advanced 
towards the chair. 

She ascended the steps on which it was raiseiit but did not sit 
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down; and, tuning towards the depntatum of the hur^rs, she 
bowed her head wxtii a gentle inclination, while the novelty of her 
situation, the feeling that she was taking possession Ci hst deisd 
father's throne, and the cUfficalty of her circomstanees, Ofvercaine her 
firmness for an instant, and she bust into tears. 

Wiping the drops rapidly fixxm her eyes, she made a sign to the 
Chancellor Hugonet, who immediately took a step forward, and said 
--^addressing the deputation of citizens, who still stood at the farther 
end of the room — “ The high and mighty Princess, Mary, Duchess of 
Burgundy, Countess of Flanders and Hainault, is ready to receive 
any persons on behalf of her good town of Ghent.” 

There was a slight pause; and then Albert Maurice, as president 
of the provisional council, advanced towards the throne, and knelt on 
one knee upon the first step. Mary extended her fair hand to him, 
as he knelt, and with a flushed cheek and quivering, lip, the young 
bugher bent his head over it, while something very like a tear glit- 
tered in his eye, too. In his left hand he held a roll of parchment ; 
«and. before he rose, he said — ” Madam, I come to lay at you feet a 
humble address of condolence, and petition, from you good and 
fiutliful subjects, the citizens of Ghent. Is it you good pleasure 
that I read it 

Mary bowed her head; and Albert Maurice, rising from his knee, 
tmtolled the parchment which he held, and read, in gentle and respect- 
ful tones, the address which had that morning been agreed to in the 
town-hall. The terms in which it was couched were as mild and 
moderate as the young burgher, by his utmost eloquence, had been 
able to procure. The citizens, in the language of grief and respect, 
spoke of the high qualities of the late Duke of Burgundy, and touched 
as lightly as possible upon those acts of arbitrary power and barbarouB 
harshness, which had deprived him of that love wliich the more noble and 
generous ])arts uf his character might have obtained fi^om his subjects. 
They continued, however, to notice his attacks upon the liberties of 
the good towns of Flanders, in terms both severe and firm ; and they 
petitioned the princess immediately to take into consideration' the 
consequences which such aggressions had produced, and to remedy 
the wrong that had been done by her fifither. 

Wiiile Albert Maurice read the petition, the deputation bad gtar 
duidly advanced, and formed a little semicircle at a few yards distance 
fh)m the throne; and when the young citizen had concluded, fhe 
princess immediately replied, addressing herself to all; — 

“ I did think, my good friends,” she said, in a tone rather sad than 
'repro;ichful, “ that the day on which I first heard the sad news of^my 
poor father’s death, might have been passed in privacy, sanctified to 
mourning and to sorrow. 1 know, however, that communities aie 
little capable of feeling for the griefs and affectiems of individuals, 
esp^ially when those individuals are their princes; and, therefore, 
laying by my sorrow, I come willingly to hear your wants and wishes, 
and to assure you illl of my firm resolve to do everything 1 can to 
satisfy and to make you happy. In regard to the rights and privileges 
CKf the city of Ghcn^ for be it from me, now or ever, to inquire why 
they were restrained or abridged by your late sovereign lord, my 
father ; or to renew old griefs and dissensions, by investigating who 
' was right or wrong in the tunes sbaU men w Ghent, you have 
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never yet offended; you are my fellow-countrymen, therefore I fed 
for you: you ore my subject^ therefore I love you. At once, then^ 
whether as a boon, or as a right, whether as your own due, or as a 
testimony of the affection of Mary of Burgundy, take, hold, and use 
wisely all those privileges and immunities whatever, which you can 
prove that you have possessed at any time within fifty years of the 
present day. Farther back let us not inquire, for it would lead us to 
times when Ghent and Flanders, under the usurped domination of a 
man who was raised from the dregs of the people, by the people’s dis- 
content, endured a grosser and more bloody tyranny than ever they 
suffered from the most savage and cruel of their native princes.” 

“We thankfully accept your Grace’s bounty,” replied Albert 
Maurice ; “ and, without derogating from our own inherent rights, we 
wilhngly receive your free and generous confirmation of them, as a 
grace and benefit conferred; and so humbly take our leave.” 

“ ypu will confer, my friends,” said Mary, “ witli my chancellor 
here present, in regard to all the particulars which you may claim, 
and will have them clearly established and defined to the full extend 
of the words that I have used.” 

The deputation were then permitted to kiss the hand of the prin- 
cess, and withdrew; and Mary, after giving one hasty glance round 
the hall of audience, retired once more to indulge her grief in her own 
apartments. 

With her, and with the Duchess of York, the hours passed in lonely 
mourning, only interrupted from time to time by an occasional call 
to transact some of the necessary business of the state, or by the 
tidings of some event which it was thought indispensable to commu- 
nicate. In the streets and lanes of the city,' however, the day went 
by with all those signs which show an anxious and excited population. 
Continual crowds collected in various parts of the town, now convers- 
ing among themselves, now listening to some popular declaimer. The 
busy and important were seen hurrying to and fro in every direction. 
The song, the fiddle, or the cornemusej were exchanged for pitiable 
werses on the pitiable battle of Nancy; and wliile one part of the city 
was overflowing with people, and rang with the sound of many tongues, 
another showed streets totally deserted, the abode of silence and 
solitude. 

At length, towards evening, a strong disposition to riot and tumult 
displayed itself. Whispers and rumours, originating no one knew 
where, were spread rapidly amongst the crowd, tending strongly to 
excite them to outrage. Some said that the council were bringing in 
laige bodies of soldiers; some that the nobles were arming their 
attendants, and intended to repossess themselves of the gates. But 
the strongest and most generally credited reports were directed 
against the eschevins or police magistrates of the city, whose very 
duties of investigation and punishment rendered them at all times 
obnoxious to the lower classes, but who were now hated in a tenfold 
degree, from the abrogation of the popular form of election in their 
last appointment. In several districts petty tumults actually took 
place; whoever bore the appearance of either a noble or a lawyer 
was insulted as soon as he appeared ; and the burgher guard, which 
was more tlian once called out, with a very natural leaning to the 
people from which it was selected, took merely such means cf reprea* 



MABT OF BUBOUMST* W 

taaa m dispened the crowds in one 6pot» only to c(dlect in larger 
numbers in another. 

In the meanwhile, Maillotin du Ban, as PreTOt, and the druggist 
Ganay, as one of the notables of the town, mingled with the crowds^ 
and harangued them with the apparent purpose of persuading them 
to return peaceably to their houses. The first, indeed, was anything 
but popular in the city ; and some supposed that he was ea^osing 
himself to outrage by tl|e active part he took ; but it was wonderful 
to see how readily he assumed the tone and deportment necessary to 
captivate the people^ and how speedily the multitude forgot his former 
conduct. It is true that neither he nor Ganay in their speeches said 
one word to appease the current of popular indignation, or to divert 
it from the point to which it was tending. They used every sort of 
common-place argument to induce thp people to return to their oro 
dwellings. They told them that it would be much better, much safiBr* 
much more prudent, to disperse, and to let things take their course ; 
though they acknowledged, at the same time, that the eschevins, in 
the discharge of their illegal office, had acted cruelly and basely. 
Nevertheless, they said, that tho«?e instruments of tyranny would 
doubtless be brought to justice, if they were not by any means 
smuggled out of the city. In short, they did what may always be 
done: excited the people in a far greater degree, while they affected 
to tranquillize them; and pointed their fury to the very object from 
which they pretended to turn it. 

Tlie troops which remained in the town, though totally insufficient 
to overawe the citizens, or to repossess themselves of the walls and 
gates, were numerous enough to hold out, for any length of time, the 
* palace or Gours du Prince, as it was called, which, according to the 
custom of the day, was strongly fortified; and which was, luckily, 
fully provisioned. The attention, therefore, of the ministers of the 
orplian princess was solely directed to adding temporary defences to 
her dwelling, and to repairing any slight defect which time or over- 
sight had produced, without attempiing the vain task of putting down 
the turbulent spirit which was manilestmg itself in the city. No 
hostility, indeed, was evinced by the populace towards the princess 
or her attendants; and servants were suilbred to go to and from the 
palace without the shglitest molestation. But still the tidings of tu- 
multuous movements, in various parts of the town, poured in tlirough 
tlic evening ; and, as Mary sat in a lugh chamber of a tall tower, long 
since pulled down, but which then rose aboyamost of the buildings 
round, the distant shouts and ones caught her ear, and more than 
once made her inquire the cause. Towards nightitdl, Imbercourt was 
summoned to her presence ; and she asked eagerly if there were no 
means of pacifying tlie people. 

“None, madam, ” rephed the minister; “without, indeed, you could 
bribe some of their demagogues ; and Iliac would, of course, merely 
hiring them to create tumults hci'eailer, wliencvcr they wanted a 
fresh supply. I am afraid they must be suffered to have their way 
for a time. In the end, the populace will see their own folly, and the 
base selfishness of those that mislead them, and will return to quiet 
and tranquillity of their own accord. In the meanwhile, thank God, 
the palace is secure ; so be under no appridiensions, madam, for 
could hold it out for six mouths, against any force they can bring.'* 
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I fear not fer myself, my lord,” replied Mary; fear fer my 
ffubjects and my friends. I beseech you, my lord, leave not the palace 
to-night : they might murder you in your way to your own hoteL’* 

"1 do not believe, madam, that they have any iU'^will towards me,* 
reptied Imbercourt: “I have never done them wrong, and have often 
between them and tho anger of tlieir prince. But my duty 
commands me to remain here, at least till the town is somewhat more 
calm ; and I certainly will not quit the palac^tliis night* 

So saying, he withdrew; and Mary appro^hed the lattice of the 
room in which she had been sitting, and which commanded a some- 
what extensive view over the city ; though the objects that were 
visible were rather the roofs of buildings and the spires of churches, 
than tlic busy multitudes which she would fain have watched, herself 
unseen. Every now and then, however, a glance was to be caught of 
Boofe of the manifold canals and squares of Ghent; and Mary threw 
open the window, in order, ere the bght faded away entir(>ly, to gain 
a view of any of the crowds whose shouts she heard. But the effort 
was vain; and turning away from the chilling blast of llic January 
wind, she closed the window, and was returning to her scat, when she 
found that Alice of Imbercourt had followed her to the deep arcli in 
which the casement was situated. 

"I wish, dearest lady,” said her fair follower, “that you would take 
the couns^ of a simple girl, whicli, 1 have a fond belief, would be 
better than that of all these grave signiors.” 

“ Well, my Alice,” replied the princess, witli a faint smile, “ what 
would you have me do?” 

“May I spe^ boldly, lady?” demanded Alice. 

“Ay, indeed, as boldly as you will,” answered Mary, whose heart ' 
wanted some bosom into which to pour its anxieties and sorrows. 

“ But first, dear friend, send away those two girls, wlio sit moping by 
the lire, sharing my distress, without foclinv my grief. Bid the page 
go ^ht the lamps in the lower chamlicr, and tell them to take thither 
their embroidery frames, and work diligently, while wc two stay here 
in the grey twilight, as dim and melancholy a*? iny thou gl its.” 

Her commands were speedily obeyed. “And now, Alice,” she said, 
as the other returned, “what would you have me do?” 

“I would have you despatch a messenger this very night,” replied 
the young lady, boldly, “to the only person on whose arm and to whoso 
heart you can rely tq defend and guard you in the present sUaight— 

I mean to the Arch — ”, 

“Ilusli, hush I Not for a universe!” cried Mary “Good Heaven! 
what would he deem me? No, Alice, no! you would surely never 
advise mo to such a step. Eie! fie! mention it not!” 

“ 1 knew that you would start away, my dearest mistress,” replied 
her fiiir counsellor; “hut you must hear me slill. WJiat can you do 
better? What can you do bo well ? I’he circumstances hi which you 
are placed, the difficulties which surround you, do they not ju'^tify 
such an act ? do they not render it wise and right, instead of indeli- 
cate and bold ? The Archduke Maximilian was once plighted to you 
by your own father ; and if ever two people loved each other — ** 

” Hush ! A lice, I entreat, I command,” interrupted the princess. “ It 
must not, it cannot be. If sudb be vour ad\ ice, speak no more : what 1 
wanted was counsel how to tranqin Uxze llicse unquiet people of Ghent.” 
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bad something to si^ cm that score, too,” refdied JUiee of Imber- 
eourt ; ** but perchance, my advice will not more palatable to yoo^ 
In regard to that matter, than in reprd to the other ” 

“Nay, nay; be not offended, Alice,” answered Mary; “none can 
judge of that on which you were speaking, but myself; but, c£ ibis 
business of Ghent, perhaps any one can judge better.” 

Well, then, madam, I will say my say,” replied Alice; “ and ycm 
can follow my counsel mnot, as you think l^st. You marked the 
young burgher, with tnw fur^ robe and the gold chain, who read, 
you the address this morning? You must remember him — as hand- 
some a youth as ever lady’s eye rested on.” 

“ I scarcely saw him,” said the princess ; “ nor should have noticed 
him at all, but that I think it was the same who, some three or fbur 
months since, was accused before the council of high treason, and fc- 
quitted himself most nobly.” ^ 

“The same, exactly the same,” replied Alice ; “his name is Albert 
Maurice, as I hear ; and he bears the noblest reputation of any young 
citizen of them all. I have heard even my own father declare, tlmt 
yon young man has too high a mind and too noble a spirit, for hia 
class and station.” 

“ Well, what of him ?” demanded the princess ; “ I fear me that hia 
noble spirit will work us little good ; for, from all I saw to-day, he 
seems to lead the disaffected of the city.” 

“You marked him not as I did, madam,” answered Alice: “never 
mind what 1 saw, or what t fancied that 1 saw. He does lead aU 
parties in the city, I hear ; and I am fain to think, that had it not 
been for him, that petition and address, as they call it, would have 
had a ruder tone. Lady, that young man is well disposed toward! 
you and yours; and I believe that he might be easily worked upon to 
use his great influence to cure the present madness" of the people.” 

“ Indued, I believe he is well disposed,” said Mary; “for, I remem- 
ber, by your father’s counsel, I had him called back after the trial, and 
besought him in private, to do his best to maintain peace and order 
in the (iity.” 

“ My father’s counsel was wise, madam,” replied Alice, with a quiet 
smile ; “ and his daughter’s is just of the same piece. What I would 
have you do now is what my father led you to do then. Send for this 
Albert Maurice, and beseech him, fairly and gently, to do his best to 
quiet the populace and to restore tranquillity. to bis gene- 

rosity — to his gratitude; show him how frankly you granted the 
petition of the citizens this morning; and, take my word, you will 
make a convert and a powerful friend.” 

^ “ With all my heart,” exclaimed Mary, at once ; " but there is no 
time to he loti: hie thee down to thy father, dear Alice; tell him what 
I have resolved to do, and bid him send a messenger for the young 
citizen directly.” 

“Nay, nay, dear lady,” answered Alice, smiling again, “that way 
will never do. In the first place, I hear my fether is not, just nol^ 
the best beloved in the city, for suffering a young man to be executed 
who had committed murder, and was condemned by the eschevtns ; 
and, besides that, 1 learned from one of my women but now, that he 
had sent, in his own name, to tins Albert IVIaurice and. another of thiO 
citizens, named Ganey, and that they refused to come.” 
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“ Then, most probably, they would refiise me, too,” replied the 
princess; *' and though Mary of Burgundy will do all that she can to 
make her people happy, she must not stoop to beg their presence, and 
l)e refused.” 

“No fear, no fear,madam,” said Alice of Imbercourt; “but leave 
the matter to me, and I will answer for it, that, ere half an hour be 
over, tlie young citizen shall be standing bore before you.” 

“ What do you propose to do, then,” dem^ed the princess. 

“Merely to write a billet desiring Maste^Albert Maurice, in the 
name of Maiy, Duchess of Burgundy, to render himself at the palace, 
with all speed, in order to speak with his sovereign,” was her fair at- 
tendant’s answer. 

'* Nay, but it may seem strange,” said the princess ; “ I hardly dare 
to do so without speaking with your father.” 

“ If you make it a matter for counsellors, lady,” replied Alice, “all 
our scheme fails, or worse may come of it than you suspect. 1 have 
already heard the constable of the rcitters and one of your Grace's 
council regretting that they did not seize upon the deputation this 
morning, as a pledge for the submission of the people. No, no ; he 
must come in disguise, and must go in disguise. 1 will send the page 
with the billet ; he is shrewd and active, and shall bring him in by the 
postern on the canal. Nay, nay, lady,” she added, seeing Mary about 
to make some farther opposition, “ I will take it all upon myself. I 
will write the note, and send the page, and bid the sentry give him 
admission on his returns and if aught is^heard of it, it will but pass 
for the trick of a mad-headed girl — and 1 have more to lose than you 
too, my princess,” she continued, laughing ; “ for I have a lover who 
could be as jealous as a spaniel dog, it I chose to let him.” 

Mary still liesitated. and probably might have refused. her consent; 
but some nearer and louder shouts met her ear, giving evidence that 
the crowds were increasing as the night came on, and determined her 
to accede. Alice's proposal was agreed to accordingly; and, as every 
moment was apparently adding to the tumult in the city, she proceeded 
to put the scheme in execution immediately. 


CHAPTER XXn. 

Thb torrent of business in which Albert Maurice found himself in* 
volved, had occupied his time in such a manner as hardly to permit 
of his giving much attention to the tumultuous assemblages which 
took place, during the day, in various parts of the city. Popular 
leaders, indeed, arc apt to attach too little importance to those com- 
motion« which, being frequently raised by themselves with case and 
rapidity, they fancy they can allay with the same facility and power; 
but a time comes when they are to be undeceived, and it was ap- 
proaching with Albert Maurice. Towards two o’clock the young citi- 
zen had addressed the people in the markct-placCt and had easily in- 
duced them disperse, by u^orming them that the princess had most 
generously granted them, of her own accord, all that they could de- 
sife. He had then, in the belief tliat all the other crowds would melt 
away, in the same manner, before night, retired to liis own dwelling ; 
and, in the most remote and noibciess apartment which it coutainec^ 
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had proceeded to make, witli rapidity and decision, all those arrange- 
meats on which depended the defence of the dty against external 
onemioa, and the predominance of the popular pjjrty within its walls. 
He w’rote at length to all the municipal councils of the various towns 
in Flanders ; he took measures for organizing a considerable national 
force ; be sent express orders to the guard at all tlie gates, to refuse 
admission to any party of armed men ; and he issued orders lor the 
Ihbricatipn of arms as tmeedily as possible, in order that the citizens 
might be found in a st "e of preparation, if the privileges and liberty 
they had regained should be menaced from without. 

Thus passed the three hours of light that remained after his return 
home ; and busy hours they were. At length feeling* himself, notwith- 
standing liis great corporeal powers, somewhat wearied w'ith the im- 
mense exertions which he had made, he proceeded into the garden 
attached to liis dwelling, which formed a little terrace on the banks 
of the Lys. As he stood there, turning liis aching brow to t)ie,cool 
wiud, tlie full roar of the tumult in the city burst upon his car, like 
tlie distant sound of a stormy sea; and, after listening for a few mo- 
ments to tlie combination of discordant noises, which rose up from the 
many streets and squires, lie felt at once that some great change had 
taken place in the popular mind since he had left the market-place; 
and, turning quickly back, he prei>ared to go forth and use all the 
power he knew that lie possessed to restore tranquillity. At his own 
door, however, he was met by a boy, who instantly pronounced his 
name, though it w’as now dark, and demanded to speak with him. ' 

,, Who, and what are you, boy ?” demanded the young citizen. 

I bear you a billet from a lady,*’ replied the youth ; “ and you must 
read it directly.” 

“A billet from «\lady!” cried Albert Maurice, with a sneer curling 
his handsome lip. “Go, go, my boy: this is no* time for idle gal- 
lantries. Give me the note, and get thee hence ; I will read it to- 
morrow.” 

“ Nay, but you must read it this moment,” the other answered, 
without giving him the note : “ ay, and that in private, too,” he added. 
“ ISo come, good sir, go back into your house ; and take: it witli reve-. 
rence and care, for it deserves no less.” 

“ Thou art hold enough,” replied Albert Maurice ; but at the same 
time there was something in the deiiortmciit of the boy, so unlike tliat 
of the common Love's messengers of those days, tl|at he yielded to .hie 
desire; and, turning into the house, strode quickjy to the chamber 
in which he liad been writing, and in which a light was still burning. 

The moment he had entered, the apparel of the page and a small 
St Andrew’s cross, embroidered on his left breast, at once showed 
that he was a servant of the house of Burgundy. Instantly closing 
the door, Albert Maurice took the note with every sign of reverence 
and respect, and read it attentively by the light of the lamp. As he 
did so, however, liis cheek flushed, and then turned pale and flushed 
again, and he demanded eagerly, “ Who gave you this note, Sir Page ?” 

The Lady Alice of Imbercourt,” replied the boy ; “ and she bade 
me lead you speedily to the postern on the river.” 

‘ Albert Maurice paused and mused ; and though no heart that ever 
beat in a human bosom knew less of fear than his, yet the ordinary 
wlculation of danger 'which every one'makes when engaged in enter* 

L 
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prises of importanoe, forced itself upon* his notice, and he could sot 
''but feel that the step proposed to mm was replete with peril. Was 
it probable, he as^d himself, that the princesB should send to him at 
that hour? And was not the dispat^ of the note he held in his 
hand, much more likely to be part of a scheme framed by the Prevot, 
or some of the inferior agents of the government, in order to get the 
chief leader of the popular party, the president of the provisional 
council, into their hands, as a tie upon the i^ple ? 

Yet, as he gazed upon the billet, it evidently a woman’s 
writing ; and as he re-read the contents there was something in it all 
which put prudence and caution to flight at once. Was not tlie very 
name of Mary of Burgundy enough ? To be requested by her to visit 
her dwelling in secrecy and disguise ! to see her, to speak with her in 
private ! to bask in the light of those heautifhl eyes I to heat that 
soft and thrilling voice! The very hope was worth all the perils that 
ever knight or paladin encountered ; and liis re-perusal of the billet 
determined him at once to go. 

Where to find some speedy means of disguising his person was his 
next thought ; but then, immediately remembering the monk’s grey 
gown in which he had already travelled so far. and which by some 
accident had been left behind by his former guide, he instantly sought 
it out, stripped off the furred robe which he had worn through the 
day, and l>uckling on a sword and poniard under the frock, strode on 
after the page, with that increased feeling of security wliieh we all 
experience when we know that we have the means about us of selling 
our lives dearly, happen what will in the course before us. 

“Better follow at a short distance behind, good father,*’ said the 
boy, as they proceeded into the street ; “ you know your way towards 
the back of the Cours du Prince. If we go separate we shall the better 
escape notice, and you will find me on the narrow path beneath the 
walls.” 

As he spoke thus he darted away, and Albert Maurice followed with 
the hurried step of excitement and expectation. It w'as now com- 
pletely dark j and passing onward along the quay of the canals, and 
through one pr two of the many large squares of Ghent, he soon saw 
enough of popular feeling to make him anxious to resume a garb in 
which he might take measures for repressing the turbulent spirit that 
was every moment gaining ground. At the corner of each of the 
larger streets immepse bonfires, blazing and crackling in the chill air, 
at once lighted, and warmed, and excited the multitudes that assem- 
bled round them. But this was not all ; wine, and ale too, that genuine 
Flemish beverage, were circulating rapidly amongst the crowds of 
men and women, whose class and appca’*ance did not at all warrant the 
supposition that their own means could procure, even on an extra- 
ordinary occasion, such copious supplies of dear and intoxicating 
liquors. All this excited a Suspicion in the mind of Albert Maurice, 
tliat some unseen agency was at work, to rouse the people to a far 
higher pitch than he wished or had expected ; and at the same time, 
he felt that such scenes of tumultuous rejoicing on the news of the 
loss of a great battle, and the death of their bold and chivalrous sove- 
reign, was indecent in itself, and must be bitter, indeed, to the child 
of the dead prince. Such sights, of course, increased his speed ; and 
hftBtening on as fkst as posrible, he soon found liimself upon the 
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row ledge of Imtd between the fortified wall of the jtalaoe and ^ 
river. But be was alone; the page was nowhere to be seen; ma 
Albert Maurice began to suspect he had been deceived ; but, a monuait 
after, the • 4 >pearance of the boy, buying up as fast as his less powar- 
fhl limbs permitted, soon showed him that his own anxious haste had 
outstripp^ even the page’s youtliful activi^. 

Although a sentry paraded the wall above, with his slow match 
lighted, no challenge was given ; and three sharp taps upon the postern 
door soon caused it to fly open, and admit them within the walls of 
the building. An inferior officer of the guard stood by, and held a 
lantern to the face of the page as he entered. The boy endured his 
scrutiny quietly ; but, to the surprise of the young citizen, he found 
that the appearance of the page was received as a passport for himself. 
Tlic officer withdrew the lantern without farther comment, as soon as 
lie had satisfled himself in regard to the boy’s person, and suflered 
Albert Maurice and his conductor to enter the palace. , 

Up long and manifold staircases — through innumerable doors and 
interminable jiassages, tlie page led the leader of the Gandois, and only 
stopped at Icngtl), when l^th were out of breath, at a small, deep 
doorway, where he knocked before he entered, making a sign to Albert 
Maurice to pause. Tlic boy was then told to come in, and remained 
within for some minutes, while the young burgher continued in the 
dark passage, his lieart boating, as he thought of his near meeting' 
with Mary of Burgundy, with tliat thrill of expectation which would 
seem to partake of the nature of fear, were it not almost always 
mingled in some way with feelings, not only of hope, but of joy. 

After a time the boy returned ; and, leading tlie young burgher to 
another door, he threw it open, and admitted him into an apartment 
fitted upv/ith all the ostentatious splendour for which Oharles of Bur- 
gundy had been famous in the decoration of his palaces. It seemed to 
have been a room peculiarly allotted to that prince’s leisure moments; 
for all around Imng various implements of sylvan sport, each orna- 
mented in some way with tlie arms of Burgundy, and piled up against 
the walls in tlic manner of trophies. 

There is something strangely solemn in entering the chamber of 
one lately dead. It seems more empty, more vacant and cqld, than 
when its master, though absent, is living. It appeals to our own feel- 
ings and connects itself, by the thin gossamer threads of selfishness 
which the liiiman heart draws between our own fate and every exter- 
nal event that befalls our fellow-men, with an after-})eTiod, when our 
chamber shidl be left thus cold and lonely»^4ind our place be no longer 
found amongst tlie living. 

All spoke of tlie last Duke Charles, and^of the bold rude sports ctf 
which he had been fond. Even the sednee tliat held a fev' lighted 
tapers was fashioned in the shape of a boar’s head; and as the 
young citizen entered the chamber, he felt that feeling of pity for, 
and sympathy with, the deceased prince which notlung could have 
inspired but his death: that common fate which breaks down all 
that holds man from man, and first makes us feel our near kindred 
to eadi otlier. 

There was no one in the chamber; and tlie page, after telling Al- 
bert Maurice that the lady would be with him in a moment, rctn^fi 
and left him to think both qf the living and the dead. His though 
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of the latter, however, soon ceased ; for in this active life the solemn 
impressions are naturally the most transitory, and the expc^ctation of 
meeting Mary of Burgundy soon absorbed the whole. He had no 
time to analyse his feelings, or to examine with microscopic accuracy 
the workings of his own heart. Since the day when he had first seen 
her in the market-place her image had become connected w^ith almost ‘ 
every thought that had passed through his mind. The name of the 
princess, and her conduct in all the events of the day,' .of course 
formed a constant part in the conversation of the people ; and when- 
ever she was mentioned, the fair form and the mild liquid eyes rose 
to the sight of the young burgher, and the sw'eet melodious tones of 
her voice seemed to warble in liis ear. He had refused to let 
his own mind inquire w'hat w'as going on in his bosom ; but the 
words of Ganay had, perhaps, in some degree, oi)ciied his eyes 
to his . feelings ; and the sensations which he experienced while 
waiting her coming in that chamber tended still more to undeceive 
him. 

“Wliat, what was he doing?” he asked himself: “ encouraging a 
passion for an object beyond his reach.” But even -while he so 
thought, a thousand wild and w'hirling images rushed across his 
brain — of triumph, and success, and love. But how -was it all to be 
obtained? By overthrowing her power to raise himself into her 
rank j by overturning the institutions of his country ; by risking the 
effusion of oceans of blood, and by inducing months of anarchy? 
Still these were the only means by which he could ever hoi)e to -win 
the hand of Mary of Burgundy ; and he asked himscll’, would such 
means win her love? Even were he to give way to the lowering 
ambition, which was the only passion that had hitherto struggled 
with patriotism in his bosom — ^the only one -w'hich he had feared 
•—would it obtain the gratification of that love which was now ris- 
ing up, a stronger passion, still destined to use the other as its mere 
slave ? 

Such feelings as I have said rushed rapidly through liis brain, 
while expectation mingled with the rest, and made his heart beat till 
it almost caused him to gasp for breath. These sensations were 
becoming well-nigh intolerfible, when tlie door opened, and Mary of 
Burgundy, followed a step behind by Alice of Irnbercourt, entered 
the apartment, and the door was closed. The princess was still pale 
■with grief; but there was a fitful colour came and went in her 
cheek, that was far lovelier than the most rosy hcallli. Her eyes, 
too, bore the traces of teoN ; but their heaviness hdfl somctliiug 
touching in it, which, perhaps, went more directly to the heart than 
their brighter light. 

With a flushed cheek and agitated' frame the young burgher ad-' 
Taneed a step, and made a profound inclination of the head as the 
princess entered, not well knowing whether, when received in so 
private a manner, to kneel or not. But Mary, after pausing a mo- 
ment, with a doubtful glance, as her eye fell upon the monk’s frotds: 
with which he was covered, held out her hand for him to kiss as her 
subject, a custom then common to almost all ladies of sovereign sta- 
tion ; and the young citizen at once bent the knee, and touched that 
fair hand with a lip that quivered like that of a frightened child* 
& then rose* and stepping' waited for Maiy to express her 
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commands, though his eye from time to time was raised for a single 
instant to her. face, as if he thought to impress those fair features 
still more deeply on the tablet of his heart. 

'*! thank you, sir, for coming so Speedily,” said the princess, “for, 
in truth, I have much need of your counsel and assistance.” 

“ I trust, madam, you could not entertain a doubt of my instant 
obedience to your commands,” replied Albert Maurice, finding that 
she paused. 

“The only thing which could have led me to do so,” said tne prin- 
cess, “ was your refusal to come at the bidding of my faithful friends, 
the Lords of Imbercourt and Hugonet.” • 

“There is some great mistake, madam,” replied the young citizen, 
in surprise ; “ the noblemen, to whom your Grace refers, have never^ 
signified any wish to see me.. Had tliey done so, I should have come 
at their request, with the same confidence that I have obeyed your 
commands.” , 

“Alice,” cried tlie princess, turning to her fair attendant, “my in- 
formation came from you. I hope it was correct.” 

“All I can say, fair ,* 8 ir,” said Alice of Imbercourt, advancing a 
step, and apj)! ying to the young burgher the term that was gciicrally 
used in that day, from noble to noble — “ all I can say, fair sir, is, 
that I heard my father, the Lord of Imbercourt, despatch a messen- 
ger this day, at about three of the clock, to entreat Master Albert 
Maurice and Master Walter Ganay to visit him at the palace imme- 
diiitcly ; and I heard, scarcely an hour ago, by the report of one of 
my women, that a direct refusal had been returned.” 

“Not by rne, lady, certainly not by me,” replied Albert Maurice. 
“ Since the hour of two, this day, I have been in rny own cabinet 
busily engaged in writing, and know but little of what has passed in 
the city. But assuredly no messenger has evdr reached me to-day 
from the }mlace, except the page who brouulit me the command, 
which I am here to obey. But you say another name was coupled 
with mine. IVrhaps that person may have returned the uncourteous 
refusal of which you .speak.” 

“I am very sorry for it, then,” answered Mary of Burgundy; 
“for tlie m alter on which I de.sired to see you, sir, would be much 
better transacted with men and statesmen than with a weak women 
like myself.” 

“Your pardon, madam 1” exclaimed Albert Maurice. “If. what 
you would say refers to the city of Ghent and its present state, much 
more may be done by 3 ’^our own commimds, expressed personally to 
myself, than by an oration of the wisest minister that ever yet was 
born. Statesmen, madam, are often too cold, too prudent, too, cauti- 
ous, to deal with the frank multitude, wliose actions are all passion, 
and whose motives arc all impulse. But, oh! madam, there is a 
natural, generou.s, gentle feeling about all your demeanour, from 
your lightest word to your most important deed, which is well cal- 
culated to make our hearts serve you, as well as our heads or our 
hands.” 

TTie young burgher spoke with a fervour and an enthusiasm that 
called the blood up for a moment into Mary's cheek. But as the 
chivalrous courte.?y of the day often prompted expressions of much 
more romantic admiration, witliout the slightest further meaning than 
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mere oidinAiT’ dTilltj, Mary of Bur&rnndy saw nothinsr in the oon*^ 
duct of the young citizen beyond dutiful and loyal affection. The 
possibility of her having raised a deeper or more tender feeliiwj in the 
bosom of her subject never once crossed her thoughts. It was to her as 
a thing impossible; and, though she certainly felt gratified by the fer- 
vent tone of loyalty in which Albert Maurice expressed himself, she 
dreamed not for a moment that that loyalty coidd ever become a 
warm**? feeling in his breast. 

“i trust, sir,” she replied, “ever to merit the opinion you have 
expressed, and to keep the love of my good people of Ghent, as well 
as that of .'ill my subjects. But, indeed, the conduct that they are 
now pursuing evinces but small reganl cither for my feelings or my 
interest, nor much gratitude for the first willing concession that I 
have made in their favour, Tou say, sir, you know little that has 
passed in the city since an early hour, listen, then to the tidings that 
have reached me.” 

Mary then recapitulated all that she had heard concerning the 
tumults in different parts of the city; and a conversation of consi- 
derable length ensued, which — ^from all the important and interesting 
circumstances discussed, from the free and unceremonious communi- 
cation which it rendered necessary, and from the continual bur&ts of 
high and gt'nerous sentiments, upon both parts, to which the great 
events they spoke of gai e rise — brought all the feelings of the young 
citizen within the circle of the one deep, overpowering passion which 
liad been long growing up in his bosom. If he came there doubting 
whether he loved ^lary of Burgundy, before he kft her presence his 
only doubt was, whether there was anything else on earth worth liv- 
ing for but the love he felt towards her. 

Such thoughts had their natural effect both on his appearance and 
demeanour. lie still maintumed that tone of deep respect due 
from a subject to his so^ ereign ; but there was a free grace in all 
his movements, a brilli.int energy in all bo said, a spirit of gentle, 
chivalrous lojalty in all Ins prolessions, inspired l>y t>ie great excite- 
ment under which he spoke, that roibcd tiic m oiider and admiration 
of Mary herself, though still no one dream of bolder aspirations ever 
crossed her imagination. 

The chamber in which this conference was held was turned towards 
the river, rather than to the square before the palace; and the shouts 
which had made thcujselves loudly audible in the apartments from 
w'liich Mary had just come, had hitherto been less distinctly heard 
where she now stood. But, in a moment after, the multitudes which 
had ass(‘inbled in other places seemed directing their course over a 
bridge that lay a little higher up the stream, and the sounds came 
with redoubled force. Shouts, cries, and songs of every kind, were 
home along with the wind to tlie chamber in which the princess was 
standing ; and, pointing to the casement, she bade the young citizen 
open it, and hearken to what was passing without. 

Albert Maurice did so, and, iu listeuing, his cheek became alter- 
nately pale and red; his brow knitted, and his eye flashed; and, 
turning to tlw princess, he replied, “I know not, madam, what they 
have done, or what they are ahnit to do, but certainly some sort of 
insanity seems to liave seized upon tlic people. However, 1 will this 
instant go fortht and, as 1 live^ if they have committed the crimes of 
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whick I am led to fear they arc guilty, from some of the cries I have 
just heard, the perpetrators shall meet the punishment the}' deserre.*’ 

He turned towai^s the door as he spoke, but Mary desired him to 
pause. " Stay, stay, sir, a miHnent,” she said : ** Alice, bid the page 
see that the way is clear.” 

The young lady opened the door, and whispered a few words to the 
boy, who waited in the passage beyond, and who instantly proceeded 
to ascertain that no change had taken place to obstruct the burgher’s 
ogress from the palace, freely was he gone on this errand, however, 
when a pale, reddish glare began to pour through the open window, 
waxing stronger each moment ; and Mary, whose face was half turned 
towards it. started forwar^ exclaiming, ** Look, look ! Good Heaven, 
thof have set fire to tlie city !” 

Albert Maurice sprang to the casement also ; and, as with his 
riglit liand he tlirew further open the lattice, his left rested for a 
single moment on that of Mary of Burgundy, which she Iiad accident- 
ally placed upon the sill of the window. It was but for an instant, yet 
a tiirill passed through liis whole frame that made his bnun seem to 
reel. 

But he had no time to indulge such thoughts. A bright pyramid 
of flame was at that very moment springing up through the clear 
night air, affording a strange and fearful contrast to the pure sweet 
beams of the early moon. Redder and redder the baleful glare arose, as 
if striving to outshine the moonlight, and streaming over the city, dis-^ 
played the dark black masses of the buildings; wall, and roof, and 
tower, and spire, standing out in clear rehef upon the bright back- 
ground of the blaze. Thence gleaming on, the two lights were seen 
flashing together upon the river, amidst the umumcrablo black spots 
formed by the bouts, in many of wliich a number of human figures 
might be descried, gazing with upturned faces ♦at the flame. -The 
wooden bridge, too, with the crossing and interlacing of its manifold 
piles and beams, appeared at a little dihta nee beyond, a piece of dark 
fine tracery upon the glittering mass of the stream ; and there too, an 
immense multitude wore to be observed, looking on calmly at the fire 
which was consuming some of the finest buildings in the city. 

All tliia was gathered by the young citizen at one glance. 

“ They have set fire to the prison and the hall of justice,” he cried, 
divining in an instant, both from the direction of the flames, and the 
cries he had before heard, the crime wliich had been committed. 
” Tills must he put a stop to I Madam, farewSl. When you shall 
hear to-morrow of the events of this night, you shall either learii that 
1 am dead, or that I have done my duty.” 

The page had by this time returned ; and Albert Maurice followed 
him with a rapid step through tlie same passages by which he had 
been conducted to his interview with tlie pmccss. Just as they had 
reached the ground flour of the castle, however, there was the sound 
of a coming step. The boy darted across the corridor in a moment^ 
and Albert Maurice had but time to draw the cowl of his monk’s 
gown over his liead, when ho was encountered by the Lord of Irnber* 
court, adyancing with a hasty step towards tlie apartments of tha 
princess. 

The young citizen, with all his feelings excited by what had jurt 
foased, was both fearless and careless of any mortal thing* and, mak« 



170 MAftr OF BUBQUHOT« 

in" slight way for the nobleman to pas®, was striding rapidly on after 
tlie page; but ImbercoUrt caught him by the arm, exclaiming, “Who 
are you, sir? and what do you heref” 

“ I do the errand on which I am sent,” replied the young citizen, 
“ and interrupt no man. Unliand me, sir ; for I am not to be stajred.” 

“ Not till I see your face,** said Imbercourt sternly : “ your^oice I 
should know. But that form, 1 doubt me, is no monk’s.” 

As he spoke he raised his hand towards the cowl which covered 
the head of the young citizen. But Albert Maurice shook off his 
gTas]>, saying, “ Man, you are unwise ! Stay me further at your peril.** 
“ Ho ! a guard without there 1” shouted the Lord of Imbercourt, 
till the whole i>assages rang, and cast himself immediately in the 
patli of the burgher. But Albert Maurice seized him in his power- 
ful grasp, and, with one effort sent him reeling to the further part of 
tlu* corridor, where he foil almost stunned upon the floor. 

WitJiout a moment’s x>anse, the young citizen darted through tho 
door by which the page had disappeared, traced without difficulty* 
tlic passages which led to the postern, passed unquestioned by the 
sentry who was conversing with the boj^, and, iu a moment after, was 
standing upon the terrace without the palace w'alls. 

Casting off the monk’s gown, he rolled it hastily up and threw it 
into the water ; and then, striding along the narrow quay, between 
tlie Cours du Prince and the river, he directed his way at once to- 
wards the bridge. It«was still covered with people ; and some one, 
recognizing him as he came upon it, pronounced his name, whicli 
was instantly spoken by a hundred other voices. Still Albert Mau- 
rice passed on, forcing his way through the crowd, but n)arking at- 
tenti^ely the various countenances, tis he went, by the light wliich 
the liamea of the burning buildings cast upon them. There were 
many he recognised, but he si^oke to none for some moments, till he 
came to a stout honest-looking clotbworker, near whom he stopped for 
an instant. 

“ Arc you ready to obey my commands, Gibelin ?” lie demanded. 

“ To the death, Master Albert,” replied the other ; “ the rogues 
have set fire to the hall of justice.” 

** I see,” answered Albert Maurice ; “ follow me thither, and, as 
you go, collect as many as you can who will obey without question.’* 
lie then strode on, stopping from time to time at the various 
crowds, wherever he yecognised a person on w^hom he could depend. 
X^Tth each of these a momentary conversation took place, of tlie 
same nature as that which he had held with the man he called Gibe- 
lin. To some, however, his address was much more brief. To others, 
merely, “ Follow me, Kold! follow nae.Gastnerl” 
liis commands were instantly obeyed ; those whom he charged to 
collect more, were successful in doing so ; and as he made his way 
toward, a body of two or three hundred men, gathered in this man-^ 
Her from the different crowds, continued pushing their way^after him 
ih an irregular manner, up the great street, in which the old prison 
and liall of justice were situated. Those buildings had been built so 
as to retire a little from the general facade of the houses ; and, being 
placed, exactly opposite to each other, left a sort of square between 
them. The edifices on both sides -were now on fire ; but notwith- 
ftanding intense heat, the place or square was filled to overflow* 
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iiig with people, whose appearance and occupation seemed altogether 
those of devils in human form. The blaze of the burning buildings 
cast upon their swarthy and excited countenances, disfigured as they 
already were bj'^ drink and passion, a glare that was perfectly infer- 
nal. Loud shouts of exultation, or rather screams of triumplian* 
hatred rent the air: and, round about the square, suspend^ by 
the neck to the long stone water-spouts which then distinguished the 
city of Ghent, were to be seen a number of human figures, quivering 
and convulsed in the agonies of death, while the demon yells of the 
populace hailed the contortions of their victims with horrible delight. 

Such, it is well known, was the death of the unha^y eschevins, 
whom Charles of Burgundy had appointed for the efty of Ghent ; 
but the vengeance which was immediately taken on some of the perpe- 
trators of that cruel act is not so generally recorded. Albert Maurice 
found the multitude in the first exultation ofi the barbarous feat they 
had committc(i ; and manj*^ of tliose who had talcen a leading part Ifliere- 
in were still making a parade of their activity. The young citizen, 
however, hesitated not a moment ; but striding up to a wretch who 
lield the end of one of the njpos used as tlie moans of infli^tag death 
upon the esclicvins, he seized him at once by the collar of ms jerkin, 
and dragged him towards the middle of the squiire. 

A momentary movement was made by the people to resent this in- 
tefferenee, and to rescue their comrade ; but he was instantly passed 
from the hands of Albert JMaurice to the trustworthy followers whona 
he had called together, with the words, “ 'I’o the town-house !” The 
next moment the young citizen, without appearing even to see, or 
notice the threatening aspect of the people, again strode through the 
midst of them, and made another prisoner of a better class, thundei> 
Ing no measured terms of rei)roach upon him as he cast him back into 
tlie liam'^s of those tliat followed. The multitude now perceived that 
amongst themselves, in cveiy part of the square, there were persons 
of their own rank^aiid appearance, acting with the young burgher, 
whose^name, never mentioned by any of the citizens without respect and 
ap])lriusc, also began to circulate rapidly amongst them. Even those 
most bent upon evil, not knowing who was prepared to BupjKJrt and 
who to oppose them, lost confidence in themselves. the most 

contagious of all diseases, seized them ; and, one by one, they made 
their way from the scene of tlieir criminal excesses. Those on the 
outside of the mass felt those within pressing to escape, and catching 
the alarm, began to run also ; so that in a few minutes, Albert Mau- 
rice, and the men who had followed him, alone remained in the 
square, together with three prisoners, while a fourth had been hur- 
ried away. 

To cut down the bodies of the unhappy men who had become the 
victims of popular fury was tlie proceeding of tlie burgher and lua 
'Companions ; but as all aid in their case was found to be in vain, the 
attention of Albert Maurice was soon turned to prevent the conflagra- 
tion from spreading further than the public buildings to' which it had 
been communicated. As they were very ni.*eh isolated in their situa- 
tion, this object was easily efiected ; and, as soon as it was accom- 
plished, the young citizen proceeded with hasty steps towards the 
town-house, where he found a number of ihe municipal officers in 
■omewhat lengthy debate concerning the measures to be pursued iat 
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tnuELquilliziag the dty. The superior mind of Albert Mauriee m* 
fitantlj brou^t all wordy discusaions to an end; and while armed 
parties of the burgher guard were despatched with peremptory orders 
to disperse the crowds, the attention of those who now ruled in Ghent 
was called to the case of the ruf^ns taken redhopded in the crime 
they liad committed. The ancient laws of the city were hastily con- 
sulted; were found to be conclusive in regard to their guilt and 
punislimont ; a confessor was summoned; and ere daybreak the next 
morning, the four persons who liad acted the most prominent part in 
the deatli of the eschevins had tasted the same late before the town- 
hall of Ghent. 

With a sternnesss which formed no port of his original nature, but 
which grows sadly and destructively upon the human heart In such 
scenes of excitement and violence, Albert Maurice with his own eyes 
saw the decree of the municipal council carried into effi^ct ere he tn^ 
Ills way homeward. But as soon as the execution was over, he re- 
turned to his dwelling ; and, exhausted with all he had gone through 
during the last eight and forty hours, he cost himself upon his bed, 
and aleptm 


CHAPTER XXni. 

Ws must now, once more, change the scene ; and, leaving Ghent to 
proceed step by step through all the mases of anarchy and confusion, 
wliicU are sure for a time to succeed the overtlirow of established 
authority, we must trace the events wlilch were occurring to some of 
the other personages connected with this true liistory. 

Once more, then, let us turn to the forest of llannut, which now, in 
the depth of winter, offered a very different scene from that which it 
hod displayed either in the full summi'r or the brown autumn. It was 
early in the morning of the 20th of January; and, except on the scat- 
tered beeches which, mingling here and there with the oak, and the 
elm, and the birch, retained their crisi> brown leaves longer than any 
of the other trees, not a bough in the wood, but, stript of all that orna- 
mented it in tlie warmer season, was encrusted with a hue white 
coating of gRste^g frost-work. Little snow, indeed, covered the 
ground, and that which had fallen was too hard frozen to have any 
teuacity, but — drifted about the forest in a fine white powder, lodged 
here and there amongst the withered leaves, or collected in thick 
sweeps upon the dingle* side — ^it retained no form but that given to it 
by the wind ; so that the deep footprint of the stag or boar was effaced 
almost as soon us made, and the only mark by wdiich the eye of the 
most experienced huntsman could have traced the lair of his quarry, 
would liave been by the hoar frost brushed off the boughs of the 
thickets in the animars course through the wood. 

The moming was as clear and bright as if Die sun were just start* 
ing from tlie dark pavilion of the night, to run his race of glazy 
through the long course of a summeris day, but the wind, whistling 
keenly through the woods, and tingling on the checks the early 
foirester, told that the shazp reign of winter was in the height <ff its 
power. 

In a wide, open, grassy spot, about half a mile from the high road 
laXiOUYaui, were coUected, on the momiag to which I refer, about m 
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dozen of our good friends the green riders. One or two were on 
horseback ; but the greater part had dismounted, and were employing 
themselves in all the various ways which men devise to warm themh 
selves on a winter’s morning. They were evidently waiting for somo 
one ; and though the people who are watched for by such gentry, axo 
not generally in the most enviable situation in the world, yet, on the 
present occasion, the freebooters seemed to have no hostile purpose in 
view, and spoke of the person they expected as one of themselves. 

" Cold work he will have of Master Matthew,” said one of the 
adyenturers, addressing the florid, white-haired old man, whom we 
have had occasion to notice somewhat particularly in the cavern. 

" By my faith I” replied the other, ” when anything disagreeable ii 
to be done, he does not spare himself.” 

” Ay, but such is the leader for us,” rejoined the oth«r. “ Think 
you he will be long? It is mighty cold, a4l the horses are half 
frozen.” * 

“Hark!” cried his companion, “that clatter may answer your ques- 
tion. By the Lord! he is coming down the hill at a fearful rate, fbr 
bo slippery as it is. 1 trust he is not pursued. Stand to yonii arms, 
my men, and be ready to mount!” 

As he spoke, the sound of a horse’s feet at full gallop was heard 
through t)ic clear frosty air ; and, m a moment after, along tlie little 
road — winch wound away from the open space where the adventurenr 
were collected, over the side of a steep acclivity — was seen a man on 
horseback, darting down towards them, without the slightest apparent 
regard to the sharpness of the descent or the slipperiness of the road. 
He was armed like themselves, but with the distinction, that instead 
of the open basinet, or round steel cap, without visor, which they wore, 
iiis head was covered by a plumed casque, the beaver of which was 
down. 

He drew not a rein till ho was in the midst of them; then, with one 
slight tou(’h, eliceked his horse and vaulted to the ground. '^Flie haste 
in whicli he had arrived was now equalled by the rapidity of liis 
words, as he gave a number of different orders to the men who sur- 
rounded liim, clearly and precisely, but with a celerity which showed 
that no time was to be lost. 

“ Matthew, my good lieutenant,” ho said, laying his hand upon the 
shoulder of the old man, “ who is fittest to send to Germany, on an 
errand to a prince ?” • 

“Why not mj'aelf?” demanded the adventurer. 

“ Because I want you here, and cannot do without you,” replied the 
chief. 

“ WlU, then, send Walter- there,” rejoined the old man; “he is ft 
Frenchman, and courtly in his way.” 

“ Courtly and honest too,” added the Vert Gallant, “ which is a 
wonder. There, Master Walter, take that letter to the Bishop of 
Triers. You will find him at Cologne with the bishqp of that city* 
Tliere, mount and be gone! you know your way. Here is a purse of 
gold to pay your expenses. The bishop will send you on to the arch- 
duke. The Germans are frugal ; therefore be not you over fine. Yet 
spare not tlie florins where it may do honour to him tliat sent yoiL 
Away!” 

“You, good Matthew, yourseh^” continued the Vert Gallant 
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like lightning to Ghent ; hut cast off your steel jacket, and robe me 
yourself like the good burgher of a country town. Seek out your old 
friend Martin Fruse : confer with him, and with his nephew Albert 
Maurice ; they arc now all powerful in Ghent. Bid them beware of 
Louis, King of France. Tell them it is his purpose to force the Prin- 
cess Mary into a marriage with his puny son, and to make her yield 
her fair lands into his hand, that he himself may seize them all when 
death lays hold upon his sickly boy. Bid them oppose it by all means, 
but bv none more than by delay. Bisk not your person, however ; 
and it you cannot speak with them in safety, write down the message, 
and have it given by another hand. You Frank Van IJalle — you are 
bold and shrewd, though you have but little speech: follow ^latthew 
Gournay, habited as his man ; but when you arc within the walls of 
Ghent, find out some way of si)eech with the princess ; and, v hetlier 
in public or in privatej%ive her that ring, with this small slip of paper. 
Then leave the city as quickly as you may.” 

I doubt me it will he sure death?” replied Van Halle, looking up 
with an inquiring glance. 

“What! you afraid, Van Halle!” exclaimed his leader; “but go; 
there is no fear.” 

“Afraid! No, no,” answered the man; “but I only thouclit, if I 
were to die, I would go home first, aud, m itli Martin of Gravelmes and 
Dick Drub-the-Devil, would drink out the pipe of sadc I bought; 
pity it should be wasted.” 

“Keep it for another time,” siiid the Vert Gallant, “for^ by my 
faith, your errand to Ghent will never stop your drinking it.” 

“ Well, well, if I die, tell the other two to linisli it,” rejoined Van 
Halle; “pity it should be wasted;” and so sprang on his horse. 

“ Hold, Matthew,” cried the Vert Gallant, as tlie two sqldicrs were 
about to depart without more words, “meet me five days hence in 
the w’ood between JSwynaerde and Deyiise, So lose no time. You 
know the revl cross near Astenc.” 

The two instantly rode off; and the Vert Gallant then turned to 
the others, and continued ids orders for marching the whole force ho 
had under his coniinaiul, winch seemed to be considerable, into the 
woods iit the neighbourJiood of Ghent. 

Those woods, thougli then very extensive, and covering acres of 
ground wducli arc now in rich cultivation, were nevertheless too small 
to afibrd }ierfect shelter and concealment for such a large body of 
r4dvcnturer3 as had long tenanted the vaster and less Irequenteil 
forest-tracks near llaiinut, unless the entire bund were subdivided 
into many smaller ones, and distributed through various parts ol* the 
country. All this, however, was foreseen and arranged by the leader 
of the free coinpaidons; aud it is. probable that he also trusted to the 
distracted state of the country — thvtuighout which anything like 
general police was, for the time, at an end — for perfect immunity in 
his bold advance to the very gates of the capital of Flanders. 

Ail his orders were speedily given, and one by one his companions 
left him, as uiey received their instructions, so that at length- he 
stood alone. He paused for a moment on the spot, patting the neck 
of his strong fiery horse ; and — as men will sometimes do wiien they 
fismey themselves full of successful dcbigiis, and arc excited by the ex- 
pectation of great events — addressing to the nearest object *o£ 4ho 
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brute creation those secret outbreakin^rs of the heart, which he might 
have feared to trust in the unsafe charge of human beings. 

"Now, my bold horse, now,” he exclaimed, "the moment is come, 
for which, during many a long year, I have waited i\nd watched. The 
star of my bouse is once more in the ascendant, andm|ihc reign of 
tyranny is at an end; let him who, dares stand between mo and my 
right, for not another hour will I pause till justice is fully done.” 

While he was thus speaking, a sort of slight distant murmur came 
along, so mingled with the whistling of the wind, that ho had to listen 
for some moments before he could ascertain whether it proceeded 
merely from tlie increased vraving of the boughs occasioned by the 
gale rising, or whether it was the distant sound of a number of per- 
sons travelling along the road which he liad just passed. 

He was soon satisfied ; and as he clearly distinguished voices, and 
the jingling tramp of a travelling party of tlfilt day, ho sprang upon 
his cliarger, heaped him over a smdl brook that trickled half-congofiled 
through the grass, and plung-('d into a deep thicket beyond, the bushes 
and trees of whicli were of siillicicnt height to screen liim from the 
observation of the passengers. 

The party whose tongues he had heard soon came to the spot where 
he had lately stood. It comprised about thirty people, all well armed 
and dressed splendidly, bearing the straight cross, which at that time 
distinguished Franco from Burgundy. The magnificent ai)parel of 
the whole body, the number of the men-at-arms of which it was prin- 
cipally composed, together with certain signs of peaceful dispositions 
on their own part, evinced at once, to the practised eye that watched 
them, that the cavalcade which came winding along the road consisted 
of some envoy from Franco and his escort; furnished, probably, wdth 
those letters of safe-conduct which guarded thejn from any hostile 
act on the i)art of the g(y\'crnment of the country through which they 
j»asscd, but i)rcpared to resist any casual attacks from the lawless 
bands that were then rife. 

Not exactly at tlti head of the cavalcade — for two stout archers, 
armed at all points, led the Avay — ^but at the head of the principal 
body, appeared a smdl, dark, ili-featurcd man, whose person even an 
extraordinary display of splendour in his apparel, sufficed not flb render 
anything but what it was, insignificant. Velvet, and gold, and 
nodding plumes, could do nought in his favour; and the only thing 
which made his appearance in any degree remankablc, was an air of 
silent, calm, and determined cunning, whidi had in it something fearful 
from its very intensity. One gazed upon him as on a soriient, which, 
however small and powerless in appearance, inspires terror in much 
mightier things than itself, from the venom of its fangs. 

He rode on quietly, speaking little to any one; and that which he 
did say was all uttered in a calm, soft, insinuating tone, which corres- 
ponded well with the expression of his countenance. The rest of the 
party laughed and talked with much less ceremony and restraint tlian 
the presence of so dignified a person as an ambassador might have 
required, had he been by state and station fit to have inspired respect. 
8uch seemed hbt to be the case in the present instance ; and though 
not one word on any other than the most common-place subjects 
passed amongst the followers of the Count dc Meulan — for so the 
embassador was called — yet their light laughter and gay joke% 



196 vAntffvmiQniRiT. 

breaking fbirtb every moment dose to hi« ear, were miytiung but 
reverential. 

Some little difficulty seemed now to occur in regard to the road 
that the party were travelling. It appeared that, hitherto, on turning 
slightly from the high road, they had followed the footmarks of the 
Vert Gallant’s charger, taking them for those left by the horse of an 
avant-courier, who had been despatched to prepare for them at the 
iie3rti town. When they found, however, that the steps turned into 
the savannah, and lost themselves in a number of others, a lialt im- 
mediately took place; and, after a short consultation, by Order of the 
ambassador, the whole party wheeled round, and wisely returned to 
the high road. 

Their whole proceedings, however, had been watched by one they 
knew not of: and almost before they were out of sight, the Vert 
Gallant emerged froriffiiis concealment, and, with a laugh which rang 
f with contempt, turned his horse’s head and galloped away. 

The Count de Meulan — or, in other words, Olivier Ic Dain, tho 
barber of Louis XL whom that monarch had raised from the lowest 
class fbr the basest qualities, and whom he now sent as ambassador, 
to treat with the young heiress of Burgundy, and to intrigue with her 
subjects — ^liad hardly proceeded two hours on the high road, when a 
fat rolling monk of the order of St. Francis, mounted on a sleek mule, 
the picture of himself, joined tho rear of tlie ambassador’s escort, and 
entering into jovial conversation with some of the men-at-arms, 
besought their leave to travel as far as they went on the road to Ghent 
under their protection, alleging that the country was in such a dis- 
turbed state, that even a poor brother like himself could not pursue 
liis journey in any safety. The ligiit-hcarted lYcnchraen easil}'' 
granted his request, observing, in an under tone to each other, that 
Oliver the Devil — such was the familiar cognomen of the respectable 
Ijersonage they followed — could not in all conscience travel without a 
monk ill his train. 

, Father Barnabas, whom we have seen before, sooner found Iiim- 
aelfadded to the suite of the ambassador, than he displayed all those 
qualities he well knew would make his society agreeable to the men- 
at^arm^wlio had given him protection; and hf many a jolly carouse, 
and many a licentious bacchanalian song, he soon won favour on all 
hands. Even the barber count himself, whose more sensual propen- 
Bitios were only rectrained by his cunning, found no fault with the 
merry friar, whose sly and cutting jests, combined with the sleek and 
quiet look of stupidity which always aceompaiiiod them, found means 
to dr,w up even liis lip into U smile, that might have been mistaken 
for a sneer. On one occasion he felt disposed to put some shrewd 
questions to worthy Father Biirnabas as to his situation and pursuits, 
and* even began to do so on tho second night of their journey, as, 
occupying the best ^oat by the fire in the little hostclrie at which they 
lodgeil, lie eyed the impenetrable fat countenance before him with the 
«ort of curiosity one feels to piy into anytliing that we see will bo 
ffifficult to discover. 

But the monk was at least his match; and if the weapons with 
which they engaged in the keen contest of their wits, were not pre- 
cisely the same on both parts, the combat resembled that of the 
ckq^ut and the riiinoccros; whenever Oliver the Wicked strove to 
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seize the sumk and close with him, his antaifanist ran iinder him mid 
gored him. Thus, when, by some casual words, the enroy thought he 
had discovered that his companion was a native of jSaarvelt, and sud- 
denly put the question to him at once, the other replied, *‘No, no; I 
only remember it well, on account of a barber's boy who was there, 
and whose real name was— pbo! I forget his real name; but he is a 
great man now-a-days, and has held a basin under the nose of a king." 

The quiet, unconscious manner in which this was said, left 'Olivier 
le Dain, with all his cunning, in doubt whether the jolly friar really 
recognised in him the barber’s boy of Saarvelt, or whether the allusion* 
had been merely accidental; but he resolved not to interrogate any 
more a person of such a memory, and possibly determined to take 
care that the most effectual stop should be put to its exercise in future, 
if those j)lans regarding Ghent should prove successful, in the execu- 
tion of whicli he was now engaged. 

Too wise, however, to show any harshness towards the monk at (the 
time — a proceeding which would have pointed home the sarcasm for 
Ills mcTi-at-arms, on whose faces he thought he had remarked a sneer- 
ing smile as ,the other spoke — he allowed good father Barnabas still 
to travel under his escort, meditating a lesson for him when he ar- 
rived at his journey’s end, which some might have thought severe. 
In the meantime, as they journeyed on, there was about the monk a 
sort of subdued triumph — a self-satisfied chuckle in his laugh, espe- 
cially when he jested with the gay and boasting Frenchmen upon 
their arms and their exploits — which occasionally wakened a suspi- 
cion in the mind of Olivier le Dain, whose own conduct was far too 
crooked for him to believe that any one else could act straightfor- 
wardly. 

Still no danger appeared; and the party arrived in perfect safety, 
within about four leagues of Ghent. There, after pausing for supper 
at an inn, it was found, on i)roparing to resume their journey, and 
enter the city that night, that the person who had hitherto guided 
them was so drunl^s hardly to be able to sit his horse. The ambas- 
sador demanded a guide of the host, but none could bo found ; and 
tlie worthy keeper of the inn answered, with true Flemish coolness, 
that lie would not spare any one of his own household. ‘‘ Gould not 
the monk guide them ?” ho demanded. ** If his eyes served liim, he 
had seen his brofid face in that part of the world before.” 

“Ay, marry can I, my son,” replied Fathex Barnabas'; “but I 
offer no service before it is asked. There is a proverb against* it, 
mail.” 

As the affairs- he had to transact were of deep importance, and 
minutes were of the utmost consequence to success, Olivier le Dain, 
though by no means fond of riding at night, and not at all prepos- 
sessed in favour of the monk, consented to accept him as a guide; 
and tlie iiarty accordingly set out By a whispered arrangement be- 
tween the respectable Count de Mculan and the captain of his escort, 
however, a large part of the armed attendants rode on at.a'fiitffldent 
distance before, to enable Olivier to make his retreat if he heard any 
jditack upon this advanced guard ; while the monk, riding between two 
troopers, clpse to the worthy barber, was held as a sort of hostage fiir 
the security of the road on which he was about to pQot them. 

Father Barnabas, whether he perceived anyti^g strange in tliia 
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array or not, made no opposition, and joprged on contentedly upon 
his mule, chattering gaily as he went, and seasoning his discourse 
with various choice allusions to barbers, and basins, and beards, 
much more to the gratification of the men-at-axms than of Olivier le 
Dain. 

Thus proceeded the cavalcade, till they reached tlic little wood of 
Swynaerde, near Merebek, where the road from Alost, in ancient 
days, crossed the Scheldt over a wooden bridge, at which a certain 
pontage was charged upon each horse that passed. Here the mind of 
► the barber ambassador was in some degree relieved, by hearing from 
the toll-taker that all was quite quiet and safe, though six good miles 
still lay between liim and Ghent, and that through a dark wood of 
tall trees. At the distance of about a mile from the bridge was a red 
cross, marking the direction of ibur different roads, which there inter- 
sected each other; and the whole party paused, as it was too* dark to 
read the information thereon inscribed, to receive the instructions of 
the monk. 

“Straight on! straight on!*’ cried Father Barnabas ; and the first 
part of the escort moved forward, though somewhat nearer to the 
rest of the body than beibro ; but the moment they had again resumed 
their march, there was a low, sharp whistle, and a sound of rushing 
and rustling all around them. Olivier ie Dain, who was already fol- 
lowing the van, drew in his rein ; and the whistle, repeated a thousand 
times in dilieront parts of the wood round about, showed him at once 
that Ills part}^ was beset. Fear certainly was the predominant feel- 
in" in his mind ; but even that very absorbing sensation did not 
banish a passion equally strong; and while he turned his horse^s 
head to fly back to the bridge with all speed, he did not fail to say, 
in a voice but little changed from its ordinary calm and sustained 
tone, “ We are betrayed ! lull the monk!” 

But both Olivier’s purpose of escape, and his desire of vengeance, 
were disappointed. Al the very first wliistle the friar had slipped, uu- 
perceived, from his sleek mule, and passing un(|||^ the unimal’s belly, 
was no longer to be seen; and before the luckless ambassador could 
reach the road, which led away to the bridge, he found it occupied 
by* armed men. To whichever side he turned the same sight pre- 
sented itself; and even on the highway leading to Ghent a still 
stronger party was interposed betw'cen him and the first division of 
his escort. Thus then he remained in the midst of the open square 
of the cros.s road, accompanied by about twelve attendants, and sur- 
rounded by a body of adventurers, which could not consist of less 
than one or two hundred, but which fear and darkness magnified 
into a muck greater number. 

^ The scene and situation were by no means pleasant. Not a sound 
was to be^^heard but the echo of horses’ feet ringing over the hard 
frozen ground, from whidi he justly inferred that the advanced party 
of his escort, by whom he was neither loved nor respected, finding 
themselves infinitely overmatched, had galloped off, leaving him to 
Ills fate; and noising was to be seen in the darkness of the night but 
the bhu^ trunks of the trees, slightly relieved by the colour of the 
ground, which was covered by a thin drift of snow, while a number of 
dim human forms appeared, occui)ying all the different roads; and a 
multitude of faint, dull spots of fire, drawn in a complete circle roand 
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him, showed the ambassador that the slow matches of the arquebusiers* 
into whose hands he had fallen, were prepared against resistance. 

For a moment or two not a word was spoken; but at length a voice 
not far from him exclaimed, “Lord a’ mercy! Only to think of the 
barber’s boy of Saorvelt coming ambassador to Ghent ! Lack a day! 
lack a day, Noll! lack a day! thou art become a mighty great man! 
Thou hast lathered and shaved to some purpose, ha, ha, ha!” And 
the voice of the monk was drowned in his own laughter, the conta- 
gious mcri’iment of whose tliick plum-porridge sounds instantly 
affected all around; and the vrhole for^t rang and echoed to the 
peals. 

“ What would you, fair sirs ?" demanded the soft silken tones of 
Olivier le Lain. “ If laughter be all you seek, laugh on ; but let me 
pass upon my wa}*. If it be gold you want, there, take my purse ; 1 
make you welcome to it.” 

“ A fool and his money !” cried the monk, snatching the purse, 
“ But, ’faith, Master Noll, the barber, it is generous of you to give 
what you cannot keep unless wc like it.” 

“ Cease your fooling, monk !” said the stem voice of some one ad- 
vancing from the wood. “ Get off your horse, Sir Barber; you shall 
know my pleasure with you when it suits me to tell it. And now 
ansAver me. How dare you, a low mechanical slave, presume to un- 
dertake a mission to the Hiichess of Burgundy, without one drop of 
noble blood in your veins ?” 

“Your pardou, fair sir!” replied Oliver, dismounting slowly, and 
standing in an attitude of deprecation before thte tall commanding 
figure by wlioin he was addressed ; “ your pardon ; I was rendered 
noble by niy sovereign lord the king, for the very purpose, as his 
letters patent will show.” » 

“Faith! the. letters patent nmst be miraculous ones that could 
ennoble one drop of your slave’s blM>d,” replied the Vert Gallant, 
“ There, take him away ! Treat him not ill ; but keep him safe and 
fast. Search his p^sun, his servants, and his sumpter horses. Ex- 
amine well the stumngs of the saddles, and the paddings of their 
coars ; and bring every paper and parchment you may find.” 

“But listen to me, fair sir. Only hear me !” entreated Olivieri© 
Lain. “ Surely you will not show such treatment to an ambassador! 
My papers and my person are sacred in every Christian land.” 

“ l\shaw !” cried the Vert Gallant. “ When Louis, King of loanee, 
BO far forgets what is due to a princess, as to send to tlie heiress ol 
Burgundy a mean, cunning barber, as an ambassador, fie can only 
expect that others will xilso forget the character with which he ehoc'c^es 
to invest his lackey. Besides, what is it to me that you are ambas- 
sador to Burgundy? You are no ambassador to me. I am duke of 
the* forests ; and w'hen you come as envoy t() me, you sliall have forest 
cheer. Away with him and do my bidding!” 

Closely guarded, but well treated, Olivier le Lain and his atten- 
dants were detained for some days in the woods near Ghent, during 
the greater part of which time, though occasionally compelled to 
sleep in a hut of houghs, they resi<lcd generally in a .small lonely 
house, which had belonged in former days to the forester. 

At length, one morning, suddenly, while tlic twilight was still grej^ 
the ambassador and his followers were called from their repose, aud 

M 
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placed upon the horses Which brought them. All their apparel 
jewels were restored, as well as their arms ; and of the treasure which 
the barber had hi^ought with for the purpose of bribing the popu- 
lace of Qhen^ a sufficient ponion was left in his possession to main- 
taXn )us dignity, but not to effect the object he had intended. 

He was then told to proceed upon his way, for that he was free to 
eome or go; and with dl speed he turned his rein towards Ghent, at 
whidi place he arriyed in safety, though sepcn days after the period 
that had been fixed ibr his appearance. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

In the meantime, many events had occurred within the walls of the 
city of Ghent, of wliich some account must be given, though perhaps 
it ^may be necessary to follow the same desultory course in which 
they arc related in shrewd old Philip de Commincs and pompous 
Jean de Molinet. 

The quelled tumult, the extinguished fire, and the prompt justice 
done upon some of the incendiaries, spread in a thousand shapes 
through the town; and as, whenever Pame has marked a liero for 
her own, she never fails to load him with many more honours than 
lus due, Albert Maurice had soon acquired tlie reputation of a thou- 
sand miracles of skill, and courage, and judgment, far beyond the 
acts he had really performed. Thus, when, after a brief sleep and a 
hasty meal, ho issfied forth from his house the next morning, and 
rode on to the town-house, he found the people— on whose wrath for 
their thwarted passions he had fully counted — ready, on the con- 
trary, to shout gratulations and plaudits on his path. At the town- 
house, the syndics and notables of all the trades had already assem- 
bled. and the druggist Ganay was in the very act of proposing lliat 
an address of tht^s and applause should be voted to tlio young 
burgher for liis noble and courageous conduc1| of the preceding 
evening. Albert Maurice, however, was not to be blinded; and even 
when the druggist was declaiming vehemently against the outrages 
of the foregoing niglit, and laineiitiug that the populace had* dealt 
upon the eschevins without duo judgment by law, the eye of the 
young citizen fixed upon him with a glance of keen reproach, which 
' Ganay at once translated, and translated rightly—" You have deceived 
me.” 

To have done so, however, was no matter of shame to the dark and 
artful man wlu) was speaking; and, as their eyes met, a slight smile 
of triumphant meaning curled his lip, while, with a fresh ])U]'6t of 
eloquence, he called upon the assembly to testify tlieir admiration of 
the tnan who.had saved the city from pillage and conllagration. The 
address of thanks was carried by acclamation; aiid Albert Maurice 
ioou found that it was the determiiialion of the more active part of 
the citizens, under the immediate influence of Ganay, to carry for- 
ward, with eager rapidity, all those bold measures which would 
deprive the sovereigns of any real power for the future, and place it 
entirely in the hands of the people— or rather, in the liands of what- 
ever person had courage, energy, and talent, to snatch j,t from their 
grasp, and xetain it in ffis own. Twenty-six cschcvins, together witb 
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the lieutenant-bailli, and three pensioners, were iinmed$atel3^ etootedl 
^ the citizens, to replace those who had been massacred, and to 
administer the law; but the grand bigalli and chief pensioner 
still to be chosen, and Albert l^urice with surprise heard the deter^ 
mination of the citizens to confound those two high offices in his own 
person. From the body of magistrates, three persons were selected, 
as a president and two consuls, as they were called, and extraordinary 
powers were entrusted to them. The president named at once was 
the chief officer of the city, Albert Maurice; and Ganay, the druggist, 
WES added as one of the consuls. The third officer was not so easily 
filled ; and a strong attempt was made to raise to it a fierce and bru- 
tal man, whose talents perhaps appeared greater than they really 
were, from the total want of any of the restraints of feeling and 
moral principle, to limit the field in which they were exercised. 

Some one, however, luckily proposed the name of worthy Martin 
Fruse ; and his nomination, seconded by the eloquent voice of his 
nephew, was instantly acquiesced in by all. A slight cloud passed 
over the brow of the druggist, as ho found his power likely to be 
counterbalanced by the influence of one, who, if he possessed no 
other quality to render him great, had at least tliat rectitude of feel- 
ing, which was a fearful stumbling-block in the way of crooked 
designs. But unchangeable determination of purpose, and unscru- 
pulous exercise of means, had rendered the druggist so often suc- 
cessful in things wliich seemed hopeless, that he bore, with scarcely 
a care, any change of circumstances, confident of finding some path 
to his object in the end. 

After one of tho.se noisy and tumultuous assemblies, in the course 
of which, though no business is transacted with calm reason, au 
infinity of #icts are performed by impulse, the meeting at the town- 
house broke up; and while Martin Fruse returned to his dwelling on 
foot, as was his usual custom, Albert Maurice and the druggist 
mounted Iheir horses, and rode slowly homeward. Their conversa- 
tion was long and rapid — too long, indeed, for transcription here; 
but the commencement of it must not be omitted, even for the sake 
of brevity. 

“ Ganay, you have deceived me!” said Albert Maurice, as soon as 
they were in .some degree free from the crowd. 

“ I liave!” was the calm reply of the druggist. “You are ungrate- 
ful, Albert, You have never th«‘mkcd me for Wliat, you would 
pretend you do not see cause for thanks! Had not the populace 
taken it into their own hands, the council must have condemned 
tiiose foul vultures who have so long preyed upon us. Ay, I say 
must; and then whose name, hut that of Albert Maurice, must have 
stood amongst others in the order for their death? As I have 
managed it, the severity was no a(;t of yours. You have offended 
none — nf>, not even tlic princess; and, on the contrary^ you have had 
the means of adding, in one night, more to your ftiinc, than your 
whole life has won before. You have liad an opportunity of winning 
honour and resiwet from commons and from nobles, and love and 
gratitude I'rom Mary of Burgundy. Still farther, have you not in one 
night, in consequence of acts with which you accuse me .ilmost as a 
crime — have you not climbed to the very height of power in yota? 
native land? ay, I say the hejight of power, for who is tliere^ be Jw 
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duke, or count, or prince, who hae so much authority as ho who sways 
the ^wer of aU the people of Flanders ? A few steps more, and 
your hand may seize the— t ^ 

“The what demanded Albert Maurice, as the other paused, 

" No matter,” replied the druggist. ** The gates of ambition aro 
oast wide open before you; and you must on, whether you will or 
not.” 

*' Ha! and who shall force me?” demanded Albert Maurice. 

“Fate! Destiny!” answered the druggist. “*Tis many years 
ago, and you were then a mere boy ; but 1 remember your late was 
predated in the forest of llannut by that gloomy lord whose only 
commune, for many a year, had been with the bright stars. "Iwas 
one night when wc fell accidentally into the hands of the free com- 
panions — and he foretold that you should go on from power to power, 
successfully through life; and that no one should check you but 
yourself.” 

“And do you believe in such* vain dreams?” rejoined Albert 
Maurice. * 

** I believe,” replied the druggist, gravely, " that our lot through 
life is immutably fixed from the cradle to the grave; that like a wild 
horse we may foam and plunge, or like a dull jade plod onward at a 
foot pace — ^but that the firm rider, Fate, still spurs us on upon the 
destined course ; and when the stated goal is won, casts down the 
bridle on our neck, and leaves us to repose. I believe, too, that the 
stars, as wdl as many other things, may tell, to those who study 
them, events to come; for dejKmd upon it, everything throughout 
the universe fits closely, like the blocks cut for a perfect arch ; so 
that, from the form and position of the neighbouring stones, a person, 
who has deeply studied, may tell to a certainty the shape and size of 
any other.” 

Albert Maurice mused for a moment over the confession of this 
strange creed, and its illustration, aud then demanded—** What did 
the old lord say concerning me?” 

The druggist repeated Ins former words ; and liis young companion 
again mused for a brief space. Then suddenly b^:inging back the 
convcrbalion to the matter in which it arose, he repeated — *‘ Ganay, 
you have deceived me, and not for my interest, hut for your own 
revenge. You have worked your will ; and I trust that you are now 
sated. Better for us both to labour togetlier as far as may ho, than 
stand in the very outset face to face as foes. Are you contented with 
the blood already shed ?” 

“ There must be pne more !” said the druggist, resolutely. 

“ And who do you aim at now?” demanded the young eiti/en, with 
no small loathing and horror towards his companion ; but yet with a 
conviction that, by some means, lie would accomplish his purpose, 

“It matters not,” replied Ganay; “but set your mind at ease. 
Tlio man to whom I point is less an enemy to myself than an enemy 
to the state ; and I give you my promise that I will pnictise nought 
against his life bht with your consent. So guilty is he, and so con- 
vinced shall you be of his guilt, that yoijr own hand shall sign the 
warrant for his death. But, oh! Albert Maurice, if you believe that 
the blood shed last night is all that must be shed to effect the pur- 
poses you seek, sadly, sadly do you deceive yourselfi Prepare to 
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Ud it flow like water, or betake you to a monastory! Ambition 
joined to fiiint«heacted pity, is like a tame lion at a show, led about 
by a woman." ^ 

"But there is such a thing as patriotism," rejoined Albert Maurice 
— ^yet he named the virtue but faintly, compared with the tone in 
which he would mentioned it three days before. 

Ay," said th^i&Ufldst ; ** patriotism! The first step to ambition— 

Weu Bd^^upP^w that there exists no means of persuading a 
human bete |^ny course of action, so powerful as by convincing 
him it is j^^dtable. To do so, however, there must be probability as 
a basis; ai^'Oanay had watched too closely the most minute turns of 
his companion's behaviour during many months, not to divine tHe 
spark'Of ambition lying half smothered at the bottom of his heart. 
Nor had the efiect of Mary of Burgundy's eyes upon the colour and the 
voice of Albert Maurice been lost upon the keen spirit that follpwcd 
him; ^nd he fancied he beheld an easy method of Ending him to his 
own purpose. He saw, indeed that, if either by love or any other 
means, he succeeded in fanning that spark of ambition into a flame, 
he must leave him to run his course without a struggle, or a hope to 
deprive him of the prize : nay, tliat he must aid him with his whole 
cunning to raise up a new authority in the laud, on the basis of that 
which they were about to oveVthrow. But Ganay was not ambitious 
of alight but avarice and revenge; and he soon perceived that these 
two master passions of his soul must be gratified by Albert Maurice in 
his ascent to power. 

As he rode on, he spoke long of their future prospects. He cast 
away, at once, the enthusiastic cant he had gt one time assumed 
towards him, ot patriotism and the entire abnegation of self; and, in 
order to habituate bis mind fully to the dreams df ambition, he spoke 
of them as things already determined and to be. But still, to smooth 
the transition, he failed not to point out the mighty benefits that a 
ruler with a truly liberal heart might confer upon his people— it 
mattered not what he was called — governor, lord, duke, prince, or 
king. As for a pure republic, the land was not yet in a state fit for 
it, he said; but what a boon — a mighty boon — ^might not that man 
grant to the whole world, who, starting up from amongst the people, 
were to rule them for their own happiness alone, and to show to other 
monarchs the immense advantages of such a sway I ^ 

“ But if you speak of this land,” replied Albert Maurice, in whose 
heart he had discovered the unfortified spot — '* but if you speak of this 
land, liow can any man so start u|^ witliout tearing her inheritance 
from the gentlest, the noblest of beings 
"By one means alone," answered Ganay, in a grave, decided tone; 
“ by uniting her fate with his own." 

Albert Maurice, thrown off his §^ard by so bold and straightforward 
an allusion to that which was passing in his own heart, suddenly drew 
in his rein, and glanced his eye over the countenance of the druggist, 
to see if there were no sneer at the presumption of 'his very dreams, 
hidden beneath the calm tone which the other assumed. But all was 
tranquil, and even stern ; and, after a momentary pause, the young 
burgher replied, though with a flushed and burning cheek — " If— aa 
we know her to be— she is so gentle, and noble, and kind-hearted, aa 
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ytfa adii^it, why a0t leave her to rule her heredhaiy lands hy, the die- 
tates of.her generous will?” 

” What! before a year be over,” cried Ganay, ” to give her hand, 
and with it Ihe wealth, and wel&re, and happiness of her people, to 
some of the proud tyrants under which the country groans ; or, at 
the instigation of her intri^ing ministers, to bestow the whole upon 
some foreign prinee, who will come amongst us without one sympathy, 
to grind into the dust the stranger subjects given him like serfs, as a 
part of his wife’s portion! Is this what you would have ?” 

Albei’t Maurice was silent, but not so Ganay; and as they pro- 
ceeded, with poisonous eloquence he ^ured forth every argument, to 
show both the necessity and the facility of the course he suggested. 
]Qe cited Artevelde, as an 'instance of what talented ambition' had 
accomplished in that very city, and in an when all the institutions 
of feudal pride were a thousand-fold stricter than they had since 
become. He depicted him, now a lackey in a noble house in France, 
and then a mead- brewer in Ghent, and then a popular leader, and 
then a companion of kings, seated ^lide the conquering and accom- 
plished Kdward of England, treating as a prince witii Philip of France, 
waging war at the head of mighty annies, and balancing the fate of 
Europe by liis power. He had failen, at length, he said, it was true ; 
but he had fallen by his vices and his follies ; and as far as virtues, 
talents, courage, or accomplishments, went, could Artevelde compete, 
for one hour, with the man to whom he then spoke ? The one was a 
lackey, risen from the lowest order of the state, the other sprang from 
the highest class of the burghers of the first commercial city in the 
nortli of Europe — ^burghers who already ranked almost with nobility, 
and who, in fact, shoifid rank far higher. 

With the skill of a practised musiciasi, w'hose finger lights with nice 
precision on all the tones and half tones of his instruments, Ganay 
mund means to touch every feeling in the bosom of the young burgher, 
and make every chord vibrate with the sound that he desired. True 
it is, indeed, that the heart of Albert Maurice was not one to have 
been thus worked uptm had not the feelings been already there ; and 
the task of his companion — an easy one in comparison — was merely 
to excite those feelings into stronger action. 

At length tlioy reached the door of his own dwelling ; and Albert 
Maurice aliglited from liis horse, without asking the dniggist to do so 
.too. But^anny rode, on contented ; for he saw that he had given the 
young citizen matter for thoughts which sought to be indulged in 
private, and he desired no better. Nor liad his words failed to sink 
deep. Albert Maurice, indeed, passed rapidly over in his' own mind 
all the intermediate steps; but there rested beliind, as a resultribe 
proud, tlie inspiring conviction, tliat all -which he chose to snatch at 
was yrithin his grasp — that in one single day he had reached a height 
oC power, from which it was but a step to the^ side of Mary of Bur- 
pondy ; and the conviction was a dangerous one for his virtue and hie 
peace. Much, however was still to be done; and Ik^ sat down to re- 
" all tliat must be attempted and efTeuted, in order to render the 
daring liupes of mingled love and ambition, with whicli his own lieart 
beat, a pa^ion of tlie people-rto crush, or scatter, or circumvent th& 
Oiasay rivaU tliat must and w'ould arise— and to win the love of .h^» 
whose affections all his dreams were foundedr For the laltev 
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he felt that it was necessary to hory de^ in hie own heart the 
aspirations which rose within it, till manifold cDmnranings, service^ 
and tenderness, should have ripened the esteem, in which he saw he 
was held, into warmer feelings. Thus he pondered, till, before he was 
aware, schemes were formed, and deeds were prepared, which aQ 
eternity could not annul. 

The following days passed much in the same manner; but each dav 
brought forwai^ to the light some of the many difficulties with whid^ 
the young citizen was destined to contend in his progress towards the 
great object before his eyes, but which, liaving calculated upon 
them from the first, he was prepared to meet as soon as they assumed 
a tangible, femn. ]^ring the course of the morning which followed 
the day of his elcmion to the supreme power in the city, the levy g£ 
a large body of troops was voted, and the entire command was assigned 
to himself: but, before night, the Lord of liavestein, the Dul^ of 
Cleves, and the Bishop of Liege, arrived, to counsel and support^ the 
princess; and though each, came separately, their trains, united, 
amounted to nearly a thousand men. A wary guard, however, was 
held upon the gates of Ghent, and only thirty attendants were allowed 
to pass within the walls in company with each of the noble visiters; 
while, much to the discontent of their lords, the rest were sent back 
to their various territories. 

A new scene of intrigue immediately followed the arrival of these 
princes in the palace; and it soon reached the ears of Albert Maurice, 
that the Duke of Cloves was moving heaven and earth to obtain the 
hand of the orphan Princess of Burgundy for his son. Almost at the 
same time, good Martin Fruse received intelligence, from a quarter 
which we already know, ^hat Louis XI. souglit to unite France and 
Burgundy, by a union between the heircFS of Charles the Bol^, and 
bis sickly child, the Dauphin; and it soon became evident, that libber- 
court and Hugoiiet, supported by the Lord of Ravestein, were eagerly 
pressing Mary to sacrifice her own feelings to the benefit of her country, 
and to bestow her hand upon' the feeble boy. 

Clear, however — most clear, it was, both to Albert Maurice and to 
the druggist Ganay, that while these parties contended for mastery, 
tlioy must equally court the people of Ghent, and more especially must 
bow to tli0 young citizen himself, whose power they all well knew, and 
whose designs they did not suspect. Of neither of the parties at the 
court did Albert Maurice at first entertain much fear; for he felt ^ure 
that the heart of Mary of Burgundy, however tirtored to sacrifice lier 
own will, would strongly revolt against either alliance — the one with 
a fierce and brutal sot — ^the other with a sickly child. But tidings 
speeclily arrived, which made him fear that force or terror would soon 
compel the unhappy girl to yield herself to France. News now readied 
him that Louis was already in the field, that Picardy was full of the 
troops of France, and that Commines and Bourbon were advancing 
along the line of the Somme. An ambassador, too, he was warned at 
the same time, was on his way from France to Ghent; and to show the 
youn^ citizen tliai he was sent rather to tamper with the people, than 
to negotiate with the princess, or even with the, municipal council, 
copies of his commission and instructions rci^ied Albert Maurice from 
an unknown source, together with ^ assurance that some days would 
fet dapse before he could appear at the gatea*^ 
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The near approach ofthe ambassador, trhom we hare already seen 
delayed on his journey, reipairicd unknown in the palace ; but hourly 
tidings were received of the progress of the French king, and of his 
unjust claims upon the whole inheritance of the late Duke of Bur-> 
gundy. Tlie pretences he set forth were so futile and absurd — so con- 
trary to every principle of law or justice, that every one believed his 
sole object was to force the heiress of Burgundy into an immediate 
marriage with liia son. Imbercourt, Hugonet, and all the ministers of 
the hiU; duke, saw his proceedings in the same point of view, and inces- 
santly besought the unhappy Maiy to yield to her fate, and, before 
her dominions were entirely incorporated \vith France, to avert the"* 
misff)rtunGs that must fall upon herself and hfer people, by yielding 
her hand to the Dauphin. 

The same conclusion in regard to the motives of Louis XI. was 
drawn by the Duke of Cleves ; but the result on his own conduct was 
totally dilferent. Instead of beseeching Mary to.yield to necessity, he 
opposed such advice with determined and angry vehemence. Ile’^stig- 
matized Hugonet and Imbercourt as traitors ; and, in order to destroy 
the powerful party opposed to his owm views in the council of the 
princess, he laid himself out to court the people ; rode side by side 
with Albert Maurice through the streets of the city, amidst the sljouts 
of the multitude ; and, after having excited the municipal body to 
petition that their president might have a seat in the provincial council 
of Flanders, he himself presented the address, which he knew that 
neither Mary nor her ministers dared to refuse. 

Albert Maurice, however, suffered himself not to be dazzled ; and 
though joy inexpressible thrilled at his heart at every triumphant step 
he took in advance ; thdugh his -whole soul rejoiced at the constant 
opportunity now afforded him of daily communication with her he 
dared to love ; yet he allowed neither passion nor success for a moment 
to relax his energies nor his w^atchfulness ; and he yielded to the pre- 
tensions of the Duke of Cleves in favour of his son, only so far as 
might stay the precipitate haste with -wdiich the Frencii alliance might 
otherwise have been concluded. 

Witli Imbercourt lie clashed continually ; and the firm, calm rea- 
soning of the minister was constantly met and overpowered by the 
fiery and brilliant eloquence of the young citizen. Nor was he, even 
in opposing her faithful and her esteemed minister, without deriving 
■ some encouragementrfrom the eyes of Mary herself, w'hencver the dis-r 
cussion took place in her pre.vence ; for though she both loved and 
reverenced the wise and gallant friend of her fiither, who advocated, 
for her owm interests, the proposed union with the Dauphin ; ygt to 
<her heart that union was so repugnant, that she could not buVfieok 
witli pleasure on every one wlio opposed it, nor listen without d^glit 
to afguraents wdiich gave her new courage to resist. 

Nor did Albert Maurioe over support the idea of her marriage with, 
another ; so that, wliile advancing his own design, and winning both 
her gratitude and admiration, he was never found in opposition to her 
wishes ; and still, when he appeared, she welcomed his coming with a 
smile andvwith a look of pleasure, which, without the slightest purpose 
of deceit, served painfully to deceive. . 

Nevertheless, the Duke of Cloves made rapid progress ; and, not 
eontextted with the efforts of the young citizen to oppose the Frendi 
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illiance, he left no means untried to stimulate the people to support 
his own design. The watchful eye of Albert Maurice was indeed upoa 
him, but still his strides towards the accomplishment of his schemes 
were more speedy than the other had anticipated ; and the cries he 
heard Miien riding, one day, towards the palace, of *‘Long live the 
Duke of Clcves ! Long live his gallant son !” showed him at once that 
it was time to raise up some barrier against liis pretensions. At the 
same time he felt, that to give even a slight support to the opposite 
party might prove fatal to his hopes ; and, after a long consultation 
with Ganny, he determined to seek out some one who might openly 
-pretonil to Maty’s hand, and draw away the countenance of the people 
from the Duke of Cleves ; but whose pretensions would be even more 
repugnant, not only to herself, but to her ministers, her friends, and 
her nobles, than even his own might prove at an after>period. But 
who was to he the man ? 

Accompanied by the crowd of attendants, who now alwivs followed 
his footsteps when he rode forth, as cliief magistrate of Gh^nt, Albert 
Maurice hastened to the palace, some minutes before the council met^ 
and w\as admitted to the presence of the 'princess^ whose smiles gave 
liim even a more glad reception than ordinary. She was not alone» 
however ; for besides her usual train of ladies, a page, a chamberlain, 
and a man dressed as a peasant, but whose scarred cheek told tales of 
warlike broils, stood before her when he entered. 

’*Oh! yon are most welcome, Sir President," said the princess, 

and have come to afford me counsel at a good moment. Here is a 
ring just returned to me, which I gave some months ago to a stranger 
who saved me, I believe, from death, in a thunderstorm, near Tirle- 
mont. I promised, at the same time, that on his sending it hack, 
I would grant whatever he might ask, if it were consistent with my 
honour and my dignity. Look what he says on “this slip of parch* 
ment. ‘He, to whom the Duchess of Burgundy gave this ring,, de- 
mands, as the boon of which it was a pledge, the instant libbralion of 
Adolphus, Duke of Guejldres, and his restoration to his own domains.’ ” 

Albert Maurice almost started; for there was a strange coincidence 
between the demand which the princess had just read, and the 
thoughts which hod been passing in his mind as he rode thither. 
“ Lady,” he said, “ it seems to me that there is but one counsel to be 
given 3^ou. Your world is pliglited ; the liberation of the Duke of 
Gueldrcs-— monster though he be, is consistent -^ith your honour and 
dignity ; and your promise must be fulfilled.” 

“You always judge nobly. Sir President,” replied the princess; 
**andl thank you now, and ever shall thank you, for supporting that 
wl^; is just and generous, however contrary it may be to apparent 

“ Believe me, madam,” replied the young citizen, bending low to 
co|jkoeal the joy that sparkled in his eyes, “ believe me that it shall ever 
be my endeavour both to forward your l)est interests and those of the 
which are, indeed, inseparable ; and I would ask you as a 
boon, through all tlie future, whatever 3*^ou may see or think strange 
in my demeanour, to rest assured that your good and my country’® 
are still the motive.” 

“T will — 1 will, indeed,” replied the Princess; “for it would be 
hard to make me^ suppose that you, wliom I have seen act so nobigr 
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SBCsreomstaiioeB of personal danger and difficulty, would forget your 
hoEiOTir and integrity, when trusted by our countrymen and your 
aoTeieign.*' 

A slight flush passed over flie cheek of Albert Maurice at such 
praise. It was not exactly that he knew himself undeserving of it, 
for he had laboured hard and successfully to convince his own mind 
that his aggrandizement, the welfare of the country — ay, and he almost 
hoped, the happiness of Mary herself, were inseparably united. He 
replied, however — not with words of course, for his lightest thoughts 
were seldom commonplace — ^but vaguely ; and, after a few questions 
addressed to the man who bore the ring, which he seemed unwilling to 
answer, the princess rendered her promise to liberate the Duke of 
Gueldres deflnite, and the messenger was suffered to depart. 

At the meeting of the council^ which followed immediately, the mat- 
ter was discussed and concluded, and the orders to set the duke at 
liberty were instantly despatched. They were accompanied, however, 
by an express command from the princess — whose abhorrence for that 

^ unnatural sot^. turbulent subject, and faithless friend, was uncon- 
i— that he should immediately retire to his own domains, and 
never present himself before her. 

Most important matters occupied the council also. New tiding 
had been received from the frontiers; and all those tidings were evil. 
No doubt could now exist; that while his principal officers were 
invading the Duchy of Burgundy in the east, Louis XI. with an over- 
whelming force, was marching onwards towards Flanders, taking 
possession of all those fair lands which had descended to the unhappy 
princess at the death of her father, and meeting with little opposition 
on his way. Already Abbeville bad thrown open its gates. Ham, 
Bohain, St. Quentin, Hoye, and Montdidier, had follo>i'ed; and Fe- 
tonne — ^proud impregnable Feronne— had been yielded at the first 
summons. 

Again the Lord of Inibercourt boldly and strongly urged tlie abso- 
lute necessity of propitiating the King of France; and arresting his 
farther progress by the immediate union, or at least affiancing, of the 
Princess of Burgundy and the heir of the French crown. It was the 
only means, he said — ^it was the onlj^hopc of preserving any part of 
the dominions which, by various events, had been united under the 
coronet of Burgundy ; and was it not better, he asked, for the princess 
to carry them as a d/?wry to her liusbaiiff, than to come portion less to 
the same prince at last, and receive the honour of his alliance as a 
matter of grace and favour ? 

**My loifls,” replied Albert Maurice^ rising as soon as the others had 
■at down, “ already a thousand times have you heard my arguments 
against the base and ungenerous step proposed ; often have 1 shown, 
by reasoning, that the interests of France and Burgundy arc as dis- 
tinct as it is possible to conceive, and that centuries must elapse be- 
fore they can be united. But, if such bo the case with the duchy of 
Burgundy itself, and all its immediate dependencies, how much more 
so is it the case with Flanders and Brabant. With England, the 
eternal enemy of France, has ever been our great commercial inters 
course; to our friendship with England do wc owe our commercial 
codstence; and the moment that this land is united to the enemy of 
great opuntiy* that«moment our wealth, our pro^rity, our bektg 
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M a distinct land, is at an end. AH this I hare Aown^ taking a mm 
political view: but remembering that I spoke to knights and nbbtefl^ 
to men who can feel for national honour, and fear national disgrace, 1 
have also pointed out the shame — ^the burning shame — ^it would be ia 
the eyes of all Christendom, the moment that yonr bold and ^lant 
prince is dead, to truckle to his often worot^ enemy ; to yield to 
tiouis the lands which Charles the Bold so stoutly maintained against 
him; and to give his daughter's liand to the son of that base foe, 
'v^ose dark and traitorous intrigues effected, more than aught oa 
earth, your sovereign’s overthrow and death. Already have I de- 
manded why, instead of all those degrading concessions, you do not 
prepare defences in the field : and why, rather than talk of yielding 
tamely to an unjust tyrant, you do not. go forth to encounter him 
with lance and sword, as in the days of the great duke ? ^ut now I 
1 must use another language — language more bold and more decided^ 
and say that Flanders, Halnuult, and Brabantji will never consent to to 
the slaves of France: France, who has. so often wronged us, aad 
whose efforts, vain as they have been, have never .ceased to grasp sfc 
the dominion of these lands. More! I say — and by my voice the 
three united states now speak to the councils of Burguudy^that we 
will consider and pursue, as a false and perfidious traitor, bought 
with the gold of France to betray his lady’s interest, that man, who- 
ever he may he, wlio henceforth proposes the subjection of these 
lands to a French prince.*' 

The Duke of Cloves eagerly supported the bold speech of the young 
citizen, as did also the Bishop of Liege, more perhaps from personal 
hatn^d to Imbercourt, than from any real disapprobation of the 
French alliance. Warm and violent words passed on all parts; and 
the discussion had reached a pilch of dangerous tiifbulenct, srhen it 
was announced that the Count dc Meulan, envoy extranrdini^ from 
the King of France, had just entered the city, and takTO up his abode 
at the principal inn of the place. 

This news gave a different turn to the dcliberatioDS of the council ; 
and after determining that the reception of the ambassador shou^ 
take place the following day, ^e assembly broke up; and its vari'* 
ous members separated with mose feelings of personal animosity 
burniog in their bosoms, which have so o&n proved fatal to gre^ 
designs. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

About seven o’clock at night, a post arrived ift Ghent, bearing the 
unwricome intelligence that He^en, Montreul, Boulogne, Cambray^ 
and many other places, had yielded to the arms of France ; that 
Philippe de CreveccBur,*the oldest and most tried servant of the house 
of Burgundy, had gone over to the enemy, and that Arras itself was 
lost to Flanders. Sucdi were the tidings that reached Albert Maurice^ 
whilst busily debating with Ganay, in a private diamber of ths 
Hotel de VUle, the means of raising, as ra;^y at possible, a laige 
force for the defence of the conntry. ' 

The messenger delivered the sealed packets into the hands of the 
young Presid^t, with notice that they were of the utmost impGS^ 
tance; bat ere he opened them, Alb^ Manrioe dimissed the brow 
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calmly, and idnished the phrase which his entrance had interrupted 
He then- broke the seals and read; but as he proceeded, notwith- 
standing his great command aver Ms own feelings, it was clear, from 
the contraction of his brow, and the quivering of his lip, that the 
tale therein written was anything but pleasing. 

Casting them on the table, after a moment’s deep thought, the 
young citizen laid his hind 'sternly upon the pai^rs, and approach- 
ing the lamp towards them, pointed to the fatal tidings from Arras, 
saying to his keen coxppanion — “This is sad! this is terrible! We 
must, if possible, keep tMs from the knowledge of the council, till 
this pitiful ambassador has had his reply.” 

CJanay read the contents of the papers over, word by word ; then 
raising his eyes to the face of his companion, and compressing his 
thin, bloodless lips, he replied, calmly but sternly — “Imbcrcourt 
must die !” 

Albert Maurice started. “No, no! not so,” replied he; “I am 
not one of those tigers, Ganny, to cross wdiose path is death. lie 
mafct^ppose me in the council, he may even thwart me in my plans, 
ati^yet not die, Ganay. But if he betray my country, his deed 
be upon his head. I will crush him with my heel, as 1 would a 
viper!” 

“ Jmbercourt must diel” reiterated Ganay, in the same stern deter- 
mined tone he had used before. “He will betray your country and 
mine — and he dies. I have marked him well, 1 see his plans. He, 
like the traitors who have gone over before, will sell liis country to 
France for French gold, and he must die. The only difference be- 
tween him and this Philippe de Crcvccmur is, that the one, less cun- 
ning than the other, wont over with notliing but his own brute 
couragb CO sell ; while tins Imbcrcourt, take my ’^ord for it, will 
carry, as merchandise to i^ouis of Fnuice, the hand of Mary of Bur- 
g^ndy, and the coronet of all these states." 

“Never I” cried Albert Maurice, stung to the heart, as the other 
had intbnded, and striking his clenched hand upon the table, “never! 
My head or his shall w'hiten in the wind over the battlements of 
Ghent, before such a sacrifice he con|ummated.” 

Tlie moment he had spoken, however, lie felt that he had given 
Ganay an advantage; and well understanding that the game between 
him and his subtle comrade was one that admitted of ,no oversight, 
and that he mu^bei'as much upon his guard with his apparent friend 
as with a declar^ enemy, he hastened to turn the conversation from 
a topic on which he could not speak wisely. “We must tliink far- 
ther,” he said, “we must think farther. In the meantime,” he added, 
abruptly, “see you to this messenger, and ensure that he do not 
spread his news abroad before the reception qf the worthy ambassa- 
dor whom Louis has deigned to send. I have that in yon cabinet 
^rhich shall overthrow, at a word, all that his cunning can advance, 
were he as cunning as the fiend whose name he takes. At the same 
timej Ganay, I must trust to your zeal also, my friend, for the skilful 
management of our other purpose. This Duke of Gueldres you must 
render popular with the citizens, and oppose him strongly to the 
Duke or <?leves. Not too far, however. I would equally divide be- 
tween them the power that the Duke of Clevcs at present holds eii 
tire, fetter it were, nevertlieless, that tlie people over-favoured Mm 
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of Gueldres, than the other, for he has no hope. Erery noble in the 
land .wofuld rise up against him *, and, at the worst, it ^were but 
three passes of this ^stecl,’* and he touched the hilt of his swordL 
*'to send him howling to the place he has so long deserved^ and 
to win me the thanks of all the world, for ridding it of such a 
monster.” ^ 

Notwithstanding all his care, Albert Maurice felt, and folt angrUy, 
that the eager passions of his heart, would* burst forth and display 
more of his real feelings and emotions than he was willing to expose. 
Ganay smiled, too, as. he listened; and with his smiles there was al- 
ways mingled a de^ee of mockery of the person who excited them, 
which rendered their meaning very doubtful. 

“May I trust you?” demanded Albert Maurice, sternly. 

“You may,” answered the druggist. “Doubt me not; for with 
yoti, Albert Maurice, I am more frank a thousand-fold than with any 
other human being. We are like two men playing one game of chess, 
against a whole host of adversaries ; and it is necessary that we should 
see each other's moves. Your game 1 know, Albert; and mine 1 do 
not seek to conceal from you, for it would be both useless and fatigu- 
ing. I will, t|ien, do your bidding in regard to these two men of 
Cleves and Gueldres; and so play them off against each other, that 
they siiall both combine, in their dissensions, to raise you to the height 
of your ambition. 

lie spoke boldly ; and Albert Maurice felt that, for oucc at least, 
he spoke truly. He saw, indeed, that although they were in some sort 
partners in the game, as Ganay bad depicted them, yet they were 
playing for ditTcrent stakes, and might soon iind that they had dif- 
terent interests. 

“ And when this game is won, Ganay,” said he, calfnly, after a brief 
pause, “ this game in w^^'ch 3 '’ou and I stand as partners, say, are we 
to turn round the board, and singly play one short game more, against 
each other? Hal is it^ot so?” 

“ No; on my life I” replied Ganay, with a degree of fervour unusual 
with him. No, on my life, young man. 1 have my passions, like 
my neighbours; but I am without ambition. Do yow, too, believe me 
without a touch of feeling? You have shown me kindness in times 
past : 3 ^ou once saved the life of one that is now no more; three years 
ago you held my head when it throbbed with lever, when we were toger 
ther on the shores of the Adriatic: and if you ciosa not my purpose, 
if you oppose not the stronger passion, which guides, and struggles 
with, and masters all, you shall find that my gratitude is only second 
to my revenge. Even more,” he added, resuming his ordinary air of 
calm shrewdness : “ I can even he grateful for those things which I 
jiccomplisli by your means, though without your will ; and our com- 
mon efforts for one great purpose bind us together more firmly than 
you think. So, now, farewell ! but remember, I tell you Irabercourt 
is a traitor, and he must die I” 

“If he be a traitor, die most certainly he shall,” replied Albert 
Maurice ; “ but in regard to that man, I mistrust my own motives too 
much to rely on my own judgment. More, Ganay! still more! I mis- 
trust your motives, too ; and I will not rely on your judgment either. 
Nay, protcft not! I see your bitter persevering hatred of that man 
as clearly as if your bosom were of glass, though I sec not the ocoftfi 
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aioBofit But itmatters not what be the occasion. IdonbtjnyseH; 
and I douht you; and others, more impartial than either you or 1, 
shall judge him, though, God knows, I know no cause of enmity you 
can have towards him. So now, farewell." 

Gbnay’s lip curled with a Teiy mingled expression, as Albert 
Maurice pronounced the last words, hut he made no reply ; and, leav- 
ing the young citizen, he proceeded to confer with the messenger who 
had lately arrived, and then held a long and secret conference with 
Maillotin du Bac. 

The post that brou^ such unwelcome tidings from the frontier 
aupped well at the Maison de Ville, and, resting his weary limbs upon 
his bed, soon found the sweet sleep of fatigue ; nor did he ever stir 
from the precincts of tiic building. No one saw him without its 
gates; no one held conference with him witliin, except in the pre- 
sence of Gonay himself. Nevertheless, before an hour had passibd, 
the whole news he had brought were known to linbercourt, and were 
by him carried straight to the princess. How it reached him it were 
hard to say, for no post came to the Cours du Ihince feom that quar- 
ter, but still he had learned it all. Not a word had escaped him, the 
whole evil tidings were known, and the consternation was excited 
which Albert Maurice had been so desirous of warding off, till the 
ambassador from France had been received and dismissed. Tlie views 
of the young citizen in this desire were certainly partly patriotic 
and partly personal ; hut his immediate object was to send back the 
messenger of the deceitful Louis with such a reply as would render 
the project of a union between France and Burgundy hopeless. Every 
fresli success of the French king of course strengthened the argu- 
guments of those who advocated the marriage of Mary with the 
Dauphin ; and this torrent of evil tidings was well calculated to over- 
power all opposition. 

Such had been the light in which Albert Maurice had seen th6 
effect likely to be produced by the progress of Louis ; but in vain, 
however, did he take measures to conceal it. Each event, rather 
magnified than otherwise, reached the ears of Imbercourt, and by him 
were that very night detailed to Mary herself. Tidings had arrived 
in Ghent, not long before, that almost the whole of the duchy of Bur- 
gundy also had been overrun by French troops ; and this, together 
with the unresisted advance of the King of hYaiice on the side of 
Flanders, tlic total loss of Picardy, Artois, and the Boulonnois, the 
desertion of her friends, the turbulence of her subjects, and the power 
of her enemies, overcame at length the uhliappy girl’s hopes and her 
firmness. After a long conference with Imbercourt and h(;r chancel- 
lor, as well as with her cousin, the Lord of Eavesteiii, and her best 
of frfends, Margaret, her father’s wddow, in an evil hour Mary con- 
sented to send tlie two former on a mission to the base monarch who 
was usurping her inheritance. 

Under their dictation, with a trembling hand, she wrote part of a 
letter to Louis XI.; but where she came to give tlicm power to treat 
of her alliance with France, her feelings overpowered her, and the 
tears gushing feom her eyes, obscured her sight. 

"<Give me the pen, my sweet child,” said Margaret of York, "My 
Xiord of Kavestein and myself, your two nearest relatives and friend^ 
wiU each write a port under your direction : so shall the documenl 
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seqn!^ additional weight, as showing the wishes of so Tjuayj^^ 
sons.*’ m 

T^is was accordingly done, and calmly heard a paperHaS, 
which she felt was binding her to misery fbr life. With a hurried 
hand she signed her name, but she could bear no more, and hastened 
from the chamber. 

"Poor child !*' said Margaret of York. "Poor child. But now^ 
my Lord of Imbercourt, lose not a moment No communication wim 
this coming ambassador will answer our purpose. You must see 
Louis himself; and treat with himself, and put forth all your wisdom 
to meet all his cunning. Hasten to Peronne; fear not to bloody your 
spurs on the road,' for not a minute that flies, till you are before the 
ffing of France, may not serve to recall this most necessary paper." 

While this detennination was adopted by the counsellors, Mary 
was followed from the room by Alice of Imbercourt ; and the mo-* 
meat she had reached her chamber, that princess cast herself upon 
the bosom of her fair attendant, and wept most bitterly. " Fear not, 
madam," whispered Alice, " fear not I You shall yet wed him you 
love.” ^ 

Mary had never acknowledged her lingering Hopes even to Alice of 
Imbercourt, perhaps hardly to her own heart. But now the more 
vehement passion overcame tlie milder feeling, and timidity was for- 
gotten in grief. " Never, Alice! never !** sob^d Mary ; " I have just 
signed away my last and only chance !” 

" Fear not !** again repeated the young lady. “ Do you remember, 
madam, when you would not read the scheme of your future fate in 
the castle of Hannut ?** 

"Well, very well!*' replied Mary, raising her head ^nd drying her 
eyes; “what then, my Alice ?** 

“Do you remember, then, that T stayed behind,** continued her 
companion, “ when you quitted uncle’s observatory ? Well ; I 
remained behind long enough to give you consolation even now ; for 
I saw tliere written, tliat'the coronet of an orcliduchess was to bind 
the brow of my fair mistress.” 

Mary drew a deep and doubtful sigh ; but there was a bright blush 
rose also in her check, which might seem an augury of liope ; and it 
were false to say that she did not derive some comfort even from the 
predictions of a science, which, since the excitement of her visit to 
the castle of Hannut had worn away, she could hardly be said to be- 
lieve. t 

At that period, however, each day of the life of Mary of Burgundy 
WMs a day of renewed care and anxiety ; and the proceedings of the 
next morning opened with the tedious and painful ceremony of receiv- 
ing the ambassador from the French monarch. 

At thi! hour appointed it was announced that the Count do Meulan 
waited, and Mary took her scat in state, with the Bishop ol‘ Liege on 
one hand and the Duke of Cleves on the other, while All)ert Maurice 
and various members of the council stood round. It had struck the 
young citizen, however, as soon ns he entered the hall of audience, 
tliat neither Imbercourt nor Hugonet, the two chief supporters of 
what was called the French party, were present ; and it api)eared to 
him not a little extraordinary that they should be absent, if in tho 
town, when such an opportunity tbr showing their respect to the £ipg 
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of France occarred, as the public reception of his envoy. , During the 
time that elapsed between his own arrival and the introduction of the 
ambassador, he asked frequratly, but in vain, for the absent counsel- 
lors, and on every movement near the door looked for their appear- 
ance, supposing that the business of the day could not or would ^ot 
proceed without their presence, lie was not a little surprised, how- 
ever, when the order for admitting the Count de Meulan was at 
length given in their absence. 

The doors were soon thrown open ; and, dressed in the excess of 
splendour, hut yith a certain crouching hnd stealthy pace, habitual to 
the harber of the most cunning king in 'Europe, Olivier le Dain en- 
tered the hall, and approached the chair of the princess. After the 
-ceremony, of his introduction, which he went through, not without 
grace, but without dignity, the ambassador was commanded to deli- 
ver his letters, which he accordingly did. These were found to he in 
full and correct form, and he was then directed to state the purport 
of his embassy, and what he was charged to communicate to the 
Princess of Burgundy, from her cousin the King of Prance. 

Here, however, the envoy hesitated; and after a moment’s thought,' 
replied in a low, softwoice, that he was directed by his master, Louis, 
the most Christian king, to cxpldn his views and wishes to his be- 
loved cousin and god-daughter the Princess Mary, in private, and to 
her alone. He therefore, he said, craved a private audience, in w'hich 
his communication should be more full and complete. 

The Bishop of Liege — ^whose territories lay too close to the French 
frontier, and whose interests were too nearly connected with tliose of 
France to suffer him to feel any great personal interest in the distinct 
rights of the House of Burgundy — ^had hitherto been tlio person who 
spoke on the part of the princess. He of course liad evinced every 
sort of respect for the ambassador of the French king ; but at the 
point the Duke of Cleves broksi^n ; and with a haughty and con- 
' temptuous tone, informed the Count de Meulan, that what he de- 
manded was not consistent with the customs of the court of Burgundy. 
He must, therefore, he said, declare openly his errand to the princess, 
surrounded by her council, for no otlier course of proceeding could be 
permitted. 

Again the ambassador hesitated ; uttering several sentences, from 
which, though loaded with fine and sounding words, and gilded with 
a show of argument, all that could be gathered was, that the open 
communication required by the council was contrary ip his monarch’s 
commands. He then seemed about to retire ; but at tliat moment 
Albert Maurice advanced a little before the rest, and craved leave to 
explain the object and views of the ambassador, which that function- 
ary seemed to have so much difficulty in doing fi>r himself. The 
assembled court, and the ambas«;ador likewise, gazed on him -with 
V some surprise ; but the young citizen proceeded. 

In the first place,” he said, “your Grace will be glad to hear, who 
is the noble envoy whom that mighty monarch, Louis, King of France, 
thinks fit to send to the court of Burgundy: to the daughter of that 
great prince .who overthrew him in the field by valour and skill, and 
who foiled him in the cabinet by decision and boldness. Allow me, 
in man who calls himself Count de Meulan, to introduce to your 
noticeOlivier le Dain, or by some called Le Mechant, barber to the 
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most Christfan IRTing, bom at Tliielt, and serving as a barber*s boy at 
Saarvclt, near this city.” 

A roar of laughter burst from the nobles of Burgundy; and Albert 
Maurice proceeded, waving his hand to the doorkeepers to prevent 
thi^ barber from making his exit too rapidly. “Do not let the worthy 
ambassador depart till he has heard me explain the object of his 
coming. I hold here in my hand, by the favour of some unknown 
friend who sei^b these papers to me, a copy of the private instructions 
of the King of France to the Barber Aniassador^ which direct hi^ 
strictly, to keep the princess and the court of Burgundy engaged in 
long and tedious negotiatiofts, while he strives in private to persuade 
the people of Ghent to invite the King of France to enter their terri* 
tory. He is further ordered to spare no means, neithfir money nor 
promises, to make the good men of this city declare for the King of 
France, and throw off the authority of their lawful sovereign. To 
this, by your Grace’s permission, I, as the only individual of the 
burgher class in this presence, will take upon me to reply, that Louis, 
King of France, mistakes entirely the character and disposition of 
the men of Ghent; for, though they may be anxious to preserve their 
own liberties and privileges, they are no less anxious to preserve the 
legitimate authority of their sovereign ; and, though they axo never 
supposed to submit to tyranny from their own princes, they are no less 
determined to resist all foreign domination. Let him Icam that he 
can neither buy us w^th his gol^ nor fool us with his promises; and 
that his intrigues and offers will be equally in vain with tlie men 
of Ghent. It is for you, my lords,” he continued, turning to the 
members of the council present, “ as older men, anA more experienced 
in tlic ways of courts than myself, it is fbr you .to judge what course 
ought to he pursued towards a man who comes ^ ambassador to a 
sovereign pnnee, and, at the same time, undertakes to seduce the 
subjects of that prince from their allegiance; who approaches the 
presence of an oppressed princess, from the man who is robbing her 
of her territories and massacreing her subjects, affecting in words and 
in style to negotiate with her as the messenger of a friend and a re- 
lation, while his real errand is to excite treason amongst her people, 
and to bribe her citizens to revolt. It is for you, my lords, I say, to 
judge what is to be done with the caitiff who undert^cs such a com- 
mission for such a man!” * 

“Nail his ears to the door-post!” cried the Lord of Vere, on im<* 
petuous noble of North Zealand.” * 

“Throw him into the river!” cried the Duke of Cleves; “sudi 
treatment does he well deserve.” 

Various other pleasant modes of disposing 6f the person of the 
barber ambassador were suggested by different members of the coun- 
cil, probably witiiout any intention of carrying them into effect. They 
were not, hmvever, without producing some impression, and that of no 
veiy agr^ble nature, upon tiie mind of Olivier le Dain himself. That 
worthy personage had listened to the speech of Albert Maurice in 
downcast silence. No flush betrayed his agitation or sliame, though 
his lip quivered a little, and at one time be took two er three stc^ 
towam the door. But when he heard the many uncpremonious 
methods of treatment proposed, he gradually crept back till he was 
irithin a stqp of the entrance the diambo; His ihoe was still 
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turned towards the eonncil ; and he ftill 'teemed lieteningr attentive 
to the somewhat bitter strictures which were passing upon his own 
eonduet ; but he showed no inclination to retreat farther than was 
absolutely necessary to keep himself out of the reach of violent hands* 
so that me doorkeepers were off their guard. As the Duke of Cleves 
■poi:ef the barber paused and listened, gave a furtive glance over his 
abonlder ; and then, without any effort towards taking leave, he darted 
oat of the presence at once, reached the court-yard, mounted his horse, 
and galloped away to the inn where he had lodged. 

Before he arrived at that building, however, he began to feel that 
his apprehensions of personal violence had probably been a little too 
hasty ; and a loud laugh, which he remembered to have heard, as be 
quitted the dhdience-hall, confirmed him in that opinion. The calm 
reflection of a few hours, during which he seemed totally forgottjcn by 
the whole town, refreshed his courage and re-animated his hopes; and 
therefore, not to abandon his purpose without another effort, he ven- 
tured to ride out in the evening; but the moment that he })resented 
himsdf in the streets, he was ^eted with so much mockery and 
laughter, that he soon found tlie attempt would be vain, A full ac- 
ocrant of his birth and situation <had been industriously circulated 
amongst the people during the day; and as nothing excites the hatred 
and contempt of the populace more than to see a person sprung from 
amongst themselves, affecting the airs and splendeur of a class above 
them, they were all prepared to shower upon his head every sort of 
ridicule and abuse. No sooner did he appear than this determination 
to insult and annoy him in every different way, began to manifest 
itself among the pqpplo. *One held a pewter basin before his horse's 
head ; another lifted up his rugged chin, and begged that his highness 
would shave him, just to keep his hand in ; and a third exelaiinod, 
that ho must not.thifik to lead the people of Ghent by the nose, 
though he might often have taken the King of France by that organ. 

Just while he was turning away from these unpleasant salutations, 
in order to return as fast as possible to his hotel, some shouts met his 
ear, which seemed rapidly coming nearer, and in a moment after he 
p^ceived half a dozen horsemen cantering easily down the street, with 
a number of men and boys running by the sides of the horses, blioutiug 
loudly, ** Long live the l^ukc of Gimidres ! long live the noble Duke 
of Gueldres !*' The horseman at mRt head was a powerful handsome 
mqp, of about fifty, with a ^oarse and bold expression of countenance, 
but etill possessjlA ftiat efisiy air of dignity and command, which is a 
part of the eddcltte of princes. Some one, as the cavalcade ap- 
proached, rccognizi^ the person of the French ambassador by his 
splendid dress add gkudy train, shouted out the name and various op- 
posite occupations of Master Olivier le Dain ; and the Duke of Gucl- 
drfes, dashing on, drove his horse rudely against that of the unfortu- 
nate barber, which reared with the* stroke, and almost plunged him 
into the canal, near which they were riding. 

ha I Master Barber,” shouted the duke, in the rough and 
liratal tone which he usually employed, when he had no purpose to 
answer which might require softer speech; “thou canst never shave 
without water, man, but there is plenty in the canal.*' 

The populace roared their ap^ause; and while Olivier le Daiii» 
keeping liis Kat with difficulty^ made the best of his way baek to 
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fam, and tiienee f<fr ever out of the gates of Ohent» the Duhci of Guel<* 
dros rode on, nor stopped till he sprang from his horse at the house of 
Albert Maurice. # 

Itepresentatlves from all the different cities of that part of Belgium 
which was then under the dominion of Burgundy, had arrived in 
Ghent the daj before ; and at the moment when the Duke of Gueldres 
approaclied, the yoiltig president was in the act of despatching a de- 
putation to Louis XI. then encamped at Arras. Albert Maurice, be 
it remarked, went not himself; but at the head of the deputation, on 
the part of Ghent, was the druggist Ganay. 

Tlie Duke of Gueldres found the street before the young citizen’f 
house crowded with horses and horse boys ; and the different cham- 
bers of the house itself filled with the attendants of the deputies and 
the officers of the city — messengers, visiters, soldiers, and spectators-^ 
displayed a spectacle more like the palace of a sovereign pripce, than 
the house of a simple merchant in a Flemish town, 

“By my faith,** the duke muttered, as he walked on amidst robes, 
and embroideiy, and gold chains, and furred gowns, “times have 
strangely changed witli the goo^ city of Ghent, since that enrsed 
tyrant shut me up in liis old stone rat-trap. Which is Albert Maurice ?” 
he then demanded of a merchant who was passing out; ** which is 
the grand bailli — which is the president of the municipal council ?” 

“ Yonder lie stands at the head of the table,** replied the merchant^ 
*' speaking with the deputies of Utrecht and Bruges.’’ 

At that moment the eye of the young citizen fell upon the Duke of 
Gueldres; and— though he was unannounced, and Albert Maurice 
had never beheld him before-r-either from having heard his personal 
appearance described, or from having seen some picture of him, the 
burgher at once recognised the prince, and advanced a step or two to 
meet him. 

The Duke of Gueldres was surprised to behold so young a man 
chosen from amongst the jealous and factious citizens of Ghent^ to 
wield the chief authority of the city, to fill two of the most important 
offices, and to influence so strongly the councils of all Flanders ; but 
he was still more surprised to find that high and dignified tone in the 
merchant, which bO well became his station. He had been prepared 
to hOC llie president in posse-ssion of vast power, but he now perceived 
that his power was greatly derived from liis superiority to lus classi 
and he at once saw the necessity of suiting his demeanour, for the 
time at least, lo the man. With a degree of suavity which no oiw 
knew better how to assume, when it answered bis purpose, thafiAdol* 
phus, Duke of Gueldres, tliat base and brutal prince, now, with hii 
manner softened down to an appearance of mere generous frankness^ 
thanked the young citizen for his liberation, and told him that he had 
good reason to know that the happy event was solely owing to his 
intervention. 

Albert Maurice at once graceMly compliment^ the duke on hii 
enlargement, and disclaimed all title to gratitude for an act which, he 
•aid, emanated from the princess herself. He had, he acknowledged, 
strongly advised her to course she had pursued, when she had 
coadesceiMled to consult him upon the subject ; hut lie assured thu 
duks that she liad first spcficea ^ her kinsmaB’i liberation, befbre Im 
had ventured to propose such a proceeding. 
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“ Wdl, weH,” replied the duke, ”I knew not that my fair cousin 
was BO generoufli but 1 will kiss her pretty cheek in token of my 
thankS) which, perhaps, she will think no unpleasant way of showing 
one’s latitude. 

The blood rushed up to the temples of the young citizen; but he 
made no reply, and merely bowed low. He then begged the duke to 
excuse him for a few moments, while he concliided the business in 
which he had been engaged. The prince replied that he would detain 
him no longer ; and Albert Maurice, with cold and formal courtesy, 
sufTered him to depart— >from that moment either a secret or an 
avowed enemy. As soon as he was gone, the young citizen took leave 
of the deputies, besohght them to make all speed to meet the king, 
and directed them to beg liim — ^instead of hastening on to plunge Llic 
two nations into long and sanguinary wars — to halt hi^ armies, till 
such time as the states general could devise and propose to his ma- 
jesty some fair means of general pacification. 

He then gave into the hands of Ganay a letter fully authorizing the 
deputation to treat, in the name of the princess, which instrument had 
been unwillingly wrung from Mi^y during the morning, not^vith- 
standing the secret powers which she had so lately given to Imber- 
court and Hugonet. To this Albert Maurice added a private injunction, 
to trace and discover all the movements of the two ministers, whose 
absence from the council of that day he had remarked: and there was 
a sort of fierce and flashing eagerness in the eye of the young citizen, 
as he spoke this in a low whisper, which the druggist marked with 
pleasure and expectation."" 

Tlie results of this deputation to the, crafty monarch of France are 
•0 well known, that they need but short recapitulation. Louis re- 
ceived the members of the Belgian states with all civility, and treated 
them individually with distinction ; as that wily monarch well knew, 
tliat through the intervention of such men alone he could hope to win 
that extensive territory, which he was striving to add to France. At 
the same time, he positively refused to treat with them in their official 
capacity, and afibeted, at first, a great degree of mystery in regard to 
his reasons for so doing, assigning a thousand vague and unsatisfac- 
tory motives, which he well knew would not be believed for a moment, 
but which he was aware would induce the deputies— encouraged by 
his homely and good-humoured manner — ^to press so strongly for a 
ftirther explanation, as to afford him some excuse for the base treachery 
he meditated agHinst their sovereign. 

The deputies fell into the trap he laid; made use of every argument 
to induce him to negotiate with them upon the powers they had re- 
ceived from their several dties; and finally urged, that if he would 
not acknowledge them as the representatives of towns of Flanders, 
Hainaulti and Brabant, he must at least consent to receive Uiem as 
ambassadors from the young Duchess of Burgundy, whose letters of 
authority they then tender^ 

* The praoeedings of the nuuiicriMl ooandl of Obent, vm befors the tseniMiif 
«f the statM. whioh it entlrdy oomnuuided, wan^ In many Inataneea, muob mora 
bold and tyraimlaal than any that it baa neeined necessary to parttealariM here, 
aome aaUmn oBiirt tbit it ftilNide Moiy to tnttiaet Biw Fri»lio baShMM withoat tts 
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Still, however, Louis refused; and, at Icn^h, as if worn out hf 
importunity, he said, **My good friends of Ghent and the other towns 
of Flanders, you must very well know, from my whole conduct to- 
wards you, that I would rather treat with you than with any other 
persons. I am a plain man, and love to deal with plain citizens; but 
you are entirely mistaken in supposing that you possess the confi- 
dence of my dear god-child Mar3% Duchess of Burgundy, or that you 
are really autliorizcd to treat for her. It is not impossible,** he added, 
with a self-satisfied and yet mysterious air, **it is not at all impossible, 
that, were I so disposed, I might show you a letter, written partly 
in her own band, partly in that of the Duchess Dowager, and part^ 
in that of the good Lord of llavestein, directing me to place confi- 
dence in no persons but my excellent good friends, and faitliful ser- 
vants, the Lord of Imbcrcourt, and William de Hugonet, Chancellor 
of Burgundy, who were both with me at Peronne for many hours 
some nights ago, and are by this time back again in Ghent.** 

The deputies, confounded and surprised, expressed, in the .first 
heat of their astonishnientj a very uncourtly doubt of the truth of 
the king's statement; and Louip, affecting to consider his honour 
impugned, committed one of the basest acts of the many that stain 
his memory, and produced tlie private letter of the Princess Mary to 
the eyes of her turbulent and headstrong subjects. Furious with 
indignation and disappointment, the deputies retired from the pre- 
sence of the king, without having concluded anything, and journeyed 
on with all speed towards Ghent, neglecting the great and vital busi- 
ness of the moment, in order to plunge into ircsli scenes of anarchy 
and confusion. 

Louis saw them depart with scorn and triumiih; and, as proud of 
his successful villany as ever conqueror was *of a final victory, he 
marched on to new successes in every diicetion, satisfied that, in the 
discontented spirit of the people of Glient, he hod a faithful ally that 
not even sclf-iiitcrcst could sever from him. ^ 


CHAl^ER XXVI. 

It is wonderful, though common to a proverb, that days of sunshiny 
brightness and placid tranquillity should so often precede great con- 
vulsions in the uatural and the political world; and that although 
“coming events often cast their shadows before them,** yet that the 
Btonu, 'a hen it does approach, should almost always find the world 
all smiling, and the birds in song. 

Tlie day after the return of the deputation from Arras, the aspect 
of the city of Ghent was more like that which it had been during the 
most brilliant days of Philippe the Good and Charles the Chan 
it hod appeared for many months. The shops and booths, vniich pro- 
jected into the street, and which, being totdly unprovided with any 
means of defence against ])opular violence, whe generally closed in 
times of tumult and disturbance, were now again all open* and fiill 
of the finest wares. Mountebanks of difTercnt grades, and tliose who 
sold books, and repeated verses, were exercising their u^ual vocation! 
at the corners of the streets. Burghers and their wives, lords snd 
ladies, artisans and peasantiy, all in their gayest dresses— for it a IB 
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o»e oC the higli fieetiralB of the Tear>-moved about in the streetB 
and, to crown aHf the foul weather had disappeared, and the sun 
ahone out with a warm and promising beajzL 

A great multitude had collected near the palace gates, to see* the 
di:^reBt members of the council, and the deputies from the various 
citdes and states of Flanders and Brabant, proceed in state to visit 
the Princess Mary ; and the approbation of the crowd, often depend- 
ing not a little upon the splendour of the several trains, was loudly 
eipresscd as tlieir peculiar favourites approached the gates of tlic 
great court. At the same tipie it was remarkable, that thom^h loud 
and vociferous in tlieir applause, the multitude restrained all marks 
of disapprobation on the appearance of persons supposed to be unpo- 
pular, with wonderful and unexpected moderation. 

Since the first effervescence of feeling had subsided, after the defeat 
of Nancy and the death of Charles the Bold, j^d since the apprehen- 
sion of immediate revolt had gone by, the mmisters of Mary of Bur- 
gundy — or, to speak more correctly, the members of the provincial 
council of Flanders — ^though 6i>cnding the greater part of the day in 
the palace, had generally returned to inliabit their own hotels at 
night. Thus, almost cveiy one but the Lord of Bavestein, who 
remained in the palace with his cousin, had to traverse the crow d in 
their way to the audience hall. Imbercourt and Ilu&ronct, ncitlicr 
of whom had ever been very popular, passed amidbt iirofound silence, 
and Maillotm du Bac, who, in his official dress as Vrevot, was riding 
about the ground, took no small credit to himself for saving those 
two noblemen from some sort of insult. The Duke of Cleves again, 
was loudly cheered; but the Duke of Gueklrcs, who, by some means 
unknown even to himself, had acquired an extraordinary degree of 
popularity during the short time which liad elapsed since liis return 
to the city, received a degree of applause that went far bt yond that 
which greeted the Dukenf Cloves. Albert Maurice, however, as the 
great favourite of the people, and one wliom they considered more 
peculiarly as their own represeutative, was received w’llh loud, long- 
continued, and reiterated shouts. Indeed, as he rode on upon a 
splendid and fiery horse, dressed in magnificent apparel — not only as 
president of the council of Ghent and ^aiul bailli of the city, but as 
bolding, in the capacity of chief pensionary, the presidency of the 
states general of Flanders* — ^nd followed by a number of guards 
and attendants, with Ips lordly air and his beautiful person, he looked 
more like some mighty prince going to claim his bride, than a simple 
merchant about to appear before liis sovereign. 

The visit was one of ceremony, and as no business of importance 
was to be transacted, the princess received her court in state; and, 
to se^ the splendour with which she was surrounded, the guards, the 
attendants, the kneeling subjects, no one would have supposed, as 
was indebd the case, that Mary of Burgundy was less a free agent 
than the meanest subject in her capitaL 

All who presented themselves before the princess were received 
with affiibility and courtesy, with the one exception of the Duke of 

* When the etates of Flandeni aeeeinfaled in Ghent, whlob wee genenlly the eese^ 
(ritfaer the chief peneionuy or the chief eecbevin thit etty pwrided to the eeienit^y 
ae a natter of right 
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Gucldres, from whom, as he approached the chair of state, she seemed 
to shrink ^th a repulsive abhorronce, which she could in no degree 
command. Although he appeared there contrary to her commaadi^ 
she strove to say something kind in regard to his liberation, ani 
smile as he offered his thanks; but the words died away before they 
were uttered, and the smile faded upon her Up as soon as it appeared. 

•To Imbercourt and dl^net, the Lord of Vere and others, who sup- 
ported the French alliiuice-^tliough they had so strongly pressed 
her to sacrifice all her own jKirsmial feelings, and to abandon ifie hope 
of happiness for life— she still, from a deep conviction of the honesty 
of their inUmtlons, and from long liabits A regard, yielded the same 
marks of friendship and affection with which she liad always distin- 
guished the counsellors and friends of her &thcr, however much their 
advice to him or to herself had been at times opposed to her own 
opinion, or to her deaedft wishes. On Albert Maurice, too,* as the 
boldest and strongest supporter of her own wishes against the voice 
of her more politic advisers, and as the leader of those who really 
ruleii in Flanders, she smiled sweetly, from a feeling of gratitude as 
well as esteem ; and none who beheld the young citizen in the midst 
of that splendid court, could help acknowledging that Ije was well 
fitted. In appearance at least, to take his place among the noblest 
and most ('ourtly of the land. His mien had all the calm dignity of 
pou cr and the easy grace of confident but not presuming self-posses- 
sion. There was also a freshness and variety in his words and actions, 
which, springing from a rich and generous mind, gave a sparkling 
grace to the whole of his demeanour, and rendered it at once striking 
and pleasing. There was certainly a difference in his manners from 
that of the stiff and stately nobles of the court of Burgundy, but it 
was slight, and to his advantage, characterized by no want of grace 
or dignity, but ratlier by the calm ease of natural politeness, as 
opposed to the acquired formality of courtly etiquette. It seemed, 
not tliat he was assuming a rank, and mingling amidst a class to 
which he did not belong — ^but rather as if ho had suddenly taken 
possession of a station which was his own by the indefeasible title of 
ennobling nature. The respect and deference alsoVith wliich aU the 
rest of the court felt themselves obliged to treat him, both from hit 
authority over the people, and the XMiwcrs of his own mind, placed 
him at his ease; and perhaps tlie very excitement which he felt under 
the eyes of Mary of Burgundy, and the mighty»aspirations and bril- 
liant hopes wliidi thrilled in his bosom, were not without their shaia 
in giving firmness and dignity to the step with which he trod the 
ducal halls of the house of Burgundy. 

Thus passed by the morning; and everything proceeded in undis- 
turbed harmony and tranquillity, both within the Cours du Srince and 
without its walls. The populace showed themselves calm and placa- 
ble ; and it had seldom liappcned of late that so many nobles and 
Statesmen, of difierunt opinions and different interests, had met within 
the gates of tlmt palace with so little jarring and contention. Never- 
theless, timers were things observed by many of the keen eyes which 
always Itang about nourts and watch tlic flickering signs of the timet, 
that boded events not quite so pacific and g^tlo as the first aspect of 
affiurs might augur, l^twecn Albert Maurice and tlie Lord of Imber- 
court no words passed; but^ when their glaaoes encountered upon 
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more than one occasion, the lordly brow of the youngs citizen became 
OTercast, and a fire blazed up in his eye, which spoke no very cordial 
feeling towards that nobleman. Imbercourt himself, whose demeanour 
through life had always been diaracterized by calm gravity, not abso* 
lutdy approaching sadness, but still far removed from cheerfulness, 
had, since the deatli of his master, shown hiftiself more gloomy and 
reserved tiian he had ever before appeared; and,t>n the present occa- 
sion, there v ac a deep immovable sternness in his countenance which 
had sonh^tliin? in it more profound than can be expressed by the 
wonl melancholy. lie met the fiery glance of the young citizen, 
however, ciilm and unchanged. His eyelid never fell, liis brow con- 
tracted not a line, his lip remained unmoved. Not a trace of emotion 
of any kind passed over his face, as hfe endured rather tlian returned 
the gaze of the young citizen ; and, after remaining a few minutes in 
the princess’s presence, ^he took his leave, mounted his horse, and rode 
homewards. Lut as be passed by Maillotin du Bac, and addressed 
some common observation to that oflic*cr, there was a sort of trlum 
phant sneer on the liard countenance of the Prevot, and an unnatural 
degree of courtesy in his manner, from which, those who saw it in- 
ferred no very favourable anticipations in his mind regarding the 
Lord of Imbercourt. 

When the whole ceremony was over, and Mary of Burgundy was 
left alone with Alice of Imbercourt, and a few of her other attendants, 
her heart seemed lightened of a load, and a smile bnglitentd her 
countenance for the first lime since her father’s death. 

“Thank God, Alice,” she said, **that it is over. 1 was very anxious 
about the passing by of this morning, fur I feared much that some 
angry clashing might have taken place, concerning the mt's^^engers 
despatched to the cruel King of Prance. But yon are sad, Alice," 
she continued, seeing the fair face of her gay friend overcast with 
unusual clouds, which probably had arisen from the increased gloom 
she had observed upon the countenance of her father ; *' you arc sad, 
f Alice — ^you, wliose gay and happy spirit seems formed by heaven to 
hear up against everything.” 

“ I know not well how it is, your Gi^e,” replied Alice, with a sigh ; 
** nothing particular has happened to make me so ; and yet, I own, 
my heart feels more gloomy than it generally docs on sucli a sunshiny 
day.” 

“ Nay, Alice,” replied the princess, “ you must be sad, indeed, to 
call Mary of Burgundy ‘your Grace,* when from our earliest years we 
have grown up together as sisters more than friends. But be not 
gloomy, dear Alice ; all will, I trust, go well. Tlierp is not that evil, 
in all this sorrowful world, which could shake niy trust in an over- 
ruling Providence, or make me doubt that the end will yet be good.” 

“But sorrows must sometimes happen,” replied Alice; “and in 
that book — ^hich 1 wish I had never looked into — in the cabinet at 
Hannut, I saw that some time soon you were to lose two faithful 
Mends ; I wonder if I shall bo one.” ^ 

“Heaven forbid, dear Alice I” replied the princess. “However, I 
am sorry that you have told me and she fell into a deep and some- 
what painful reverie, from which she only roused herself, to propose 
tha^ they should go to the apartments of the Dowager DuoUe^ 
gar^ who inhabited the other wing of the building. 
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Alice willingly followed ; and Ma^aret—thougl^ in her grief and 
Widowhood, she had taken no part in* the ceremonies of the day— re- 
ceived her fair visiters with gladness, and inquired with some anxiety 
how the morning and its events had passed away. Her mind was ol 
that firm and equable, though gentle tone, which feels every misfor- 
tune intensely, but bears it with unshaken resolution; and it is a 
quality of such minds to communicate a part of their own tranquil 
and enduring power to others witli whom they are brought in contact. 
Thus Mary of Burgundy always felt more calm and more resigned^ 
after conversing long with Margaret of York than before ; and i^ in 
the present instance, her design in visiting her stepmother was to ob- 
tain some such support, she was not disappointed. Both herself and 
Alice of Imbcrcourt returned frCm the apartments of the duchess less 
gloomy tlian when they went; and the vague omens which had given 
rise to their melancholy were dropped and forgotten, especially as 
nothing occurred during the rest of the morning to recall them to the 
mind of either the princess or her fair attendant. The day went by 
in peace and tranquillity. The multitudes dispersed and retired to 
their own homes. The brief sunshine of a wintcr^s day soon lapsed 
into the dark, cold night ; and a thick white fog, rolling densely up 
from the many rivers and canals that intersect the town of Ghent^ 
rendered all the streets doubly obscure. Several of the hours of dark- 
ness also went by in tranquillity : though the glare of many torches, 
lighting various groups of persons, ttvough the dim and vapoury 
atinospiiere, and casting round them a red and misty halo of circum- 
scribed liglit, together with the shouting voices of people who had lost 
tlieir way, and the equally loud replies of those who strove to settheip. 
right, broke occasionally upon the still quiet of Itlie streets of Ghent; 
during the course of the evening. 

All this, too passed away, and the hour approached for resigning the 
body and the mind to that mysterious state of unconscious apathy, 
which seems given to show that we can die, as far as sentient being 
goes, and yet live again, after a brief pause of mental extinction. 
Mary of Burgundy, whose days — ever the days of mortal being did 
BO — should have passed in peac& was about to retire to rest, thanking 
Heaven that one more scene in life’s long tragedy was over. Her fair 
liair was cast over her shoulders, in soft and silky waves, and she was 
thinking — with the natural comment of sorrow upon human life— 
"how. sweet a thing is repose!" Although she Had assumed in pub- 
lic the state of a sovereign princess, in private she had hitherto dis- 
pensed with that burdensome etiquette, which renders the domestic 
hours of princes little less tedious than their public ceremonies. Her 
ladies were all dismissed to rest before she herself retired to her own. 
apartment, and two tiring women inferior rank were ^I'that re- 
mained to aid her in the toilet of the night. Those women, whose 
ivhole intellects were limited in their range to the thoughts of dresa 
and ornament, contented themselves with performing their several 
ofilces about the person of the princess, and leaving her mind to 
flection. Thus, perhaps, the hour which she sj^ent each night in h^ 
own chamber, ere she lay down to rest, was one of the sweetest por- 
tions of time to Mary of Burgundy. It was the hour in which het 
heart, relieved from all the pressure of the day, could commune with 
itself at ease; and, could oneJiaTe looked into her bosom on that or 
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■ay other night, the whole course of her life gires ream to beliere^ 
that it would have displayed as fine and pure a tissue of sweet and 
noble ideas, as ever the thoughts of woman wove. Her toilet for the 
night, however, had proceed^ but a short way, on the present occa- 
sion, when the door of the chamber was tiirown open with unceremo- 
nious haste, and Alice of Imbercourt, pale, agitated, trembling, with 
her own brown hair streaming over her shoulders like that of the 
princess, showing how sudden had been the news that so affected her» 
rushed into the apartment, and, casting herself upon her knees before 
Mary, hid lier eyes upon the lap of the princess, and wept so bitterly 
as to deprive herself of utterance. 

** What is the matter, my dear Alice? What is the matter, my 
sweet girl ?'* demanded Maiy, anxiously. '* Speak, speak, dear Alice I 
what 1^ happened so to affect you ?** 

**Oh, marlain, madam!” sobbed Alice; “my father — my dear 
fetherl” 

“What of him?" 'exclaimed Mary, turning deadly pale. “What 
has happened to him, AUcc? tell me, £ beseech you !” 

“Oh, madam, they have arrested him and the Lord of Ilugonet!** 
replied Alice, “ and have dragged them from their beds, loaded with 
chains, to the town-prison!” 

“Good God'” cried Mary, clasping her hands, “will they deprive 
me of all my friends ? lias not the gold of Louis tempted all feeble 
hearts from my service, and will my own subjects take from me the 
ottly ones who have been found film?” 

“They will kiltthcm; be sure they will kill themT' cxclciimed 
Alice. “There is only one person on the earth can save them ; and, 
^as I I fear these butch*»rs of Glient v ill be too quick in their mur- 
der for him to come.” 

“Who do you mean, dear girl?” asked Mary, “Who is there 
you think can aid them? What do you propose? Let us lose no 
dmo ; but take any way to save tlioir lives. Some one,” she added, 
turning to her tiring women, “ go to my mother, the duchess ; tell 
her I would fain sx^iak with h^. How, Alice, wliat way do you 
propose ?” 

“Oh, let me go!” cried Alice, wildly, “let me go! Let me lose 
uot a moment of time! I will easily find him out, or send on 
messengers — or bring him by some way! Let me go, I beg — en- 
treat!” • 

“ But of whom do you speak ?” again demanded Mary. You for- 
get, dear Alice, I know not what you me^” 

“I mean!” replied Alio<^ while a slight blush passed rapidfy over 
her countenance, and was immediately again succeeded by the eager 
and terrified paleness which had before appeared there : “ 1 mean — 
mean the Vert Gallant of Hannut. ’Tis scarce three days ag(^ that, 
by a letter from Hannut, Hugh de Mortmar bade me seek aid and 
assistance from him, if any thing happened, in the tumults of thia 
city, to cause mo danger or distress. He said that the Vert Gallant 
owed him much. Let me go; madam, 1 beseech you.” 

“But you cannot go alone, dear Alice,” said the princess, goring 
appn h» almost as much bewildered as she was herself; “youoaa- 
go alone, and at tliis hour of the nigbt. At all even^ you miiot 
Iwm a pdorty of the guards.” 
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•(Ml, no, nor cried Alice ; ‘ they will only let me pemn f9 
through the gates at a time ; and there are men here set to watdl m 
river, so that no large boat can pass.” 

At this moment the Dowager Duchess of Burgundy entered the 
chamber of her step-daughter ; and Mary was beginning to explain 
the circumstances, as far as she liad been able to gather them from 
her terrified companion, when she found that Margaret was already 
acquainted with many more particulars concerning the arrest of Bn- 
bercuurt and Hugonet than herself. So daring an act on the part of 
the turbulent men of Ghent, as the arrest of two members of the 
supreme council of Flanders, of course tended and shocked both 
Mary and her step-mother. But their personal apprehensions far 
the future, and consideration of the long series of calamities and hor- 
rors which such a deed portended, were overpowered by the Wyihl 
agony of the daughter of one of those victims of popular sedition* 
The tears poured over her cheeks, her fair hands clasped in convnl- 
sive agony, till the taper fingers seemed as if they would have bro- 
ken; and still she besought the princess, with wild eagerness, to per- 
mit her instant departure in search of him on whose assistance she 
seemed to place her only hope of delivering her father. 

Mary called upon her stepmother to second her arguments, for the ^ 
purpose of persuading Alice to secure some protection and assistance^ 
at least in her attempt to escape from the town, and in the difficult 
seai'ch she proposed to undertake for one, whose character was so 
doubtful, and whose dwellirig was so uncertain. But Margaret, ani- 
mated by a bolder spirit, saw the proposal in a different light, and 
supported strongly the desire of Alice, to seek the assistance she 
hoped for, accompanied alone by tlic page. 

Great things,” she said, ** have been done by less men than thia 
adventurer seems, to be. Many a battle between York and Lancaster 
has been won by tlie aid of foresters and outlaws. If you can once 
secure his assistance, and he cai), any of those strange means which 
he has been often know to employ so successfully, introduce llis hands 
witliin the town, these rebellious men of Ghent may yet he taught a 
lesson which they have much need to learn. Go, then, my poor 
girl, if you have any probable means of discovering the abode of him 
you seek. Take the page with you, furnish yourself with all the 
money and jewels which you can collect. The princess and I will do 
our best to contribute, fur with such men gold is better than elo- 
quence; and, at all events, you will have the satisfaction of doing 
your duty towards your father.” 

“In the meantime, Alice,” added Mary, “he not more anxious than 
necessary for your father's safety. These men will, doubtless, never 
attempt anything against his life without bringing liim to trial All 
the preparations must take long, and I will leave no means unused 
to delay their proceedings, and to mitigate their rancour. I will send 
fiur the president; I will speak with him myself. 1 will entreat, 1 
will beseech, I will rather lay down my own life than that they 
should hurt my ffuthful servants.” 

“Thank yon; thank you, dear lady!” replied Alice, kissing ter 
hand ; “thank you, thank you for your comfort I But 1 must go»” she 
added, with eager anxiety; “ 1 must not lose a moment” 

^ Stoy, sti^ r said the young duchess^ seeing her about to da* 
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part. "Let Bertha call the page whom we emploju^d before, atidwe 
will detepiine on some better plans than yonr own unassisted fancy 
can frame.” 

It would bo unnecessary here to enter into the minute details of all 
that ensued ; and, indeed, so rapidly were the arrangements concluded, 
that many words would only serve to give a false impression of things 
that were resolved and executed in a few brief moments. Suffice it, 
then, that the page was soon brought to the presence of, the prin- 
cess ; and, in eager and hasty consultation, it was determined that 
he should proceed in search of a small skifT, which, being brought 
opposite to the palace wall, on the water side, would ’enable Alice to 
inake her escape with less chance of observation than if she attempted 
to pass the gates either on horseback or on foot, at that hour of the 
night. 

No large boat would he allowed to proceed, and therefore he was 
directed to seek the smallest that he could possibly find ; but, at the 
sasse time, to use all his shrewdness in endeavouring to discover some 
boatman, who was either trustworthy by native honesty, or might be 
rendered secret by a bribe. The boy at once declared* in reply, that 
he well knew a man who used to bring the duke’s venison up from 
the woods, and whose taciturnity was so great, that those who knew 
him averred, he had never said ten words to anybody yet in life, nor 
ever would say^ten words more. 

In search of this very desirable person the page instantly proceeded ; 
but, either from the darkness of the night, or from having found it 
difficult to wake the boatman out of his first sleep, tlie boy was so 
long in returning, that all Alice’s preparations for her journey were 
completed, and many mhiutcs spent in agonizing anxiety, ere he re- 
appeared. When he did come, however, he brought tlie glad tidings 
that all was ready; and, after taking leave of the princess, Alice of 
Imbercourt, with a rapid but silent step, threaded tlic dark and intri- 
cate passages of the palace, passed -the postern unquestioned, and 
finding her way with difficulty through tlie dim and foggy air, to the 
steps wliieh led towards the water, stood at length by the side of the 
boat Stepping forward over sonic unsteady planks, she was speedaly 
seated in the stern, with the boy beside her; the single boatman, 
whom they had tbund waiting, pushed silently away from the banlc, 
and, in a minute after, the skit!' was making its slow way through the 
log, down the dull vurrent of the Scheldt. 


CHAPTER XXVL 

AfiTHouGH other matters of some moment might claim attention 
in tills place, we will not interrupt the course of our narrative, but 
will follow, tbroiigliout her journey, the fair fugitive from tlie city: 
of Ghent, as far, at least, as that journey was permitted to proceed 
unimpeded. 

Tlie boat glided along over the calm dull bosom of the Sclieldt, 
with lian^ly any noise, except the occasional dip of the oar in the 
water, and the slight croaking of the gunnel as the rower plied his 
stroke. Eveg^ono knows that tlie river which, a little distance fur- 
ther down its stream, assumes so mucli Importance as to be the Ok- 
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jeqtr 9f intrigue, negotiation, and even war, tp rival nations, prcf^enta 
no very imposing aspect in the neighbourhood of Ghen^ but so 
gloomy was the moonless slcy, and so dense was the heavy ftg which 
hung over the waters, that from the moment the boat had pushed off 
from the quay both banka became quite invisible. Hie deep, misty 
obscurity of the atmosphere, and the profound darkness of tlie night, 
might have been a cause of terror to Alice of Imbcrcourt under any 
other circumstances; hut now all apprehension of danger from the 
want of light and the diiliculties of the navigation, was swallowed up 
in the fear of being overtaken or impeded in her escape ; and the im- 
penetrable veil, which seemed to cover all things aroun^ her she 
looked upon as a blessing, in the hope that it would also conceal her- 
self. The darkness, however, which gave this feeling of security, did 
not continue so completely uninterrupted as to leave her entirely 
without alarm. Now and then, as the boat sliot past some of the 
warehouses, or the quays where the larger craft were moored, an in- 
distinct dim line of light would break across the mist from lamp or 
lantern, hung up to show the late watcher the objects of his toil or 
of his anxiety ; and the heart of poor Alice would beat quick with 
fear, lest the skiff or those it contained, should attract tlie eye of any of 
the eager and wary citizens. But all these perils were soon past; 
the boatman rowed strongly and well ; the slow current with wliich 
they were proceeding was not powerful enough to affprd much assis- 
tance to his exertions, hut still the boat skimmed swiftly over tho 
^ waters, and ere long the last bridge was passed. Beyond it thera 
extended abng the banks a short suburb, terminated by scattered 
houses belonging to cowfeeders and gardeners, and forming a sort of 
brief connecting link between the wide open country and tlic for- 
tified city ; and further on, again, came the rich fields and mea- 
dows in the immediate vicinity of the town, blending gradually into 
the thick woods that at that time commenced about Heusden and 
Melle. 

Alice’s heart beat more freely, as the fresher air, the slight clearing: 
away of the mist, the occasion^ lowing of the cattle, and tliat indes- 
cribable feeling of expanse which is only known in the country, showed 
her — ^though she could not yet sec the objects on the banks — that she 
< Aad passed beyond the limits of the city of Ghent. The page, too, 
felt the some relief, and, for the first time, ventured a whispered ob- 
servation on the good fortune that had attendecL their movements. 
But Alice was still too fearful of being pursued or discovered to utter 
anything but a low-toned injunction to be silent; and no fiirthec 
sftund marked their course but the stroke of the oars, as tlie sturdy 
boatman impelled them on, unwearied, over the waters of the Scheldt. 

At the distance of about three miles from the city, the air became 
gradually less dense, and at tlie end of half a mile more the fog had 
deared away entirely. It was stUl dark, but the stars afforded suflB^ 
cient light to show the fair fugitive and her companion that they were 
passing tlirough a couutiy where the meadow and the cornfield were 
merging in the forest Scattered patches of copse and underwood, 
mingled with fields which had been reclaimed to the use, of' maa, 
came sweeping down to the banks of the river; and straiglit befi»e 
the travellers lay a dark and shadowy track, broken infij^ense, lieavjp 
masses the rounded forms of wliicb, cutting black ufSt Ugmt 
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lieyoad^ dtsting^dshed it as wt)od, from the soft sweeping &et of 
the n piand s which in other directions marked the horison. 

Therffis scarcelj anything on earth more gloomy and impressive 
than the aspect of a deep wood by night, wjjth jnst sufficient light in 
the sky to contrast strongly with the stem body of impenetrable shaft 
presented by the forest, and yet not enough to show any of the smaller 
pairts into which it appears separated by day. The wood lay strai^t 
before the bow of the boat, seeming to swallow up the widening course 
Scheldt, as flowing on, it reflected here and there the faint lines 
of light which it caught from the sky, and which served to mark its 
track, till it was lost in the sombre shadows of the trees. An indefi- 
nite feeling of dread passed through the bosom of Alice of Imbercourt 
as the boat cut its way on towards the dark and gloomy wilderness 
which the forest seem^ to present at that hour of the night. She 
believed, indeed, that she had no cause for fear; and her own peculiar 
}dans absolutely required that she should bani^ all timidity of the 
kind that she now felt. Some inquiry, however, was necessary, in 
•order to guide her further movements ; and, as her apprehensions of 
pursuit had by this time vanished, she addressed a few words to the 
boatman, to lead him into conversation regarding the part of the 
country at which they had now arrived. 

“ Those seem very dark and extensive woods,” she said ; “ do we 
pass through them?” 

** Yes, noble lady,” replied the man, and struck on with more vigour 
than before, as if he considered the time occupied by the three words 
ke spoke as lost to all profitable employment. 

“Are they safe to travel at night?” demanded the young lady 
again. 

** No, noble lady,” was all the reply she received. 

But do you mean that it is dangerous to pass through them in a 
boat ?” inquired Alice. 

“ I cannot tell, madam,” answered the man ; but still he rowed on, 
and the page, laughing with the thoughtless glee of youth, whispered 
that the#ttenipt was vain to make silent Martin giv^ them any infor- 
mation, as he had never been known to speak ten words to an end in 
bis life. By this time, they were within the limits of the forest, and 
nothing surrounded them on every side but the trees dipping down 
their branches over the water. Alice, however, ventured one more 
question, to which .the answer she received, though as short, was more 
•atisfactory than those the boatman had formerly given. 

” How far does the wood extend?” she demanded. 

” Three quarters of a league, noble lady,” replied the boatman, add 
again plied his oar in silence. 

"Whether Alice*s voice and his reply had called attention, or whether 
file stroke of the oars itself could be heard at the hanks, cannot he 
determined ; but the man had answered but a moment, when a slight 
plash was heard from behind a little projection of the shore, on which 
azL old oak had planted itself, spreading its roots down to the very 
river. iSien came a rushing sound, as of something impelled quickly 
through the water, succeeded by the regular sweep of oars, and, in a 
moment after, a boat rowed by two strong men darted Out into the 
taid-stream, and followed rapidly after that in which Alice sat. * Still 
lient ai the boy called him, pulled stbuily oii wi^oat a 



lot ihe superior power of the two men who pursved tocm brougiit 
them alongside of the boat, and, grappling lier tight, the^^dressed 
the boatman in a tone rough, but not unciTil. (■ 

“ So bo, friend !” they cried ; “ stop a bit. What news firSn Ghent? 

|How goes the good city?” 

” Well ! well ! my masters,” replied the boatman, still striying to 
impel his skiff forward, though the proximity of the other boat ren- 
dered the effort to use his oars unavailing. 

** It is silent Martin,” said one of the men, ‘‘and a fiiir dame^ by the 
Lord! Wlio have you here. Master Martin?” 

“ There, there,” replied the boatman, with what appeared to be an 
immense effort to make an oration; “let me get on. You do not stop 
women, my masters. Surely you would never stop a lady like that!” 
And exliausted with this long speech, he again tried to push away 
from the other boat, but in vain. 

“No, no,” cried one of the men, “we will not slop the lady long; 
but every one who rows upon the Scheldt now-a-days must have a 
pass from the captain. So come along, Master*Martin ; and when you 
and the young lady have given all the news of Ghent, that, doubtless, 
you can give — for certainly young ladies do not come up the Scheldt 
at thU hour of the night for nothing — we will let you go on your way.” 

“ Fine times !” said silent Martin ; but as resistance was in vain, he 
suffered tliem to pilot hi«> boat to the mouth of the little creek from 
wiiich their own had ^hot out; and he himself, with a certain degree 
of awkward gentleness, aided Alice of Imbercourt to land. 

Her feelings were of a very mixed nature; but, assuredly, not such 
as might be imagined from a consideration of the more obvious cir- 
runistances of her situation. She was certainly terrified as well as 
agitated, and she trembled n good deal ; but, at the same time, she 
showed no unwillingness to obey the commands* of those who now had 
her in their power. IJer terror, however, did not escape the eyes of 
the men who liad rowed the other boat, and one of tlicm addressed 
her in a kindly tone, saying, “Fear not, fear not. No lady ever 
suffered harm or dishonour from the green riders of Hannut. ^ So do not 
be alarmed, and you slialJ soon be free to go whithersoever you will.” 

These words, which he spoke as tliey were landing, seemed to re- 
assure the fair traveller more than they would, probably, have done 
most otlier people at such a moment. 

“ Oh, where is he ?” she exclaimed, eagerly. “JLead me to him, I 
beseech you. It is he whom I tm now seeking.” 

“ Ay. indeed !” said the adventurer. “ Mean you the Vert Gallant 
01 Ilannut, lady? He is soon found by those who S9ck him, and 
rather often found by those who seek him not. Ho, Roger I” he con- 
tinued, addressing his companion in the boat, “rouse up Frank Van 
Halle and Simpkin yonder, to keep watch with thee, while 1 lead the 
lady and the hoy to the rendezvous. Come now, m^ pretty mistress,” 
he added, “ take care of your steps, for it, is as dark as the tomb. 
Here, take an old man’s arm. It was more pliant in days of ,yore^ 
but never stronger, and will serve at least to help you up the bank.” 

Alice was glad of assistance, and laid her hwd on his arm ; bat 
though his occupation had been sufficiently evident before, yet she 
almost started back when her fingers rested upon plates of cold ircnii 
forming the brassards or deihnsive armour for the armi, so orach aat 
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our minds the sllares of our corporeal sensations, that our conyictions 
are never vivi3 till we have verified them by our external senses. 
She reci|||||ered herself immediately, however, and clung to him both 
for suppK and direction, for the whole scene around was wrapped in 
profound obscurity; and though her eye was already accustomed to 
the night, yet the additional gloom of the forest was so great, that she 
followed the adventurer in perfect blindness, without being able to 
see, one moment, where she was to set her foot the next. 

After clinilimg a slight acclivity, which compelled them to walk 
slowly, they c^me to more open grouiid, where her guide hurried his 
pace, and Alice was obliged to follow rajudly u])oii his steps, though 
not without often shrinking back for fear of striking against the trees, 
which her imagination pictured as protruding across the path. The 
way, though in fact shost, seemed to her long, from the darkness and 
uncertainty in which she moved; but at length a light began to 
glisten between the branches ; and, after walking on a few minutes 
longer, she perceived a glare so strong as almost to make her believe 
that a part of the wood was on fire. As her conductor led her for- 
ward, she every nowand then caught a glimpse, through the breaks in 
the wood, or figures moving about across the light towards which 
they were approadiing; but a moment after, the whole scene w'as 
again shut out by a tract of withered beech trees, loaded with their 
thick dry leaves, through which the path that Alice and her guide 
w^re pursuing took a sudden turn. The blaze of the fire, however, 
was sufficiently general to light them easily on their way; and in a 
few minutes more they emerged at once into the little sheltered arena 
whence it was diffused. 

The frost, as I have before said, had for some time broken up, and 
the preceding day had been warm and fine. Nevertheless, sufficient 
precautions had been taken by the tenants of the forest to dispel, in 
their own neighbourhood at least, whatever touch remained of winter. 
In the midst of the open space which Alice now entered, they had 
*pil^ up, with very unceremonious appropriation of the duke’s trees, 
a fire of immense logs, sufficient to roast a hecatomb; and many a 
relic of the more ancient and simple methods of dressing meat dis- 
played themselves around, in various immense pieces of venison and 
beef roasting on wooden spits in the open air, while a gigantic black 
caldron, pendent from the immemorial triple chevron, which has sus- 
pended all primevgil pots from the days of Noah, fumed and bubbled 
with most savoury promise. Aroufid, in groups, lay a number of 
itout soldiery, prepared to refresh their vigorous and sinewy limbs 
witli the contents of the pot, or the burden of the spit, as soon as those 
skilled in the mystery of cooking pronounced that they were ready 
for the knife. Several more, whose appetites seemed still fiercer, 
atood round the fire, watching with anticipating expectation the pro- 
gress of the cookery. But it is to be remarked, at the same time^ 
tiiat amongst all this number of persons — amounting fully to fifty or 
sisc^— 4 g^t deal of decent order was kept up, and nothing 
eitbssr rioting or confusion was observed, notwithstanding the more 
doubtful character of the persons concerned. There was no 
idnging, no shouting; and those who were conversing together spoke 
in an under tone, as if afraid of disturbing some person engag^ in 
me important bueinesi in their near neij^bonrhoM 
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The cause 'of this orderly tranquillity, perhaps, might he discovered 
hy running the eye on a little way beyond the fire, whye stood a 
sort of rude but extensive, wooden shed or hut, raised upoflb number 
of upright piles driven into the ground, and thatched on the top with 
boughs, leaves, and rushes, which materials also served to cover three 
sides of the building. The side tliat remained open was turned to- 
wards the fire; and, consequently, it both commanded a view of 
everything that took place In that direction, and exposed to the sight 
of the other parties in the savannah all that was passing in the interior 
of the hut It was owing to tiiis disposition, that, as AUce approached, 
she at once perceived &e Vert Gallant of Hannut, habited, as we 
have before described him, reclining on the ground under the shed, 
with a paper before him, on which was apparently traced a rude map 
of some countiy, the topography of which hef seemed studying intently. 
Sitting beside him, supplied witti a flat board, which served the pur- 
poses of arable, and on which were seen the implements for writing^ 
was the sleek, round monk, of ‘whom wc* have previously given some 
account under the name of Father Barnabas, and who now, with a 
ready pen, appeared busily tracing some despatch at tlie dictation of 
the adventurous leader. 

On the other side of the Vert Gallant stood a page, whose rich 
dress of green and gold seemed but ill to correspond with the scene 
in which he was found, holding a torch high in his hand, to throw 
light upon the papers before his two companions ; and near him again 
was a person in the habit of a courier of some distinction, whose horsey 
all in flakes of foam with bard riding, stood, held by another page^ 
close by the entrance of the shed. 

The approach of Alice and her conductor instantly drew the eyes 
of a great part of the persons assembled in.tbe savannah upon her; 
and, shrinldng from the gaze of the rude men amongst whom she now 
found herself, the lady drew her mantle closer rotmd her, and bent 
her look upon the ground, while, at the desire of him who had led 
her thither, she paused with the page, and suffered their guide to ad- 
vance alone. Without taking any notice of the groups around, he 
walked forward at once to the shed; and only staying till the Vert 
Gallant had concluded the sentence which hung upon his lips, he ad- 
dressed a few words to him, which were inaudible where Alice stood, 
niioir effect upon the leader, however, was great and instantaneous* 
He started at once upon his feet, an^ turned fi;Jly towards the spot 
where the young lady stood ; but the bars of the casque, which he 
seemed never to lay aside, still prevented his own countenance from 
being seen. 

After the glance of a single instant, he advanced towards Alice; 
and, bending respectfully over her hand which he took in his, he 
bade her welcome with kind and graceful courtesy. 

“I know the general meaning of your coming, lady,” he saitV 
•• though not the immediate cause ; and I will speak w ith you as soon 
as I havo despatched the messenger. In the meantime trust to thie 
aid man, my lieutenant, who will lead you to a place where I can 
hear your commands in private.” 

Alice listened attentively, and looked up when he had done, with a 
glance in which anxiety and uppn hon&ion for her father’s late were 
Btrangely gungled, oousidering the moment and the scene, with a 

o 
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rise of the eTebfow, and a turn of tho iair moath, vhieh altogether ap* 
proached jpy near one of the merry smiles that had so thronged her 
ups in halpier days. replied not, howerer, though at first she 
appeared alK>ut to do so; but following her former conductor in 
suenoe, was led once more into the paths of the wood. She was not 
now called upon to walk far; for little more tlian a hundred steps 
brought her in front of a low<roofed building, which, apparently had 
been in former times the abode of one of the forest guai^s, but which 
had now fallen into the occupation of the free companions. 

Everything within bore an air of comfort and neatness hardly to 
have been expected from its present tenants; and in the chamber to 
wliich Alice was conducted, nothing applied to announce that it was 
not stUl the abode of quiet and affluent industry. 

The moment she and the page had entered the old man retired 
and closed the door; and Alice remained gazing upon the embers of 
the wood fire that lay sparkling on the heartli, till tlio sound of rapid 
stops passing the window again, made her heart beat with redoubled 
quickness. In a moment after the door was thrown open, and tho 
tall, graceful figure of the Vert Gallant once more stood before her. 

*' Quit the room, page,’* he said, as he entered, *^but do not leave 
the chamber-door.** 

The boy hesitated; but a sign from Alice made him instantly 
obey ; and the Vert Gallant advancing, took her hand and led her to 
a seat. 

" Yon are tired, lady, and evidently agitated,” ho said ; “ and I 
fear much that some event of a sad and serious nature has gained me 
the honour of your presence in this wild place.** 

Alice looked up with tho same sparkling smile which had before 
played fur a moment on her countenance. “ You cannot deceive me !** 
she said. ** Hugh de Mortmar, do you think that 1 do not know you ?** 

The Vert Gallant paused an instant as if in suspense, then throw 
fats arms round the fair girl who stood beside him, and pressed her 
gently to liim. ” Dear Alice,” he said, ** how did you discover mo?” 

It were vain to say how, Hugh,*' replied Alice ; ‘‘ I may have 
had suspicions long before; but, from the day oi the thunderstorm in 
the forest of Hannut, 1 have not liad a doubt ; though why Hugh de 
Mortmar should need to league with outlaws and ^venturers, and, 
as it would appear, to hide his face even from such strange com* 
panions, is more difflcult to divine.” 

” I am, indeed, willing, though not obliged, to hide my face even 
from the bulk of my gallant followers,” replied the young cavalier, 
undoing the clasps of his casque. *'Ay! and in order to guard 
against surprise or inadvertency, to wear so foul a seeming as this, 
even beneath that heavy helmet;” and removing the iron cap, he 
ahowed her a half mask representing the countenance of a negro, 
which covered his own face to the beard. 

‘‘You start, Alice!” he continued, “and look somewhat aghast! 
Is it at tliat fearful pmnted piece of emptiness?” 

“No!** she answered, “no! But it is to think that you— you, De 
Mortmar— should, for any cause, condescend to hide yourself beneath 
ench a semblance.” 

“Indeed, Alice!” said De Mortmar with a smile. “Then tell me^ 
belofod, and ^t it fairly to your own hoart, what is it that a man will 



MABY OF BUBOmiDTfe 

lot do— vliat that be ahoiild not do— to recover those things that have 
been snatched from his race by the unjust hand of p 9 weT. 8|d to free a 
Ibther from captivity ?** 

** Nothing, indeed 1” replied Alice, to whose bosom one part, at 
least, of the question went directly home. ** Nothing, iodceitl and I 
will believe, with the faith of a martyr, that no other way than this 
existed for you to accomplish such an object ; although till this mo* 
ment I knew not that you had either parent in existence.’* 

'*But your father did,** replied the young cavalier; "and when first 
I called these troops together, Alice— for you most not confound them 
with a band of lawless plunderers— when first I called them together^ 
it seemed the only way by which I could ever hope to liberate my im- 
prisoned father. 1 am Hugh of Gueldres ; and it lias been only the 
hope and the promise of your hand, joined to the prospect held out by 
your noble father, of obtaining my own parent’s liberation ^ peaceful 
mean^, which has so long prevented me from asserting his right in 
arms, though the whole force of Burgundy were prepared to check 
me— I might say, indeed, to crush me,’’ he added; "for though, witb 
the forces of Ilannut, and all the discontented men which the latw 
duke arrayed against him in his own dominions, with the aid ol 
France and, perhaps, of Austria, my right and my good cause might 
have done much, while Charles remained embroiled in foreign wan. 
I could have hoped for little had he once turned his whole forca 
against me. But, as 1 have said, your father persuaded me to delay* 
During the years that I have thus been induced to pause, I have be^ 
obhged to hide, as best I might, the force of free companions 1 had 
raised ; and Ho method of concealment could be more efficacious than 
that which I have adopted. As the green riders of Hannut we passed 
nearly unmolested, while the Duke of Burgundy pursued bis umbitious 
sdiemes against Lorraine, and his mad ones against the Swiss ; and 
though, if you recall the past events, you will find that the greon 
riders have punibhed the guilty and the bloodthirsty — ^havc laid many 
a plundering uoblc under contribution, and have levelled more than 
one stronghold of cruelty and oppression with the ground, yet not one 
act of baseness or barbarity can be traced to themselves.” 

"Tlien, why such necessity for concealing yourself from them?* 
demanded Alice, carried away for a moment from other thoughts by 
the personal interest she felt in her lover’s conduct. 

" What !*’ exclaimed the young cavalier, " woifld you ha\e had me, 
dear Alice, give so important a secret as that of my existence, when 
the Duke of Burgundy and all his court — ^nay, my owui father also, 
thought me dead ; would you have had me give such a secret as that 
to the keeping of more than five hundred men? No! they were leM'^cl 
Bccretly by one who has been devoted and faithful to me through life 
— good Matthew Goumay, who led you hither. The long aocuinu- 
lated wealth of my more than father, the Lord of Hannut, sorved to 
gather them together. His forests and the catacombs under the 
castle gave them shelter; and, though far too strong in numbers to 
fear the weak bands of the Prevot, or the force of any of the neigh- 
bouring nobles, it was absolutely necessary to conceal, with the most 
scrupulous care, from the court of Burgundy, that so large a body of 
independent troops existed, and still more that such a force was coobp 
manded by one who had cause for deadly hatred towards tha dli]K% 
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now dea^ Tims, by the advice, and with the aid of the good Lord ef 
Hannut, I mingl^ with the world aa hb nephew, under whi(^ title he 
had brought me up from my youth. But as it was necessary to keep 
my companions in continual Gmplo 3 rment, and to acquire over 
them tbpt personal authority which nothing but the habit of com- 
manding them could obtain, I was often obliged to assume the charac- 
ter of the Vert Gallant bf Hannut, and lead them to enterprises, 
which, however dangerous^ I took care should never be dishonourable. 
The vciy concealment of my person, which was revealed only to those 
who had previously known me, added a sort of mysterious influence 
to the power which general success gave lie over them ; and 1 believe 
that, at this moment, there is no enterprise, however wild or rash, to 
which they would not follow me with the most perfect confidence.” 

**But my father,” said Alice, reverting to the still more interesting 
topic of her parent’s danger ; ” 1 must speak with you of my father.” 

Well, then, in regard to your father,” replied the young noble; 
and, proceeding eagerly in his exculpation, he explained to Alice that 
Imbcrcourt had always lamented the Duke of Burgundy’s severity to 
his parent, and had striven by every means to call the sovereign to a 
'sense of justice, even before he acquired a personal interest in the 
house of Gucldres. The real name and rank of the supposed Hugh de 
Mortmar, the cavalier proceeded, had been revealed to her father when 
Alice’s liand had first been promised to him as the young heir of llai;- 
nut ; and seeing at once that Hugh’s design of liberating the imprisoned 
Duke of Guoldres, and recovering his duchy by force, was anything 
but hopeless, Imbercomt had only become the more anxious to obviate 
the necessity for such an attempt by inducing Charles the Lold to 
grant os a concession that which he might otherwise be forced to 
yield on compulsion. The purposes of the Duke of Burgundy, how- 
ever, were not easily changed, nor was his mind to be wrought upon in 
a day ; and Imbcrcourt was still occupied with the difficult task he had 
undertaken, when the defeat of Nancy took place. On the other hand, 
he had evev laboured zealously to induce the young heir of Gucldres to 
delay; and many of those trifling circumstances which impede the 
execution of the best laid schemes, had combined, from time to time, 
to second his endeavours with Hugh of Gucldies. Friends and con- 
federates had proved remiss or incapable ; supplies had been retarded; 
(Ganges had taken place in the disposition or circumstantcs of particu- 
liur states ; and three times the young noble had been half persuaded, 
half coropolled, to put off the attempt on which he had determined. 
All this Hugh of Gucldres poured forth eagerly to Alice of Iniber- 
court, too anxious to exculpate himself from all blame in the eyes of 
her he loved, to read in her looks the more serious cares that were 
-busy at her heart. 

“In the disturbed and dangerous state of the country,” added tlie 
young cavalier, “ although my father has been liberated by other 
means, it is my determination to keep ray band together, and, watching 
every turn, to choose that moment which must com^ when a small 
force, acting vigorously for one great purpose, may give the preponde- 
rance to right and crush the wrong for ever,” 

“Now, then, is the moment I Hugh de Mortmar,” cried Alice, 
clasping her hands eagerly ; “ now, then, is the moment ! — if you feel 
any gratitude towards my father— if you feel any love for me — ^if you 
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would uphold the right— if you would crush the wrong— if you would 
save the innocent from ignominious death— lose not a day, but force 
the reM people of Ghent to free my unhappy father!” 

Tlie young cavalier, who had never suspected the actual danger 
of the Lord of Imbercourt, started with surprise ; and Alice, with the 
eager eloquence of apprehension, made him rapidly acquabited with 
the events which had occurred in Ghent during the morning, and which 
had thus brought her to seek him. 

“ Ha !” cried the Vert Gallant, “ does Albert Maurice— does the 
president of the states sanction such proceedings? I had heard that 
when the unhappy eschevins wero murdered by the populace, he 
wrought signal vengeance on the perpetrators of the crime ; and, if 
ever 1 saw one to whom 1 should attribute noble feelings and just fi|pd 
upright sentiments, he is the man.*’ 

“He is ambitious, Hugh,” replied Alice, vehemently; "wildly, 
madly ambitious. I have marked him well throughout — and you may 
trust a woman's eyes for such discoveries — ^ho has dared to raise hie 
thoughts to Mary of Burgundy. He loves her — deeply and truly, I 
believe ; but he loves her not with the love which an inferior may f^ ' 
for a' superior whom they may never hope to gain, but rather witih 
that rash and daring love which will make ambition but a stepping* 
stone to accomplish its bold purpose — ^which will see the land plunged 
deeper and deeper in bloodshed, in the wild hope, that out of the nun» 
of ancient institutions and the wreck of order, prosperity, and peace* 
he may build up for himself a seat as high, or higher, than the ducal 
•chair of Burgundy. It is evident, Hugh, it is evident that he has the 
power as well as the daring to do much ; and one of his first steps wiU 
be upon my father's head; for had that father's will and counsel been 
followed, our fair and gentle princess would now have been the bride of 
the Dauphin of France, and every hour that he lives will be an hour of 
suspense and anxiety to that ambitious burgher.” 

A slight smile of contempt, springing from the prejudices of the day, 
curled the lip of Hugh of Gueldres, os Alice first sjwke of the love of 
the young citizen for the Princess of Burgundy; but it vanished 
speedily as she went on : and he shook bis head witli an air of thought* 
ful sternness as he replied, “ lie is on^ to be feared and to be opposed 
far more than to be contemned. Alice, my beloved,” he added, taking 
both her hands in his, ** 1 must think what may be best done to save 
your father ; and of this be assured, that I will lose not one moment 
in tlie attempt ; but will peril life and fortune, fmd every future hope^ 
to deliver him instantly.” 

"And yet,” said Alice, while a deep blush spread over her whole 
face, "for my sake be not over rash of your own person. Save my 
father, 1 beseech, I entreat! — but, oh! remember that you, too — that 
you—” 

Her fecIingB overpowered her, and she finislied the sentence by 
tears. Hugh of Gueldres drew her gently to him, and consoled her 
M far as the circumstances permitted. But on such occasions there 
is little to be said but commonplaces ; and all he could assure her was, 
that while he made every effort to save her father, her love would 
make him as careful of himself as the nature of the task would allow. 

In tliat day, however, every sport, pastime, and occupation of man’s 
life^ were of so rude and dangerous a nature, that perils lost half thUt 
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liaarfulneBs from teiiliftrity; and, though Alice of Imheicourt cotdd 
not but feel pained and apprehensive for her lover, yet her feelingi 
of terror were much sooner trunquilli/ed than those of a person in £e 
present day could have been under similar circumstances. 

In the meanwhile, the emergency of the case required that Hugh of 
Gucldref'Should instantly fix upon some plan for the deliverance of 
the Lord of Imbercourt, and proceed to put it in execution without 
loss of time; and it was also necessary that Alice, wliose return to 
Ghent would have been both fruitless and dangerous, should seek 
some safe asylum till her father’s fate was decided. It wait accord- 
ingly determined that she should instantly proceed to the castle of 
Hannut; and means for rendering her jonmey both safe and easy 
were arranged at once by her lover. 

While the litter for convening her thither was in preparation, and 
the soldiers destined to escort her were saddling their horbcs, Hugh of 
Gucldres stole a few brief minutes from more painful thoughts, for the 
exgoyment of her society, and the interchange of happy premises and 
hopes — ^nor were those brief moments less sweet to Alice and her 
lover, because they were so few, nor because they were mingled witli 
many an apprehension, nor because many an anxious topic intruded 
on the conversation. It is the light and shade, the close opposition of 
the dark and the sparkling, that gives zest evett to joy. Hugh dc 
Mortmar felt all the sWeetness oi their brief interview to the full for 
the time; but, the moment after ho had placed Alice in the vehicle^ 
given strict directions to the band which accompanied her, and seen the 
cavalcade wind away into the dark paths of the wood, he turned to 
less pleasing thoughts, summoned some of those from his troops in 
whom be felt the greatest confidence, and remained with them for a 
short time in close deliberation, concerning the measures to be taken 
tbr the deliverance of the Lord of Imbercourt 

A plan was soon determined; and an hour before daylight one of 
the band was despatched to Ghent, habited as a peasant, and charged 
to gain every information in regard to the proceedings of the council, 
but to hasten back with all speed, as soon as he had obtained sufficient 
knowledge of what was passing in the cuty. In the meanwhile, all 
was held in readiness to act, immediately upon the receipt of the 
tidings which he was to bnng; and messengers were despatched in 
every direction, to prepare the bodies of free companions, scattered 
thi-ough the different woods in the neighbourhood ot Ghent, for instant 
movement upon the city. 


CHAPTER XXVnL 

WuiiiE such events had been passing without the gates of Ghent, the 
estates of Flanders and Brabant— as the members somewhat gran- 
ffiloquently styled the anoraalous assemblage which had been collected 
fai that city — had prolonged their sittings till night had shaken hands 
with morning. The Lords of Hugonet and Imbercourt had, as we 
have seen, been arrested by their commands; but this was not all, and 
ev e r y individual of any weight, who was clearly connected with what 
was called the French party at the court, had likewise been committed 
to puisqiu It may be necessary, howeverj to state how such % bold 
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and Bveeping meaBure— a measure bo full of difficultieB, and bo likaly 
to encounter Btrenuous opposition— bad been carried into effisct. 

No fbrour was. shown to anyone; and, as soon as the asseinUljf 
met, Albert Maarice, so UTerse, in general, to deeds ctf violence, pro- 
pose in quick succession, and with an eager light in' his eve, which 
proved how deeply his personal feelings were implicated, tne namqs 
of the victims who were to be ezposbd to the fiery ordeal of a 
public trial, under such an excited and furious state ci the popular 
mind. With bold and sweeping positions, supported by extraordinary 
eloquence, he laid it down, in his opening address, as a first grand 
principle, that those who sought to unite Flanders witli France were 
declared enemies to their native country; and he went on to assume, 
that even those who could show that no mercenary motive influenced 
them, were worthy, at least, of banishment, while those who could be 
proved to have been bought by France, merited nothing less than 
death. All this was readily admitted by his hearers: but 'the hiji^ 
rank and station of the first men that he then proceeded to proscribe, 
their fair reputation, and a long train of brilliant services to the stite, 
caused no light feelings of surprise and apprehension to agitate the 
various members of the states, as they heard tltem named. But there 
was a power and an authority in the* tone of the young president, 
which overawed or carried away the greater part of his hearers; and 
the calm sneer, or cold philosophic reasoning of Gonay, who supported 
him, drove or induced many of the rest to yield. 

Still it required but the strenuous opposition of some one individual, 
to rouse and lead a large party in the states against the bold and 
dangerous measures proposed; and, to the surprise of all, that indivi- 
dual was worthy Martin Fruse. As soon as Qanay had concluded, he 
▼ose, and, after some agitated emlmrrassment — occasioned both by 
the importance of the subject on which he was about to speak, and 
his dislike to oppose hia nephew — found words to begin; but, once 
having done so, he poured forth, with rapid utterance, one of those 
torrents of rude eloquence which generosity of heart and rectitude of 
feeling will sometimes elicit from the roughest and most untutored 
mind. 

“ No, no, Alberti No, no, my dear boy!” he exclaimed. "No, no; 
it is very wrong — very wrong indeed I For God^s sake, my friends 
and fellow citizens, pause! let us be wise and firm, but moderate and 
just. We have done great things — indeed, we have. We have 
recovered our freedom; we have regained those ancient laws and 
usages which were our blessing in the ol^en time, and which may 
bless us still, if we use them discreetly. But, fallow citizens, remember, 
oh, remember! there is a point where our own privileges end, and wliere 
those of other classes and otlmr men begin. Let us not take one stride 
beyond the barriers of our own rights ; for surely, if we do, we sh^ 
sooner or later, be driven back with disgrace. The man who, with 
power to right himself, suffers another to rob him of his property, is 
little better than a fool; but he who, because he has once been robbed, 
grasps at the possessions of another, is none the less a robber ItimseUl 
The nobles have their own privileges and their own laws; and right it , 
is that they sliould have them ; for periiaps we are less fitted, froia^ 
our habits and situation, to judge them, tiian they are to judge uIl' 
But, setting that point aside, we dium our own laws and our 
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judges, and we have obtained them: tlie nobles, too, claim theirs, and 
let them have them too. If they have wronged each other, let them 
light tliemselves; and if they have wronged the state, whereby we 
may suffer too, let us carry up our impeachment oAheir conduct to 
the footstool of the princess, and demand that they be judged by th^ 
peers, according to law. B^t on no account let us either arrest them 
without lawful authority; and still less let us presume — a body of men 
Biq)erior to them in numbers, and in some sort, 1 will say, prejudiced 
i^^Dst them, because we hold a lower rank than they do— and still 
less, 1 say, let us presume to judge them, when we cannot, from 
our very station, judge them impartially. A man can very well judge 
others, may be, when he despises them; but^no men can judge others 
whom they envy. I know nothing of these two lords; and nil 1 have 
heard of them makes me believe that they were good and faithful 
servants of their prince, so long as he was living; but if you have good 
reason to think that they have since betrayed tiicir country to France, 
accuse them before the princess and her council, and let them be 
judged by their equals.” . 

”What! and give them time to escape the pursuit of justice?” 
demanded Albert Maurice, sternly; but immediately assuming a 
softer tone, he added, “Had* any other man spoken tha words we 
have just heard, I should have instantly called upon the states of 
Flanders not to entertain for a moment ideas which would go^ 
drcumscribe all their powers, I would have endeavoured to shpfr 
that we have a right, as the representatives of the whole of Flam^^ 
and Brabant, to defend our existence as a nation, and our general 
interests as a free people, by arresting any one whom wc find laboi^^ 
to seu us at the highest price to a foreign power; and, by makin^ne 
most terrible example of such traitors, to deter others from similar 
treason — without adducing any weaker reasons. But to you, my 
uncle— my best and kindest friend — am bound by love and grati- 
tude; and to you also— as the oldest and most revered member of 
the council — the states are bound by reverence and esteem, to yield 
every motive which can satisfy your mind. J, therefore, as one of 
the provincial council of the princess, may now inform you, that one 
half of that council ” 

“l^e Duke of Gueldres has signed the order,” whispered Ganay, 
laying a parchment before the president, who instantly proceeded— 
**that even a majority of the council, have consented to the arrest of 
these two nobles, the Lord of Imbercourt and the Chancellor Hugo- 
net ; and surely, did thero' exist no other right in this assembly to try 
them for their manifold and recent offences, the warrant of three such 
men of theii^own order as the Duke of Oieves, the Duke of Gueldtes,*' 
and the Bishop of Liege, would be ample authority for such a pro 
eeeding.” 

As he spoke, he spread out the paibhment on the table before the 

4 

* 31|i Dukes of Cloves and Gueldres were actuated, In the present Instaaoe, bj 
very Ovldent motives : tlie one wishing to obtain the hand of the princess (which 
Tmfaeroourt and Hugonet strove to give to France) for his nearest relation, and the 
ot^ fbr^himseif. The motive of Bi4iop of Liege is supposed by historians to 
been revenge for acts of justice rendered by Imbercourt under the reign of 
4ai^fhoBold, 
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states ; and, sloTrly ptonouncing the names of the three princes wlio, 
from the base motives of personal ambition or revenge, had been in- 
duced to consent to such a de^adation of their class, he pointed with 
bis finger in sucAssion to their signatures attached to the order for 
arresting the umOTtunate nobles. Martin IVuse was silent ; but the 
voice of every other person present was raised for tlie instant ezecU'* 
tion of a warrant so signed, though many, by leaving the order with- 
out any further authority, would have gladljr shifted the responsi- 
bility of the act upon those princes who hod justified it, in order to 
escape themselves from a task, for which, with all the will in the 
world, tliey wanted the necessary courage. 

Albert Maorice, however, and several others, made of sterner stufiT 
than the generality of the burghers by whom they were surrounded, 
had more extended views and more daring purposes, and wexp deter- 
mined not to trust the execution of the vengeance they proposed to 
wreck on the two counsellors, to such doubtful friends as the Dukes 
of ClcvcB and Gueldrcs, and the Bishop of Liege. The first, indeed 
had shown himself the bitter fuc of Imbercourt from the moment he 
had discovered that the statesman had determined to save the coun- 
try from foreign invasion, if x)ossible, by uniting Mary of Burgundy 
to the heir of the French crown. To the Bishop of Liege, Imber- 
court had long been a personal enemy ; and the Duke of GueldrQS 
hod motives of his own, or rather motives suggested by Ganay, tin 
ilceking to alienate the unhappy minister from the councils of the 
priftcess. Each, liowevcr, of these great lords, Albert Maurice wdl 
kiiew, were willing to compound for the exile of the minister, and to 
his life ; but the young president himself judged rightly, when 
he Kiouglit that Imbercourt, in power or in banishment, would never 
cease his efibrts to execute the design he had formed, till be were 
dead, or Die scheme accomplished ; and Albert Maurice resolved that 
lie should die. He tried hard to convince his own heart that his in- 
tentions were purely patriotic ; but liis own heart remained unsatis- 
fied. Yet, having once yielded to the promptings of the worse spirit, 
the burning doubt in his own bosom, in regard to the purity of hia 
motives, only urged him on the course lie had chosen with more blind 
and furious impetuosity, in order to escape from the torturing self- 
examination to which conscience prompted him continually. He saw 
around him difficulties and dangers on eveiy side, obstacles alike Op- 
posed to his ambition, to his love, and to his aspirations after liberty. 
He believed himself to be in the situation of a mariner on a narrow 
bank, over which the ocean threatened every instant to break, and 
overwhelm both himself and the vessel of the state ; and he resolved 
at once to push oifiTinto the midst of the stormy waves, in despite of 
the fears of his companions, believing that bis own powers could steer 
the ship safely, and that their feebleness must yield ,him the com- 
mand, till he had piloted her into the port for which he had already 
determined to sail. 

The timidity of some, the subtlety of otner^ the wilfulncss, the 
self-conceit of all, he saw could only bent to his purposes by plun^ 
ing them in an ocean of difficulties, from which he alone could extri- 
cate them ; and understanding well the characters of those whom 
he was surrounded, and prepared to make their talents, their influ- 
ence, their wealth, their vices, their very weakness subservient to hli 
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ono e:real pinpose, he resolved to involve them all in ediemei of 
vrhidi ho'alone knew the extent. 

At once» therefore, he rejected the idea that the warrant, signed by 
the three princes he had named, was sufficient ; (|||d though he al- 
lowed their names to stand first, he urged upon th^ who heard him, 
that the states must also jdin in the same act, or forfeit thenceforward 
aU pretence to real power. His arguments and his authority easily 
brought over a large majority of the hearers ; and the warrants were 
sent forth bearing the names of the whole assembly. A number of 
otraer persons, less obnoxious, were then, as I have before said, added 
to the list of those to be secured ; and the meeting of the states did 
not break up till the fearful work of proscription had been dreadfully 
extended. 

Ihe assembly then rose ; and member by member, bowing low to 
the president, who had the day before taken possession of a suite of 
apartments in the Stadthuys, and now made it his dwelling, lel't the 
town-hall, and departed. Ganay alone remained, and he did so on a 
sign to that cfiect from Albert Maurice ; who, when ail the ro«t were 
gone, and the doors closed, leaned his folded arms upon the tabU*. and 
buried his brows upon them, as if utterly exhausted with all the 
fatigues of the day, and the struggle of many a potent passion in the 
arena of his own bosom. The d^l flames of the long-bunlt lamps but 
dimly illumined tlic wide vacint hall and its dark wainscot ; but the 
j^at cresset hung just above the head of Albert Maurice ; and as the 
light fell upon the bright curls of dark hair dropping over his arms, 
and upon the magnificent head and form which those curls ailorncd, 
it seemed shining upon some fallen spiril^ in the first lassitude of its 
despair. Nor did the withered form of Ganay, with his shrewd keen 
eyes fixed upon the young citizen, and his check shrunk and pale wHh 
the long workings of passions, concealed by subtlety, but not the less 
potent on that account, offer a bad image of some darlc tempter, enjoy- 
ing his triumph over the fall of a better being, then writhing belore ' 
bis eyes under the very fruition of its first evil hopes. 

It was Ganay who began the discourse, and the tone of his voice at 
once roused Albert Maurice from his momentary absence of mind. 
•‘They have all plunged in now, indeed T' said the druggist. “1 
thought not they would run before our will so easily.” 

“ They have plunged in, indeed,” replied Albert Maurice, “ and so 
have we! But that matters not. We will lead tin m safely through. 
But now tell me— flow was the Duke of Gucldres won to our wishes? 
He owes his freedom as much to Imbcrcourt as to any one. Is lie 
then so base a slave as he has been pictured ? Is the soil of his 
heart really so lertile in weeds, that good service produces noticing 
thence but ingratitude ?” 

“ Nay, nay, my young friend,” answered the druggist, while a bit- 
ter sneer lurked round his lip, at the very candour he assumed; 
“you are beginning to think sadly ill of mankind. They are not so 
bad a race as you believe. Like all great patriots, you affect to de- 
q^kise the very world you would shed your blood to serve. No, 
me Duke of Gucldres, good honest man, would be as grateful as his 
neighbours, if no more power! ul mo1i> c came in the way oi gratitude. 
Tott fovget, Albert Maurice, that we are tcacliing him to belicv(^that 
bis preteusioas to the heiiess of Burgundy ore fall as good as those 
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of the iQtdah hdr of Olevea ; so tlmt, whoever seeks to tire her hand 
to a stranp^, is an enemy to Adolphus of Gueldres, who counts boUQjr 
on being her husband.’* 

The cheek of Albert Maurice flushed, and then grew pale ; fa 
often in the dull and filthy trade of worldly policy, men must wak 
with tools they are ashamed to touch, and employ means abhorrent to 
their better nature. Thus, though obliged to balance one mean soul 
against another, as suitors foi uor he liimself loved, it stung the young 
aspirant to the very heart to hear their pretensions calmly named 
any other human being ; and giving way to tiie first burst of indigiDa- 
tion. he exclaimed, ** Out on him, vile swine ! But beware, Sir Druggist, 
beware how you raise his mad dreams too high! and still more be- 
ware,” he continued, as a sudden suspicion seemed to cross his mind, 
awalmned, as had been frequently the case before, by the sneering 
tone in which the druggist sometimes spoke; “and still more, be- 
ware how you dare to play into his hands. Mark me, sir,” and grasp- 
ing Ganay by the arm, he bent his dark brow upon him; “mark me ! I 
know you well, and you know me, but not so well ! You think you 
use me os a tool, because, to a certain point, you have succeeded, 
while following my steps, and have obtained, and are obtaining the 
vengeance fiir which you thirst. But learn and know that you have 
succeeded so far only btHiauac the interests of the state and your own 
desires have been bound up together. It is, that those whom yon 
seek to destroy have given you the means of destroying them, by ren- 
dering it necessary that I ^ould strike them ; not, as pcrliaps you 
dream, that you have bent me to your purpose. You see I know 
you, and some of your most secret thoughts. But hear me further 
ere you reply. Learn, too, that the transactions of thirty years ago, 
are not so deeply buried beneath the dust of time as you may think; 
and that though you and Adolphus of Gueldres may meet as strangers 
now-a-day, 1 have dreamt that there was a time when you knew more 
of each other. So now, you sec, I know you, and some of your mosit 
secret deeds ; and once more, I say, beware !” 

It was tliQ second time that Albert Maurice had referred boldly ti> 
events in the past, which Ganay had supposed forgotten; and the 
ashy cheek of the druggist grew, if anything, a shade paler tliau be- 
lore, while, for a moment, he gazed upon the face of Albert Maurice 
With a glan(*e of amazement, most unwonted to his guarded features. 
It passed off, liowever, in an instant, and a flash of somctliing like 
anger succeeded in its room. But that, too, passed away, and he re- 
plied calmly, but son^^what bitterly, “ 1 will beware. But yo^ too, 
Albert Maurice, beware also. There are some things that it is not 
well to discuss ; but if you can trace — as, for aught I know or care^ 
perhaps you can — ^my whole course of being for more than thirty 
years, you well know that I am one whose vengeance is somewhat 
deadly; and that however strong you may feel yourself, it were better 
to incur the hatred of a whole host of monarchy than that of so lium- 
ble a tiling as I am. Curl not your proud lip, Sir President, but listen 
to me, and let us both act wisely. I love you, and have loved you 
from your childhood ; and, in the groat changes that arc taking place 
around us, we have advanced together — I, indeed, a step behind you; 
or, in other words, you have gone on in search of high things ana 
aiighty destinies, while I have had my objects^ no less dear awl 
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precious to my heart;, though perhaps less pompously named in the 
world’s' vocabulary. Let us not, now that we have done so much, and 
stood so long side by side, turn face to face as foes. Doubtless you 
fear not me: but let me tell you, Albert Maurice, Sat I am as fearless 
as yourself— nay, something more so — ^for there are many mere words 
ounningly devised, and iirtfully preached upon, b}*^ monks, and priests, 
and knaves, and tyrants, whi^ you fear, and 1 do not. But let us 
set all these things aside; it is wisest and best for us both to. labour 
on together, without suspicious of each other. If, as you say, you 
know the secrets of the past, you well know that I have no mighty 
cause to love Adolphus of Gueldres. In what I have done to win him 
popularity, and to make liim raise his eyes to the hand of the sweet 
and beautiful Princess of Burgundy, I have but followed your own 
directions, and no more^ and you must feci and know that his power 
over the people, and his hope of that bright lady are, when compared 
with yours, flflit as a feather weighed against a golden crown.” 

The jSrmest heivrt that ever beat within man’s bosom is, after all, 
but a strange weak thing; and — ^though feelings very little short of 
contempt and hatred were felt by the’ young citizen for his insidious 
companion — though he knew tliat he was false and subtle, and be- 
lieved that even truth in his mouth was virtually a lie, from being 
intended to deceive, yet, strange to say, the goodly terms that he 
bestowed uptm Mary of Burgundy, and the flattering picture he drew 
of hk hearer’s probable success, soothed, x)lcased, aud softened Albert 
Maurice, and wiped away, for the moment, many of the individual 
auspicions he had been inclined to entertain before. 

It must not be supposed, however, that those suspicions,' tlms par- 
tially obliterated, did not soon return. They were like the scratches 
on an agate, which a wet sponge will apparently wipe away for ever, 
but which come buck the moment that the stone is dry again, and 
cloud it altogether. He knew Ganay too well, he saw loo deeply 
into the secrets of his subtle heart, to be ever long without doubt of 
his purposes, though artful words and exciting holies, administered 
skilfully to his passions, would efface it for a time. If this weakness, 
and it certainly was a great one, did not influence his conduct, it was, 
perhaps, as much as could be expected from man. 

** I mean not, Ganay,” he said, “cither to taunt you or to pain you ; 
but as our objects are different, as you admit yourself, I do you no 
wrong, even on yoi^r own principles, in supposing that as soon as those 
objects are no longer to be gained by aiding and supporting me, you will 
turn to some one whose plans may better coincide with your own. , 
My purpose, then, in showing you how thoroughly I know you is, that 
you. may have the means of seeing that it would be dangerous to 
abandon my interest for that of any other person ; and that you may 
balance in your own mind the advantages and difficulties on either 
aide. But, as you say, to drop this subject, and never to resume it 
Again, unless the day should come when separate interests and dif- 
ferent feelings may oppose us hostUely to each other, tell m^ candidly 
and fairly, do you tliink that, if we encourngt^ the popularity of him 
of GuAldres, in opposition to this proud Duke of Clevcs, we may safely 
.count upon his ultimate failure ; for did I believe that there were a 
possibility of his success, I would slay him myself ere such a profdn^ 
tUm should ta&e place:” and as he spoke he fixed his eyes upon Ite 
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ibxse of the druggist, iu order to make the expression of the otliei^R 
countenance a running commentary upon the words he was about to 
reply. 

**I think,'' replied the drugpdst, firmly, and emphatically, ‘‘that 
Adolphus of Gueldres— stigmatized by the pure immaculate world we 
live in, as the blood-stained, the faithless, the perjured, the violator 
of all duties and of all rights — ^has as much chance of obtaining 
heaven, as of winning Mary of Burgundy. I tell you, Albert Mau- 
rice, that she would sooner die — ay, die a thousand times, were it 
possible, than wed the man she has been taught to hate from her in- 
fimey.” 

•• I believe she would,” murmured the young/ cijizen, calling to 
mind the demeanour of the princess, when giving the order for the 
liberation of the Duke of Gueldres ; “I believe she would, indeed.” 

“Besides,” continued the druggist, “besides, she loves another. Ay, 
Albert Maurice, start not, she loves another ! What, man,” he con- 
tinued, seeing his companion change colour, “ are you so blind ? I 
nad fancied that all your hopes, and one half your daring, had birth 
in that proud consciousness.” 

Kever dreaming that his companion would announce so boldly what 
was still but one of the most indistinct visions of hope, even within 
his own bosom — a vision, indeed, which was the prime motive of all 
thoughts and actions, but which he had never dared to scrutinize 
carefhlly — ^Albert IMauricc, with all the irritable jealousy of love, had 
instantly concluded that Ganay, in the first part of what he said, had 
alluded to some other object of the princesses aifection, and his'cheek 
for a moment turned pale. Otheiwise he might have paused to con- 
sider whether the somewhat over-enthusiastic tone was not assumed 
to blind and mislead him ; but the latter part of the other’s speech set 
the blood rushing back into his face with renewed force ; and his own 
passions proved traitors, and lulled to sleep the sentinels of the mind. 

“ Mark my words,” continued Ganay ; “ mark my words, and see 
whether, by the grey dawn of to-morrow, you are not sent for to the 
palace. But remember, Albert Maurice, that though patriotism may- 
lead a man to the summit of ambition ; and though love, as well as 
glory and authority, may become the fitting reward for services ren- 
dered to his country, yet, in the path thither, he mnst never sacrifice 
his duty for any of those temptations, or he will ^ surely lose all and 
gain nothing.” • 

A slight smile passed over the features of Albert Maurice— whose 
passions, in this instance, did, not interfere to blind his native acute- 
ness — when he saw what use his artful companion could make of the 
words duty and patriotism, while it served his purpose, though, at 
other tiiiics, he might virtually deny the existence of such entires. 

” How mean you ?” lie said. “ Your position, good friend, is general j 
but you have some more particular object in it,” 

“ I mean,” replied Ganay, “ that should Maiy of Burgundy use all * 
those sweet words, .which love itself teaches women to employ 
moving the heart of man, in order to shake your duty to your coun- 
try, and make you work out the safety of two convicted traitors, you, 
Albert Maurice, must have firmness enough to say, “no,” even to hek 
you love, remembering, that if you let them escape, even into banish* 
ment— you may look upon the marriage of Mazy of Burgundy with 
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the Dauphin of France as an event not less sure than that you yxmsf" 
self exist. Loo^ too, a little farther, and think of the consequences. 
Even supposing' you could brook your personal disappointment, and 
calmly see her you love in the arms of the weak .boy a£ France, what 
would befall your country? Already one half of the nobles of Bur- 
gundy and Flanders have gone over to the French ! Already half our 
towns are in possession of Louis, that most Christian knave ; and at 
the very first breathing of the news, that a treaty of marriage was 
signed between the heirs of France and Burgundy, the whole land 
would rush forward to pass beneath the yoke, while the blood of those 
who sought to save their country, would be poured out in the streets 
of Ghent, to exp^ite the crime of patriotism.** 

“ Fear not,*' replied Albert Maurice ; “ proved as it is, beyond all 
doubt, that these two men have dared to negotiate the sale of their 
native land to him who has been its great enemy, there is no power on 
earth that could induce me to interpose and save them from the out- 
stretched arm of justice. They sliall be fairly heard, and fairly tried ; 
and if it be shown, which it cannot be, that they are guiltless, why 
let them go, in God’s name, as free as the blast of the ocean : but, if 
they be condemned, they die, Ganay.** ^ 

** So be it,** said the druggist ; "in this instance, at least, justice to 
your country is your only chance of personal success; and now, good 
z)ight, and every fair dream attend you.’* 

Thus ended their long conference ; and Ganay, descending from the 
hall, woke his two sleepy attendants, who were nodding over an ex- 
piring fire in the vestibule below. Each instantly snatched up his 
sword and target, to conduct his master home, for the streets of 
Ghent were not quite so safe, since the death of Charles the Bold, as 
they had been under his stricter reign. A boy with a lantern pre- 
ceded the druggist on his way homeward ; and as he walked on across 
the Lys towards the church of St. Michael, the subtle plotter bent his 
eyes upon the ground, and seemed counting the stones, as the che- 
quering light of the lantern jiassed over them. But his thoughts 
were not so void of matter; and he muttered words which showed 
how deeply some parts of his late conversation — those which had 
seemed to affect him but little at the time — had in reality sunk into 
his heart. " He is quieted for the present,” he said, “ and he rruist 
do out Ills work, hut he must die — I fear me he must die; and yet my 
heart fails me to think it. Wliy aad hdw did iio Iharn so much ? 
and why was he mad enough to breathe it when he had Icarqed it ? 
But I must think more ere I determine. Those papers ! lie added — 
those papers — ^if I could hut get at those papers! Whatever hearsay 
knowledge he may have gained, he could make out nothing without 
those papers.” 

. While thus — ^muttering to himself broken sentences of the dark 
purposes which dwelt within his own bosom — the drusgist pCirsued 
\vay homeward, Albert Maurice retired to his bed-chamber in the 
town-house, and summoned his attendants to aid in undressing him. 
No man really more despised the pomp and circumstance of state; 
bat since he had taken upon himself the government of FlundiTs, for 
tile power lie had assumed was little less, he had in some degree 
afl^ted a style of regal splendour, and attendants of all kinds waited 
bu commands. The necessity of captivating the vulgar mind bf 
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tow, and of impiessingr on the multitude respect fbr the office that 
he held, was the eaouse of the youzig citizen to himself and others; 
but there wa* sotnething more in it all than that— a sort of flattering 
stimulus to hope and expectation was to be drawn flrom the magnifl* 
cenco with which he surrounded himself; and he seemed to feel, that 
the thought of winning Mary of Burgundy was sometliing more than 
a dream, when he found himself in some sort acting the monarch in 
her dominions. He felt, too — and there might be a charm in that 
alUo — that he acted the monarch well ; and that the robes he had 
assumed became him, while the native dignity of his whole demea- 
nour, and the unaffected ease with which he moved amidst the splen- 
dour he displayed, dazzled the eyes of those who surrounded him, so 
that Jie met nothing but deference and respect from all. 

He slept that night as calmly in the coudi of state as if be had 
been born amongst the halls of lungs; and he was still in the arms of 
slumber, when a page woke him, announcing as Ganay had predicted, 
that the princess required his presence at the palaQQ with all s^ed. 
Ho instantly rose, and dressing himself in bu<^ goise as might be- 
come him well without incurring a charge of ostentatious presump- 
tion, he x^rocccdod to obey the summons he had received ; and was 
led at once to the presence of Mary of Burgundy. 

The princess, as usual, was not absolutely alone; for one of her 
female attendants — the same who had accompanied her during the 
thunderstorm in the forest of llannut — now remained at the flirther 
extremity of the room, but at such a distance os to place her out of 
earshot. It was, indeed, as well that it should be so ; for Mary was 
prepared to plead to her own subject for the life of her faithflil ser- 
vants — a humiliation to which the fewer were the witnesses ad- 
mitted, the better. 'Hie feeling of the degradation to which she 
submitted, was not without a painful effect upomMary’s heart, how- 
ever gentle and yielding that heart might be; and the straggle 
between anxiety to save the ancient friends of her father and hersdf, 
and the fear of desevnding from her state too far, wrote itself in 
varying characters upon her countenance, whicli sleeks of painful 
thoughts and fears liad accustomed too well to the expression of 
agitated apprehension. 

It was still, however, as beautiful a picture of a bright and gentle 
soul as ever mortal eye rested on; and as Albert Maurice gazed 
upon it, half slirdUded as it was by the long black mourning veil which 
the princess wore in nxemory of her father s dcatli, he could not 
but fcdl that there was a power in loveliness like that, to shake 
the sternest resolves of liis lu'ort, and turn him all to weakness. The 
agitation of his own feelings, too ; the hopes that w<Mild mount, the 
wishes that could not he repressed, rendered him anxiously alive to 
every varying expression of ^Mary's face ; and without the vanity of 
believing that all ho saw spoke encouragement to himself, he could 
not but dream that the colour came and went more rapidly in her 
cheek, that her eye more often nought the g^und while speaking to 
him, than in the most earnest cons^tation with her other counsellors. 
Perliaps, indeed, it was so ; but from far other causes than his hopes 
would have led him to believe. Seldom called to converse with him 
but in moments of great emergency, Mary was generally more moved 
at such times than on othw oocasums, fmd when agitated, the elo- 
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quent blood would ever come and go in her cheek, with every Yarying 
emotion of heart. 

In him, too, she met one of c. class with which she was unaccustomed 
to hold any near commune; and, at the same time, there was a power, 
and a freshness, and a graceful enthusiasm in all the young burgher’s 
demeanour, which never can be without eflect upon so fine a mind as 
tW of the princess. Perhaps, too, though had she ever dreamed 
that such a thing as love for her could enter into his imagination, 
ehe would have been as cold as ice itself— perhaps, too, she might 
feel that there was something of admiration in the young burgher’s 
eyes, which she would not encourage, but at which she could not feel 
offended, and which she might have done something to check, had she 
not felt afraid of wounding and alienating one whom it was her best 
interest to attach. Nevertheless, it might be the very desirc of doing 
80 , and the fear of giving pain, that agitated her stiU more, and ren- 
dered her manner more changeful and remarkable. 

Such were the^ mutual feelings, varying through a thousand fine 
shades, which would require a far more skilful hand than that which 
now writes to portray, when they met on that eventful morning: the. 
sovereign to solicit and the subject to deny. 

A few words explained to Albert Maurice the cause of the call he 
had received to Mary’s presence; and the occasion having once been 
explained, she went on, with gentle but zealous eloquence, with a 
flushed cheek and a glistening eye, to beseech him, by every motive 
that she thought likely to move his heart, to save the lives of her 
faithful servants. 

•‘Indeed, dear lady,” he replied, “you attribute to me more power 
than I possess; for much I fear, that, even were I most anxious to 
screen two men, accused of selling their native land to a foreign 
prince, from a judicial trial and judgment, I should be totally unable 
to bring such a thing to pass. Willingly, most willingly, would 1 lay 
down my own life for your service, madam, and be proud to die in 
such a cause ; but to pervert the course of justice would be a far 
more bitter task to Albert Maurice than to die himself.” 

“But remember, sir! oh, remember 1“ replied Mary, “that we are 
told to show mercy, as we hope for mercy; and still further remem- 
ber, that, in their dealings with France, tlic Lords of Imhcrcourt and 
Hugonct were authorized by my own hand; and if there were a crime 
therein committed, J am the criminal alone. The act was mine, not 
theirs, as under my commands they went.” 

“ Your Grace is too generous,” replied the young burgher, “to take 
upon yourself so great a responsibility, wlicn, in truth, it is none of 
yours. How reluctant you wore to treat with France, no one knows 
better than I do; and what unjust means must have been used to in- 
duce you, I can full well divine.” 

*“Nay, nay, indeed I” she said; “it was my voluntary act,, done upon 
due consideration; and no one is to blame, save myself.” 

“If, lady,” rejoined Albert Maurice, speaking in a low but solemn 
tone, “ if you, indeed, do wish for this French alliance, if you desire 
to unite yourself with your father’s pertinacious enemies, if, as your 
own voluntary act, you would give your hiind to the puny boy, whose 
numbered days will never see him sovereign of France, and who can 
alone serve to fumish a new claim to Louis XL for annexing your 
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territories to his own — if, I say, such he your oto sincere desire, I 
will, most assuredly, announce it to the states general.” 

**if I say that it is so, will it save the lives of faithful ser- 

vants?” demanded Mary, anxiously, while her heart beat painfully 
with the struggle between the desire of rescuing her counsellors, and 
her shrinking abhorrence of the marriage proposed to her. Will 
it— tell me — will it save them?” 

“I cannot promise that it will,” replied Albert Maurice. “The 
states must decide, whether those who counselled such an act are not 
stiU most guilty, though your Grace was prevailed upon to sanction 
it. Nor, lady, must you think that sudi a sacridee on your part 
would achieve even the pacification of rrance and Burgundy. Be 
assured, that there is not an unbought man in all Blanders who would 
not shed the last drop of his blood ere he w^oiild consent to the union 
of the two countries. « Nor do I believe that Louis of France himself 
would accede. He claims the whole of your lands, madam, upon 
othsHlIititles. Burgundy he calls his own by right of male descent; 
the districts of the Somme ho declares to have been unjustly wrung 
from the crown of France; and the counties of Flanders an(T Artois, 
he says, are his of right, though he has not yet deigned to yield a 
specification of his claim. Doubtless he has striven to buy your ser- 
vants and your counsellors; and many of them has he purchased, not 
to promote your union with his son, but to betray your lands and 
cities into his power.” 

”But these faithful friends,” said Mary, "these noble gentlemen 
whom you now hold in captivity, are all unsoiled by such a reproach.” 

“Your pardon, madam,” replied Albert Maurice, gravely; “such 
is one of tlie chief crimes with which they are charged. Good evi- 
dence, too, it is said, can be produced against them; and though I 
have not mj^'self examined the proofs, yet I fear they will be found 
but too strong.” 

Mary stood aghast, not that she believed the accusation for a mo- 
ment, but that any one should find means of advancing even such a 
pretext against those whose honour scefned in her eyes too bright for 
such a stain to rest upon them for a moment. “Oli, save them!” she 
exclaimed, at length, with passionate eagerness. “Save them, sir, 
if you love honour, if you love justice I Look there,” she continued 
advancing to the high window of the apartment, and pointing with 
her hand to the scene spread out below; “Look tiiere!” 

Albert Maurice gazed out, in some surprise. It was, indeed, as 
fair a sight as ever he had looked upon. The situation of ihe case- 
ment at which he stood, in a high tower, long since dcraolislied, com- 
manded an extensive view over the wliole couptry round. The sun 
had not risen above an hour. The world was in all tlie freshness of 
early spring. The mists and dews of night, flying from before the 
first bright rays of day, had gathered together in thin white clouds, 
and were skimming rapidly towards the horizon, leaving the sky 
every moment more blue and dear. Ghent lay yet half asleejwbe- 
neatli the palace, with its rivers and its canals constantly gleaming 
in, here and there, amongst the grey, sobcr-coloured houses, while 
inniimerable monasteries, with tlicir green gardens, and churches, 
M'ith their tall spires, broke the monotony both oi* colour and of form, 
and pleasantly diversified the scene. As the eye wandered on over the 
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walls, jmst the suburbs, through a maze of green fields and :^oun{; 
plantations, a fair, und,\ilating country met its ricw, interspersed 
with deep, brown woods, from which every now and then, rose a vil- 
lage spire, or a feudal tower, while the windings of the ^heldt and 
the Lys, with every now and then an accidental turn of the Lieve, 
were seen glistening like streams of silver through the distant pros- 
pect. Over all the ascending sun wa& pouring a Hood of the soft light 
of spring, while the clouds, as they flitted across the sky, occasionally 
cut OS' his beams from different parts of the view, but gave a more 
sparkling splendour, by contrast, to the rest. 

“Look there!” said Mary of Burgundy, “look there f Is not that 
a fair scene ?” she added, after a moment’s 'pause. “ Is not that b 
beautiful land? Is it not a proud and pleasant thing to be lord of 
cities like this, and countries like that before you? Yet let me tell 
you, sir, I would sacrifice them all. I would resign power and station, 
the broad lands my father left me, the princely name I own; ay, and 
never drop a tear to know them lost for ever, so that I could save the 
lives of tliose two noble gentlemen now in such peril by false sus- 
picions.’ Oil, sir, I beseech, I entreat ; and, did it beseem either of 
us, I would cast myself at your feet, to implore that you would save 
them. You can — I know you can ; for well am I aware of all the 
power which, not unjustly, your high qualities have obtained amongst 
your fellow qibizcns. Oh, use it, sir, lor the noblest, for the best of 
purposes ! use it to save them at my entreaty, and for my sake.” 

As she spoke, agitation, eagerness, and grief overcame every other 
consideration, and the tears streamed rapidly over her fair cheeks, 
while, with clasped hands, and raised-up eyes, she sought to move 
her hearer. Nor was lie unmoved. On the contrary, he was shaken 
to the very heart. That stern determination which he thought vir- 
tue, the ambition which rose up lioside patriotism, and was begin- 
ning to overtop the nobler shoot — all were yielding to the more power- 
ful force of love ; or, if they struggled, struggled but feebly against 
that which they could not withstand. Ilis temples throbbed, his 
check turned pale, his lip quivered, and words were rising to utter- 
ance which might, perhaps, have changed the fate of nations, when 
quick steps and loud voices in the antc-chamber attracted the atten- 
tion both of himself and the princess. 

" Stand back, sir !” exclaimed the coarse tones of tlie Duke of . 
Gueldres. By thft Lord I if the princess is in council with any one, 
as yi>u say, tlic more reason that I should be present at it. Am not I 
one of her counsellors, both by birth and blood ?” 

By this time he had thrown open the door ; and, striding boldly into 
the chamber, he advanced with a “ Good morrow, fair cousin : if yott 
he in want of counsellors, here am I ready to give you my advice.” 

• Mary’s (;hcek turned iiale as he approached ; but she replied, monra- 
ftilly, ** lily best and most tried counsellors have been taken from me, 
sir, and I know not in whom I may now trust.” 

“ Trust inmc, fair cousin, trust in me,” replied the duke ; but Albert 
Maurice interrupted him. 

“ I believe, sir,” he said, “ that it is customary for the princess, 
when she wants the counsel of any individual, to send for him, and for 
none to intrude themselves upon her M'ithout such a summons. l| hav- 
ing been so honoured this morning, and, having reeeiiied her ooid- 
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mands, sliall no’wr leave her, doubting not that she will be well pleased 
that we both retire.** 

“ School not me, Sir Citizen,** replied the Duke of Gueldrcs, fiercely; 
^fbr, though you fly so high a flight, by the Lord ! I may find it ne- 
cessary. some day to trim your wings.** 

Albert Miiuricc replied only by a glance of withering contempt, 
which might have stung the other into some new violence, had not 
Mary interposed. ‘‘ I did not think to see such wrangling in my pre- 
sence, gentlemen,** she said, assuming at once that air of princely 
dignity which became her station; “I would be alone. You may 
retire !” and for a single instant the commanding tone and the flashing 
reminded those who saw her of her father, Charles the Bold, 

The rude Duke of Gueldrcs himself was abashed and overawed ; 
and, having no pret(3nce prepared for remaining longer, he bowed, and 
strode gloomily towjfl'ds the door, satisfied with having interri^pted 
the conversation of the princess and Albert Maurice, of which lie had 
from some source received intimation. The young citizen followed, 
not sorry to be relieved from entreaties wliich bad nearly overcome 
what he believed to be a virtuous resolution, although — with that 
mixture of feelings from which scarcely any moment in human life is 
exempt — lie was pained^ and angry, at the same time, to be forced to 
quit the society of one 'so beloved, however dangerous that society 
might be to his well considered purposes. He bowed low as he de- 
parted ; and Mary, dropping the tone of authority she liad assumed, 
with clasped hands and an imploring look, murmured, in a low tonc^ 
^ Remember ! oh, remember !” 

The Duke of Gueldrcs proceeded down the stairs before him, with a 
heavy step and a gloomy brow. Nevertheless, that prince, whose cun- 
ning and whose violence were always at war with each other, only 
required a short time for thought to perceive that he could not yet, 
amidst the bold designs whicli had been instilled into his mind, dis- 
pense with the assistance and support of the young citizen; and he 
determined, as specdil}'’ as pos.sihle, to do away any unfavourable ini- 
]ircssion which his rude insolence might have left upon the mind of 
tlie other. 

“ Master Albert Maurice,’* he said, as soon as they had reached the 
vestibule below, “ i’faith I have to beg your pardon for somewhat 
sharp speech hut now. Good sootli, I aha a hastjj and a violent man, 
and you should not cross me.** 

“ My lord duke,” replied Albert Maurice, gravely, but not angrily, 
"your apology is more due to yourself than to me. It was the Duke 
of Gueldrcs you lowered: Albert Maurice you could not degrade; 
and as to crossing you my lord, that man’s violence must be a much 
more terrible thing than I have ever met with yet, that could scare 
me from crossing him when I felt it my duty to do so.” 

The Duke of Gueldres bit his lip, but made no reply ; for there waa 
a commanding spirit about the young burgher which, supported by 
the great power he possessed in the state, the other felt* be could not 
cope with, at least till he had advanced many steps flirther in popular 
favour. He turned away, angrily, however, seeing that conciHatioa 
was also vain ; and, flinging himself on his horse, rode off with the 
few attendants whom he had collected in haste^to accompany him te 
Ibe palace* * 
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Albert Maurice returned more slowly to the town-house, clearlly pc^ 
ceiving that tlic coming of the Duke of Gueldres, in the midst of his 
conference with the princess, had not been accidental, and endeavour- 
ing, as he rode on, to fix with certainty upon the person who had given 
that prince the information on which he had acted. 


CnAPTER XXDL 


A i>AT intervened : hut at noon on that wliich followed, an immense, 
dense crowd was assembled in the open space before the town-house 
of Ghent. Nevertheless, though the multitude was perliaps greater 
than ever the Square of St. PharaHde had contained before, there was 
a stillness about it all, which spoke that men were anticipating some 
great event. Each one who spoke addressed liis neighbour in that low 
tone which argues awet but by fiir the greater part of the people re- 
mained perfectly silent, with their eyes turned towards the town- 
house, immediately in front of which stood a scalTold hung with black 
cloth, supporting two low blocks of wood, and surrounded by a large 
party of the burgher guard. A still larger body of the same troops 
kept the space between the scaffold and the public building before 
which itw'us placed ; and, in all, the armed force present seemed more 
than suifHcient to keep order and overawe the evil-disposed. In ihet, 
tlie regular municipal power had been increased to an extraordinary 
degree during the last fortnight, both by an extended levy amongst 
the citizens themselves, and by the raising of a number of extraordi- 
nary companies from amongst the peasantry of the neighbouring 
districts, joined to all such disbanded soldiers as were willing to enrol 
themselves under the banners of the commune. The trained force thus 
at the disposal of the town-council of Ghent amounted to at least seven 
thousand men, and, on the morning of which w'o speak, a great part of 
this body were drawn up between the town-house and the scaffold, 
and in the main court of tlic building. 

At the same time it is to be remarked, that almost all the burghers, 
and a number of the peasantry of the country round about, had pro- 
vided themselves witli warlike weapons, since the first disturbances 
which followed the dcatli of the duke ; so that the multitude which 
thronged the space before the town-house appeared universally in 
anns. The principal weapons with which they liad furnislied them- 
eelvcs were long pikes ; and any one gazing over the market-place 
might have fancied it crowded by an immense body of dismounted 
lancers; but, at the same time, a number of the more wealthy were 
provided witli swords also ; and one or two appeared more in the 
guise of regular men-at-arms than simple citizens. 

It was remarked that amidst the assembly were a number of per- 
sons -with somewhat hard features and weather-beaten countenances, 
habited in the ordinary dress of peasants, but in general better armed 
than the rest of the people. These men seemed to have hut few ac- 
^aintances in the town, but wherever any two of tliom met, they 
«earcd instantly to recognise each other; and, by a quiet, unob- 
. five, but steady movement forward, they gradually made their way 
through tj^e crowd, to the immediate vicinity of tlie scat- 
r 1. Another circumstance, also, was noticed by those persons in ths 
who' employed all their vacant' moments in looking about 
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thorn, which was, that close to the head of, one of the hands of the 
hmigher guard, and conversing from time to time with the officer who 
commanded it, appeared a young man of a powerful and active form» 
dressed as a common man-at-arms, with the beaver of bis helmet at 
what was called the half-spring; in short, so far open as to give hun 
plenty of air, yet not sufficiently thrown np to expose his face. 

In those days, it must he remembered, that the appearance of men 
in armour had nothing extraordinary in it, either in the country or the 
town, and consequently such a sight was not at all uncommon in tlie 
streets of Ghent at any time ; hut it had become far more so since 
the burghers had assumed the authority they now claimed, as not a 
few of the rich young merchants, every now and then, chose to ape 
the nobles, whom they were desirous of overthrowing ; and would ap- 
pear in the streets, clothed, like the ghost of Hamlet’s father, in com- 
plete steel. 

Whether the captain of the band to whom the stranger addressed 
himself, was or was not previously acquainted with the man-at-arms, 
he seemed well pleased with his company, which certainly somewhat 
tended to relieve the irksome anticipation of a disagreeable duty. 
Their conversation, however, soon appeared to turn upon more im- 
portant matters ; and they spoke quick and eagerly, though in so low 
a tone, that only a few words of what they said reached the by- 
standers. 

** I wish them no ill, poor wretches, God knows,” the captain of 
tlie band was heard to say, in reply to something the other had 
whispered the moment before. Two or three indistinct sentences 
succeeded ; and then, he again answered, If any one would begin, I 
would follow; we have as good a right to a say in the matter as any 
one else.” 

Again the man-at-arms spoke with him rapidly, and the other re- 
joined in a low and hurried tone — “ Stay ! I will see what the men say! 
Stand back, sir I” he added, pushing back, angrily, one of the crowd, 
who intruded upon the open space, and came within earshot. He 
then walked leisurely along the file of men that he commanded, 
speaking a few words, now to one, now to another; and then, turning 
back with an air of assumed indifierence, he said to the person with 
whom he had before been speaking, “It will do I They do not want 
any more blood spilt. They are all murmuring to a man. Go and 
talk with the captain on the other side.” • 

While this was passing in the immediate vicinity of the scaffold, 
several of the persons I'have described as looking like weather-beaten 
peasants, had, in making their way through the crowd, paused to 
speak with a number of the citizens ; at first asking some questions 
in regard to the multitude, and the dark preparations before the 
town-house, as if ignorant of what had lately taken place in the 
city. They then generally proceeded to comment on the reply made 
to them ; and then something was always said about the shame and 
horror of staining their markcL-place with public executions fbr 
state crimes which the events of a few weeks might render no crimes 
at all. 

Thus, one of them demanded of a fat burgher, by whom he passed, 
“Why, what is the matter, neighbour? This looks as if they were 
going to cut off some one’s head.” 
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“ And to they aare, to be sure,” replied the citizen. ‘‘They ere 
soing to do execution upon the Lord of Xmbercourt, and Ilugonet tne 
Chancellor^ who were condemned this nioming &r treating wi^ 
France and receiring bribes.” 

“Ay, d^d they receive bribes?” rejoined the peasant: “that is 
strange enough; for I always thought that they were as free and 
liberal of their g(dd, to tliose who needed it, as any men living, and 
coveted nothing belonging to another; and those ai*c not the sort of 
men, I have beard say, who usually receive bribes.” 

**Ay, that is true enough, indeed!” answered the citizen, with a 
sigh. 

“But did they really receive bribes?” persevered the peasant. 
“ Was it dearly proved ?” 

“ No, no, I believe not,” replied the citizen. “ Proof they could 
not get — ^proof they could not get; but there was strong suspicion.” 

“Tis liard a man should die for mere suspicion, though; for who 
would be safe if that were law?” said the other. “If I had been 
one of them, I would have appealed to tlie King of Prance and court 
of peers.” 

“Why, so they both did,” replied the citizen; “but they are to die 
for all that.” 

* “Then I would not he a citizen of Ghent for ten thousand crowns,” 
answered the peasant; “for, by the Lord! Louis and Ids peers will 
be like to hang every one of them that he catches ; and it is a sad 
thing to l3e hanged for spilling innocent blood. Wen; I one of the 
citizens of Ghent, they should never stain the market-place in such a 
way while I had a voice to raise against it.” 

“Ay, ay, it is very sad!” said the citizen: “and I dare say if any 
one would begin, many a man would cry out against it loo.” 

“Well, w'ell,” answered the other, “I must forward, and see what 
XB going on ; and 1 hope some one will cry out against it.” 

Thus speaking, the peasant, us he seemed to be, pushed his way on 
for a little distance, and then, pausing by another of tlie citizens, lield 
with him a short conversation, like that which we have just narrated, 
asking Very nearly the same questions, and making very nearly the 
same observations on the answers he received. 

The instance which has just been particularized was only one out 
of many ; for in every part of the crowd were to be seen persons simi- 
lar in appearance to.the man whose conversation we have just de- 
tailed, and who acted precisely upon the same plan, though the 
words they made use of might be slightly diderent. Tlic man-at- 
arms who, as we have mentioned, had been talking with the captain 
of one of the city bands, in accordance 'with the intimation he liad 
received, was, in the meantime, making his way round to speak -with 
the person who commanded tlie company at the other side of the 
scaffold. As, in his apparent military capacit}^ he strode boldly 
across the space kept clear in front of the scadbld, and consequently 
encountered none of the impediments wliich might have delayed him, 
hod he attempted to proccwl through the crowd, he would, probably, 
soon have accomplished this purpose ; hut at that moment a consi- 
derable noise and disturbance wiis heard in the direction of the 
to^^^house, mingled with shouts of “They are coming! They are 
eomingl” 
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%e ear of the man-at-arois immediately caught the sound. He 
paused for a single instant ; and then taking a step back to a spot 
whence he could descry the intermediate space between the scaffiM 
and the town^house, he saw a body of people moring from the prind* 
pal entrance of that edifice, through a double line of the burgher 
guard. The procession consisted of a number of the municipal council^ 
a body of various officers of state, Maillotin du Bac, the prevot mare- 
chal, two executioners with naked axes, and the unfortunate nobles 
Imbercourt and Hugonet, bound and bare-headed. 

The man-at-arms instantly perceived that he would not have time 
to accomplish what he proposed; and with three strides he placed 
himself once more by the side of the officer with whom he had before 
been speaking. Gathered at the same point wer^ by this time, at 
least a hundred and fifty of the peasant-looking men whom -we have 
before described; and, forcing their way througli the crowd in every 
direction, with no longer any affectation of ceremony or regard tp the 
convenience of those they thrust out of their way, there appeared a 
number of others perfectly similar in appearance. The eyes of the 
whole of this distinct body were evidently turned upon the nmn-at- 
arms; and it was observed that the one who stood nearest to him held 
lomething enveloped in the fiap of his coarse brown coat, .as if to be 
given at a moment’s notice. 

“Now,” said the man-at-arms, addressing the captain of the burgher 
guard, “do your duty as a brave man, as a good citizen, and more, as 
a good Christian, and you shall have jdenty of support.” 

“But who are you?” demanded the captain of the guard,- eyeing 
him eagerly; “who are you, who so boldly promise support in such a 
case as this ?” 

“ I am the Vert Gallant of Ilannut,” replied the man-at-arms ; and 
at the same moment, stretching back his hand td the peasant behind 
him, he received a broad green scarf and plume, the one of which ho 
fastened instantly in his casque, and waved the other, for a moment^ 
high in the air before he thrcAV it over his shoulder. 

The signal liad an instantaneous effect. The brown coarse coats of 
the peasants were thrown ofl^ and they appeared .armed in stedl 
corslets and brassards, while tlie distinctive marks of the well-known 
Green Riders of Ilannut were seen boldly displayed in tlie midst of 
the streets of Ghent. Although where each of these men was making 
liis way onward, and at the point where so many had already congre- 
gated, this sudden change occasioned a considerable sensation ; yet 
tlie great body of the crowd was agitated by so many different feel- 
ings, and the tumult w.as at that moment so great, that the transac- ' 
tion did not attract general attentlOh.*' Almost every one throughout 
the multitude was, indeed, moved by sensations of his own ; and 
each nearly at once gave voice to those feelings, as his eye liap- 
pened to catch different points in the scene that was passing in the 
square. 

“They arc coming; tliey arc coming!” shouted some. “ Where? 
Wliere V” exclaimed c»tliers. “ Who the devil are these?” cried those 
who saw the green riders. “Death to the enemies of Ghent!” voci- 
ferated the fierce. “ Poor wretches ! will n«‘> mercy be shown to them?** 
said the ]»itiful. “ What a large sixe ! How pale thqy look! Who 
are those behind ?” cried otliers of the crowd.’ . 
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In the meanwhile the mournful procession came on. The new 
eschevins of Ghent, elected by the people themselves, mounted the 
scaffold, and ranged themselves around, to see the sentence they had 
lately pronounced carried into execution. The two executioners took 
their places by the blocks, and loaned the axes which they bore against 
tliem, while they made themselves ready to go through the prepara- 
tory part of their sad function. The condemned nobles followed 
after, and several members of the municipal council — ^but Albert 
Maurice was not amongst them — closed the whole, and occupied the 
only vacimt space left at the back of the scaffold. At the same mo- 
ment a gentleman in splendid arms, half concealed under a surcoat 
of costly embroidery, followed by a number of richly-drcsscd atten- 
dants, forced his way rudely through the crowd, and thrust liimself 
closely to the foot of the scafibld, on the opposite side to that where 
the Vert Gallant had placed himself. He then crossed his arms upon 
Ills broad, bull-like chest, and stood gazing upon the awful scene that 
was proceeding above, with a look of ruthless satisfaction. 

The Lord of Inibercourt at once advanced to the front of the scaffold, 
and gazc'd round upon the multitude before him. He was very pale, 
it is ti*UG ; but his step W'as as firm as when he strode the council- 
cliambcr in the height of his power; and not a quiver of the lip, not 
a twinkle of the eyelid, betrayed that there was such a thing as fear 
at his heart. 

“Must I die wdth my hands tied, like a common felon?” he said, 
addressing the executioner. 

“ Not if your lordship is preiiarcd to die without offering resistance,** 
replied tlie other. 

“I am prepared, sir,** answered Imbercourt, “to die os I have lived, 
calmly, honestly, fearlessly.” 

The executioner began to untie his hands; and the Vert Gallant, 
giving one glance round the crowd, apparently to ascertain the 
proximity of his followers, drew forward his sword-belt, and locjsciied 
the weapon in the sheath. Imbercourt, at the same time, w^as advanc- 
ing as for as possible, as if to address the people, and the whole mul- 
titude, seeing it, kept a profound silence; when suddenly, in the midst 
of the still hush— just as the Vert Gallant of Hannilt was passing 
round the head of the file of burgher guards till ho was within a 
few steps of the scaffold itself— a sweet and plaintive voice, which 
would have been ifiaudible under any other circumstances, was 
heard from amongst the crowd exclaiming, **Oh, let mo pass! for 
God’s sake, let me pass! They are murdering my iaithfuf servants. 

* Let me pass; in pity, in mercy let me pass!*' 

“It is the princess! it is the princess!” cried a number of voices: 
"let her pass! let her pass!” and, by an involuntary movement of 
feeling and compassion, the people drew hastily back on either side, 
and Mary of Burjpmdy, in the deep mourning of an orphan, with licr 
bright hair escaped from her veil, and flowing wide over her shoulders, 
her face deluged in tears, and her hands clasped in agony, rushed for- 
ward in the open space, and, casting herself upon her knees before the 
people of Ghent, exclaimed aloud the only words she could utter, 
^ph, sjiare them — spare them!”* 

It may be nocessary to inform those who mn not dsqply lead in the obronfadsi 
Of that tbto fhet k 
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Yes, yes" cried an honest burgher from the crowd, "we will spare 
them. Out upon it! has not the prince always had power to show 
mercy? Hark ye, neighbours, pikes and swords Tor Martin Fnise! 
On upon the scaffold! We will save them!” 

“Back, false citizen; back*" cried the cavalier in the glittering 
dress we have described. " What, would you interrupt the course S 
justice ! By the sun in heaven, they shall die the death!" and, draw- 
ing his swoid, he threw himself between the people and the sc^bld. 

All was now tumult and confusion ; and in one instant it seemed 
as if a general spirit of civil strife had seized upon eveiy part of tho 
multitude. Some shouted, “Mercy for them! mercy for them!" 
Some, “ Justice! justice! slay the traitors!” Pikes were crossed, and 
swords were drawn on all sides. The burgher guards were as divided 
as the people. Mary of Burgundy was home fainting behind the 
scaffold ; and those upon the scaffold jtself seemed paralysed by sur- 
prise and fear. But the green scarfs and burgonets of the Biders of 
Hanmit were seen forcing their way forward through the pres's in 
spite of all opposition ; anil at the same moment the thundering voice 
of the Vert Gallant was heard rising above everything else : " On, on 
to tho scaffold, friends of mercy!” he cried. “ Lord of linbcrcourty 
cast yourself over, you are amongst friends I” 

Inibercourt miglit have done so; hut he was instantly seized by 
Maillotin du Bac and one of the executioners, who unhappily awoke 
from their first consternation in time to prevent him from seizing the 
opportunity which was unexpectedly presented to him. 

T!ic Vert Gallant, however, pushed forward, sword in hand. AH 
gave way, or went down before him ; the pikes opposed to his breast 
shivered like withiTcd boughs beneath his arm ; and be was within 
a yard of the spot where Inibercourt stood, wlieu he was encountercil, 
hand to hand, by the cavalier we have before nlentioned ; and each 
found tliat he had met an enemy very different from the burghers by 
wliom they vrero surrounded. Each was powerful and skilful ; but 
the Vert Gallant had, by more than twenty years, the advantage of 
his adversary; and feeling that the fate of Imbercourt must be de- 
cided in the twinkling of an eye — ^for the guards and executioners 
were forcing liim down to tlie block — ^lie showered his blows upon his 
adversary with a thundering rapidity that in a moment brought him 
upon his knees. He was still, however, between the young cavalier 
nnd llic scaffold; and, horcc with the eagerness of the encounter, 
Hugh of jGueldres drew back his arm, to plunge the point of his sword 
into the throat of his opponent, when the voice of one of the cavalier’s 
attendants exclaimed Moud, “Save the duke! Fur God’s sake, save., 
the Duke of Guddres ! Forbear! forbearl” 

The Vert Gollaut paused, gazing upon ^is prostrate enemy, with 
feelings that can he understood, when it is remembered that it was 
his own father, who, beaten down by his superior strength, lay within 
an inch of his sword’s point, raised for the puqiose of terminating 
their struggle by a parent’s death. His eyes grew dim, his brain 
reeled, the sword dropped from his hand, and he fell hack upon the 
pavement, without power or consciousness. 

At the same moment, the axe of the executioner swung high in the 
air; there was a dull, heavy blow, a rusli of dork blood poured over 
the scaffold, aud the Lord of Imbercourt was no more. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

It is a sad thin^ for a calm, retired student, to sit down and depict 
the fierce and terrible passions which sometimes animate his fellow- 
beings; and it is scarcely possible to tell how worn and sliahen his 
whole frame feels, after hurrying through some scene of angry violence 
and wild commotion. He meets, indeed, with compensations ,iu pur- 
suing his task. Tliere may he a high and indescribable pleasure in 
portraying the better qualities of human nature in all their grand and 
beautiful traits; in describing sweet scenes of nature, and in striv- 
ing to find latent associations between the various aspects of the 
material world and the mind, the feelings, or the fate of ourselves and 
our fellow-men. Nay, more, there may be some touch of satisfaction 
— part self-complacency, part Ratified curiosity — ^in tracing tlie petty 
things of humanity mingling with the finer ones, the mighty and the 
mean counterbalancing each other Avitbin the same bosom, and in dis- 
covering that the noblest of recorded cartlily beings is linked on to 
our little selves by some fond familiar fault or empty vanity. But at 
the same time, though not so wearing os to paint the struggle of 
mighty energies called forth on some great occasion, it is even more 
painful, perhaps, to sit and draw the same strong passions working 
by inferior means, and employing the low and treacherous slave, 
Cunningy instead of the bold bravo, Daring, To such a picture, how- 
ever, we must now turn. 

It was on the evening of the day, whose sanguinary commence- 
ment we have already noticed, that, placed calmly by a clear wood 
fire, with all the means of comfort, and even luxury around him, 
Ganay, the druggist, sat pondering over the past and the future. 
Neither he himself, nor Albert Maurice, had appeared at the execu- 
tion of Imbercourt and Hugonet — the one careless of wliat else oc- 
curred, so that his bitter revenge was gratified — tlie other naturally 
abhorring scenes of blood. The druggist, however — though where it 
was necessary he neither wanted courage to undertake, nor hardihood 
to execute the most daring actions — was ever well pleased to let 
more careless fools perform the perilous parts of an enterprise, em- 
ploying the time, which would have been thus filled up by action, in 
tlunkiug over the bdst means of reaping his own peculiar han'cst 
from the seed sown by others. He now revolved every circumstance 
of his present situation, and scanned the future— that ^lirn and 
uncertain prospect— with steady eyes, determined to force his ^v^ly 
onward, through its mists and obstacles, without fear and Without 
remorse. * 

Tfie predominant sensation in his bosom, however, was gratification 
at the consummation of his long sought revenge. The man whom he 
^st lisited on earth, who had ofiered him a personal indignity, and 
refused pardon to liis son, he had sent to join the unhappy 

^ V grates wdio had condemned that base and fiagitious boy; and 

^ contemplated the difficulties ho liad surmounted to bring 
"Oh snJf^ vengeance, the schemes he liad formed and perfected, 

^ fcS which he had turned from their natural course by his sola 
^^^jl^compUsh liis purpose, the men he liad used as iostrumcsti^ 
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Und the passiona he had bent to Ins designs — ^whcn he contemp/wibat 
I say, the whole course of his triumphant machinations, there rosb 
up iQ his bosom that pride of successful villany, which Is so often the 
ultimate means of its own punishment by the daring confidence whi^ 
it inspires. 

The maxim of Bochefoucault is applicable to men as well as women* 
Where was there ever the man who paused at one evil act ? Ganay 
had previously determined to limit all his efforts to the death of the 
eschevins and of Iinbercourt ; but his very success in that endeavour 
liad entailed the necessity and famished the encouragement to new 
and, if possible, less justifiable acts. Nevertheless, it must not be 
thought that there was no such thing as a thrill of remorse ever 
entered his bosom. There probably never yet was a man, however he 
might brave it to the world, who, with a bosom loaded with crimes, 
did not feel remorse when solitary thouglit left him a prey to memory. 
Conscience is an Antaeus, that, though'often cast to the earth by ^he 
Herculean passions of man’s heart, rises ever again re-invigorated by 
its fidl; and he must be strong, indeed, who can strangle it alto- 
gether. 

Remorse mingled its bitter drop even with the cup of Ganay’s tri- 
umph ; and while he gazed upon tlie crackling embers, the joy of his 
successes faded away ; a feeling of age, and solitude, and crime, crept 
over his heart; and the moinorios of other years — the hopes and dreams 
of boyhood and innocence, rose up, and painfully contrasted them- 
selves with the mighty disappointment of successful vice. Through 
life he had found many means of stifling such murmurs of the licart, in 
the excitement of new schemes and the intricacies of tortuous policy; 
but now he had learned another way of lulling the mind together with 
the body ; and, rising with liis usual calm and quiet pace, he 
preached a cupboard, poured a small silver cup half fiill^ of ardent 
spirits, and then swallowed in its contents a certain portion of that 
narcotic which he had found soothing under the first anguish of 
his son’s death. Then carefully replacing the cup and the vial, he 
again took his scat before the fire, and listened, as if waiting for some 
visitor. 

He was not kept l«ng in expectation ; for, in a very few minutes 
after, the door was opened by the boy, and Maillotin dii Bac entered 
without farther announcement. The cheek of tlie Prevot was flushed 
with wine, and his lip curled with triumph ; but be had by this time 
learned the influence of Ganay in the affairs of Ghent too coiniilgtely 
to treat liim with Jiught but the most profound deference. Ai'tQT some 
formality, he took the seat that Ganay offered ; and hypocras and 
wine having been brought in, with spices and comfits, he helped him- 
self largely, and then, at the request of the druggist, recapitulated the 
events connected with the execution of the morning, which we need 
not repeat. 

“ So now,” said the Prevot, in conclusion, speaking of the unhappy 
Iinbercourt, “he is dead, and that ‘score is clcaml. Master Ganay, I 
give you joy, with all my heart ! Tour son’s death is nobly avenged, 
and you can sleep in peace. Now, give me joy in return,” 

“i do ! I do! Sir Prevot,” replied Ganay, grasping tlie hand the 
other hold out to him in his tliin fingers : “ 1 dol 1 do, with all my 
heart!” 
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. ut stay! stay!” cried Maillotin du Bac; "yoa do not yet know 
vhat. Hark ye, Master Ganay, revenge is sweet to every honour- 
able man. Bid you ever hear tell of the Vert Gallant of Hannut ? Bid 
you ever hear how he overpowered me by numbers, and disgraced me 
as a man and a kniglit ? He delivered yon proud Albert Maurice, 
too, when he was a less worm than he is now. Well, he it was who, 
as 1 tell you, encountered the good Buke of Gucldrcs, and would 
have slain him, had not his own foot slipped, or some one dashed him 
down, and the duke was rescued.” 

‘‘ Well, well, what of him?” cried the druggist; “ what has befallen 
him?” 

“ Why, he is safe in the prison of the town-housc,” replied the 
Prevot, ” and shall die after seven days’ torture, if I live to the end of 
them. His fellows, somehow, cut their way through, and got out of 
the press, every one of them ; but he himself was trodden down as he 
lay, by the people, and was taken up by the burgher guard, half dead, 
after the crowd dispersed. We shall give him two or three days to re- 
cover. Tliere is no use of killing him like a rat caught in a trap, you 
know, and just knocking his head against the stones, without letting 
him know why or wherefore. No, no ! we must give him time to re- 
cover his strength and his senses, or he will die upon the first wheel. 
But there is more — there is more to he told still,” continued the Pre- 
Tot, rather heated by the wine, and seeing that the other was about to 
reply. “ Who, think you, this famous long-concealcd Vert Gallant 
proves to be at last ? Who but the nephew of that old sorcerer, the 
Lord of Hannut ? and, by the holy cross ! if ever I live to see quiet 
times again, that vile, heathenish wizard shall roast in the market- 
place of Brussels, if there he such a thing as law and religion in the 
land. 1 knew it all the time ! Bless you. Master Ganay, 1 saw through 
it all, from the time 1 was at the castle. 1 told the Lord of Imber- 
court that his nephew w'as the brigand leader ; you may ask him if I 
did not — ^though, by the way, he won’t answer, for lie is dead— but 
1 told him, nevertheless, that I was sure it was the old man’s nephew. 
Master Ganay, here’s to you 

Ganay had turned somewhat pale as the other spoke : but he showed 
no farther sign of discomposure ; and replied immediately : ” His ne- 
phew ! You must mistake. He lias no nephew. He once had a son !” 
he added, in a voice, the tremulous tone of whicli the Prevot, wdiosc 
faculties had not been rendered more pellucid by the wine he had 
drunk, attributed to fbc painful remembrance of his own loss — “ he 
once had a son ! But tlie boy died in infancy ” 

“ Nay,” replied Maillotin du Bac, “of that I know nothing. All I 
Imow is that tliis youth is his nephew — this Sir Hugh de Mortmar.” 

“ But I tell thee, good friend, it cannot be,” rejoined the druggist^ 
gomuwhat sharply. ” No nephew has he. Surely I should know.” 

“ Well, well, ’tis all the same,” cried the Prevot, “ If not his ne- 
phew, he passes as such ; and die he shall, after the torture has racked 
his every limb. Ay, Master GaJiay, he shall die,” he added, clasping 
his strong and sinewy hand tight, as if holding some substance which 
he was determined to let no power On earth wring from his grasp ; 
^ shall die, although your precious President 'were to give his right 
4 ^^d to save him ; and if, out of what he calls his fine feelings, he at- 
tempt to repay the good turn the Vert Gallant did him at Haunttt» 
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and free him from prison in return, he may chance to stumhle at that 
step liimself, and die alon^ with him. i owe liim sometliin^, too^ 
which I have not forgot. So let him look to it." 

Ganay mused for several minutes over the words of his companion, 
wlio spoke evidently under the excitcmeii" l)otli of passion and drink. 
The wine, however, hod not very deeply affected his discretion; and 
the momont after, remembering the close connexion between the drug- 
gist and Albert Maurice, the Prevot added, “Not that I mean any 
harm to your friend, Master Ganay, only let him not meddle with my 
prisoner ; that is all. 1 am sure I have refrained from seeking any 
vengeance against him himself, simply because he is your friend ; and 
will not, if he keep his hands from interfering with my affairs," 

Still Ganay was silent, and remained musing, with his eyes bent 
upon the fire, till he perceived that I^laillotin du Bac, somewhat dis- 
composed by his companion’s tacithmity, and imagining that he had 
made a blunder in regard to Albert Maurice, was again about to apply 
to the bowl of spiced wine, as the best means of restoring his confi- 
dence and composure. At that moment the druggist, stretching out 
his hand, caught him gently by the arm, saying, “ Stay, stay. Master 
Prevot, we have both had enough of that for the present ; and as we 
may have many things to speak of which require cool heads, let ub 
refrain till all is settled, and then drink our fill." 

“ Well, well, ’tis the same to me,” rejoined the Prevot, rclinquisliing 
the bowl, and taking his seat once again. “ What would you say. 
Master Ganay ? Command me ; for you know that we arc linked to- 
gether by the same interests, and therefore are not likely to differ.*^ 

“Well, then, listen for a moment, good Sir Maillotin, while I just 
tell you a few tilings concerning tliis Lord of Ilannut, which, though 
they belong to the days past, do not the less bear upon the days 
present.” 

The druggist then paused, and again mused for a moment in deep 
thought, ere he proceeded ; and in his countenance there was that air 
of deep calculating thought, which may often be seen in the face of a 
skilful chess player, when pausing, with suspended fii^ger, over some 
critical move. At length he went on : “ Wc must both serve each 
other, Sir Maillotin ; and if you will aid me in what I propose, I will 
help you to what you wish, though you dare not even hope for it.” 

“ Speak, speak I Master Ganay,” replied the Prevot ; “and fear not 
that I will refuse to serve you willingly and viell. We have drawn 
vastly well together yet ; and there is no danger of our not doing so to 
the end.” 

Still, however, the druggist hesitated for some minutes ; for though 
he could assume a false frankness as well as any one, he was not by 
nature at all communicative, and what he had resolved, upon long de- 
liberation, to propose to the Prevot, required a more full confidence 
than ho could place in any one witliout pain. “ I will tell you a story,” 
he said at Icngtl^ “ 1 will tell you a story, good Maillotin du Bac. 
Listen then. just two-and-thirty years ago since 1 first heard much 
of this Lord of Hannut, who was then a bright, brave young cavalier, 
whose life was not to be counted on for two hours together, so much 
was Ins courage better than his prudence. He liad, as well you know 
he still has, ahiple wealth and large possessions ; wliilc his cousiii, the 
present Duke of Gueldresi whose lather waa then waa eo muni* 
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ficent a inrioce) as often to bo pinched for a hundred florins. Keporfe 
said that the young duke» who was then heir to Hannut, piously 
wished that his gallant cousin might And the road to heaven speedily. 
But, as fate would have it, the Lord of Hannut one day unexpectedly 
married, and within a year his fair lady made him the father of a eon, 
of which she was delivered at their pleasure-house of Lindenmar. All 
this went mightily against the stomach of the good young Lord of 
.Gueldrcs, whose father, then living, kept him on scanty means ; when, 
by another strange turn of fate, the pleasure-house of Lindenmar was 
burnt to the ground, and the infant son of the young Lord of Hannut 
perished in the flames. As fortune would have it, a detachment of 
Duke rhilip’s army was marching over the hill, within sight at the 
time, and with it was my gobd Lord of Gueldres, together with Thibalt 
of Ncufchatel, and a number of other knights and nobles. As soon as 
the fire was discovered, they all galloped down to put out the flames ; 
and my Lord of Gueldres might have passed for as zealous a friend as 
the rest, had ho not been fool enough to cry out, as if in jest, to let the 
whole place burn, so that he had the lands of Hannut.” 

“He had better have kept that to himself,” interrupted the Prevot, 
shaldng his head sagaciously. “ No man has a worse enemy than his 
own tongue. The good duke should have learned that it is better never 
to let people know one’s wishes, for they are never long in discovering 
one’s designs afterwards.” 

“ He has marred all his good fortune through life,” replied Ganay, 
“by those rough sayings of his; for though he says no more than 
other men think, yet he makes all men that hear him his enemies, by 
exposing their feelings wliile confessing his own.” 

“However,” continued the druggist, after this sage and liherjil 
observation, “ down he came with the rest, of course, to make them 
think what he said was a mere joke, and plunged into the flames with 
tlie foremost. All was confusion, and no one knew w'hat the otlier 
was doing. The Lord of Hannut himself was stunned by the fall of 
a beam upon his head, and. was with difficulty dnigged out by hia 
aervauts. Thibalt of Neufehatel, his great friend and brother in arms, 
carried out the lady unlfurt, through the midst of the flames; but the 
heir of Hannut perished, and for some hours, no one could tell what 
had become of Adolphus of Gueldres.” 

“ Why you doseribe it all as well as if you had been there yourself,” 
said MaiU(^tiii du Bac^ 

“I was there,” replied the dniggist, drily; “but you shall hear. 
Wliat put it into Thibalt of Ncufchatel ’s head, I know not ; but, 
after saving the lady, he rushed back again into the house, and find- 
ing me in the further wing, he dragged ino out by the hair of the 
head, vowing that I had kindled the tire. Now, you must know that 
1 was*tben a humble friend and domestic surgeon to the j'oungDuke 
of Gueldres ; and when they searched my person, they found a number 
of letters, which tliey thought of very doubtful meaning, and a few 
drugs, the use of which their ignorance could not comprehend, and 
which they wanted much to prove were materials for secretly light- 
ing a flame. 1'he good duke, too, was not present ; and under all 
these circumstances, they had nearly killed me on the spot. I took 
it all silently, for a man can but die once in this world, and very 
lUtle does it matter when that once may tall. All 1 said was to cou 
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my young loW, for that he would clear me; and they agreed, at 
length, to spare me till the duke, that is at present, could be found. 
He was not heard of, however, tall the next day, when it was dis- 
covered that he had retired to a neighbouring village, muclx scorched 
by the dames. He instantly despatched a letter to the Lord of Nenf- 
chatel, informing him that he himself had sent me to inquire after 
the health of his fair cousins, the Lord and Lady of Hannut, which 
was the cause that I had not been seen accompanying him with the 
rest of the army. The servants of the household of Lindenmar 
vouched for my coming the evening before on that errand, and gave 
a good report of my proceedings. The Lord of Hannut himself joined 
to exculpate me, and I easily found means to convince Thibalt of 
Neufcliatel that he had grossly ill-treated me, and foully aspersed 
my character. Had he continued to treat me ill, I might have de- 
vised a way to satisfy myself; but, on the contrary, as soon as he 
was convinced of my innocence, nothing would serve him to testify 
his sorrow for what had occurred, and to compensate the injury he 
had inflicted. He kept his eye upon me through life, and I may well 
Bay, has been the origin of aU my fortunes. The proofs he gathered 
together of the charge against me, and of my innocence, he lias al- 
ways kept in his own possession; and 1 have not chosen to press for 
their being given up to me, lest it shouid seem that 1 was afraid of 
anything therein contained. Ho you understand me 

Quite well,” replied Maillotin du Bac, drawing his clear hawk’s 
eyes together, with a shrewd glance upon the druggist’s face — “quite 
well. What more ?” 

“ Wliy this,” answered the druggist: “ I love not .be in the power 
of any man. While Adolphus of Guelclrea was in prison, and likely 
to remain there — while Tliibalt of Neiifchatel wa% living and likely 
to live — the matter did not much signify: but now that Adolphus of 
Gucldres is free, and that Thibalt of Neufcliatel is dying of the 
wounds he received at Nancy, it might be as well that those papers 
were in my own possession. Thus, then it must be managed, Sir 
Prevot: you muvst find some excuse to take possession of his house 
with your mcn-at-arras the mcment the breath is out of his body ; 
and while you arc sealing up the eficcts, 1 may be looking for the 
papers.” 

“But what, suppose I keep them in ray possession for you?” de- 
manded Maillotin du Bac, with one of his shrev^ looks. ^ 

“ Why, then,” replied the drug^st, calmly, “T cannot md you in 
overthrowing Albert Maurice, and in obtaining possession of his per- 
son and his wealth.” 

“ I understand,” said the Prevot ; “ we are agreed. But what surety 
have I that you will do so when you have the papers ?” 

“This,” answered Ganay, without any expression of indignation 
at a doubt of his honesty, which he Mt to be perfectly natural; 
hut, at the same time, approaching closer to the Prevot, and speak- 
in a low, but clear and emphatic tone — “this, that Albert Mau- 
rice — by what means I know not — ^lias discovered my secret, and 
must die.” 

“ Good! good!” replied the Prevot ; “ ’tis better than a bond ! We 
are agreed, we are agreed, mine excellent good friend. But, hark 
Ganay, there ii one bad atone in the arch. This Thibalt cil 
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Keufchately this good Count Tliibalt, is marvellously better toi* 
day. It would seem that the death of Imbercourt and Hugonct 
had done him good ; for, about the time of the axe falling, he begaa 
to mend.” 

Ganay, as was his habit when ho heard any unpalatable tidings, re- 
plied nought, but fixed his eyes upon the fire, and mused. “ He is an 
old man,” said the druggist, at length, speaking in a low and quiet 
voice — “ he is an old man, this good Count Thibalt.” 

“Ay, doubtless is he,” replied Maillotin du Bac, who was one of 
those people who take a keen delight in discovering difficulties and 
objections, solely for the sake of giving pain and disappointment to 
those whom they were likely to thwart; “ but he is a hale old man, 
and may live these twenty years, if he get over this bout.” 

“ He must have had enouglkof life,” continued Ganay, in the same 
meditative tone. “It is time he were asleep. Adolphus of Gucl- 
dres has visited his sick couch more than once. It is time he were 
asleep.” 

The Prevot was silent; and Ganay, after considering his hawk- 
like features for a moment or two with an inquiring glance, added 
quietly, “ Well, well, Sir Maillotin, we will see. These sudden gleams 
of convalescence often precede death in the badly wounded, I know 
these matters better than you do, my good friend, and I have no faith 
in this sudden and strange amendment. Let us keep ourselves in 
readiness and wait the result. You will he prepared at a moment’s 
notice,” he added, in a more sharp and decided tone, tlirowiTig off at 
once the quiet conversational manner of his former speech : “ per- 
chance he may <}ie to-morrow, iKjrchance the next day; hut be you 
on the watch, and ever ready to secure the house.” 

“I will! I will!” answered Maillotin du Bac; and then spcaldng 
to tlie druggist’s purpose more than to his words, he added, “ 1 will 
be ready to secure' the house and all that, Master Ganay; but 1 can 
do no more in this business. To take men off except by the cord or 
the steel, when they have merited their fate, out of my line ot 
operations.” 

“Who required you to do so?” demanded the druggist, gravely. 
“No, no, Sir Prevot, men may die without your help or mine either. 
So, now to the bowl ! We understand each other, and that is enough. 
Be you ready when I send to warn you that the good count is dead. 
If he liv^ you kno^, which is likely, vastly likely — if he live, why 
all the rest is in the moon. Sir Prevot, I carouse to your good rest 
this night ; do me justice — do mo justice in the bowl!” 

Thus ended their more important conversation ; and all that passed 
farther referred to the mysteries of the tankard, and need not be hero 
inflicted on the reader. It may be necessary to observe, liowever, that 
the druggist did not suffer the Prevot Marecliol to leave his house till 
he had imbibed a sufficient quantity of various kinds of intoxicating 
liquors to require the aid of two stout men to bear him home ; and 
that Ganay liimself was, at the same time, incapable of quitting the 
chair in which he sat. 

It may be asked, was a man of such subtle schemes an .liahitual 
drunkard, then ? Par from it, though lie could drink as deep as any 
one, when some object might be gained by so doing : hut he was one 

those men whose limbs only became inebriated, if we may use smsk 
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ton expression, while their brain remains unclouded ; and the debauch 
in which he indulged was one of calculation, not pleasure. He hod 
soon seen that, in the case of the Prevot, the prudent guard which 
usually placed upon his lips was half asleep at the post long before 
their conversation was over; and though he believed that he could 
^st to old habits of caution to keep his companion from any indis- 
creet babbling, either drunk or sob^, 3’et he determined not to let 
him le.ave his dwelling till utterance itself was drowned in wine. Of 
himself he had no fear ; and, leaning on his boy, he tottered to liU 
bed in silence. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

On, the dull silent hours of the niglit,'Vhen not a sound stirs upon 
the heavy air to steal one thought from man’s communion with bis 
own dark heart! — ^when the stern silence renders tlie sleep that covers 
all the world more like one universal death, and everything around us 
bids our conscience scan the brief records of our past existence, and 
prejudge us for the long eternity 1 The days had been, wdien, on a 
clear spring-tide night, like that — while all the countless stars seemed 
living diamonds in the heaven — ^Albert Maurice, full of fine soul and 
noble aspirations, would have gazed forth enchanted ; and, without 
one heavy tie between his heart and the low earth, would have bade 
his spirit soar up in grand, calm dreams to heaven — when, between 
him and the multitude of bright orbs that sparkled before his eyes, 
there would have been felt a communion and a 83rmpathy; and when 
the knowledge that each wondrous frame was the creation of the same 
Almighty hand, would have awakened in his bosom a feeling of kin- 
dred with the living lights of the sky. But noiv, h 6 w heavy was the 
night! how dark! how hopeless! how reproachful! There was a 
voice even in the solemn stillness ; and the blood, wiiich yet reeked 
upon the scafibld beneath the very window^s of the apartment w^liere 
he sat, seemed crying up, through the silence of the universe, to tlio 
Judge enthroned above those eternal stars. 

He was left, too, entirely alone, and had been so during the greater 
part of the day ; for such was the awful sensation produced in Client 
by the events of the morning, that all the shops were shut, and every 
kind of business was very generally suspended. Even the affairs of 
the city seemed to be neglected by general consent. Ntither the 
council of the town, nor the deputies of the states, returned to consult 
over the future. Nor was it the higher functionaries alone that 
seemed to feel this sort of bewildered apathy. The clerks and secre- 
taries were absent ; not above one or tw o of the many couriers usmilly 
in attendance w^ere now found in readiness ; and Albert Maurice, 
after having endeavoured, in vain, to occupy his mind with business 
during the day, found himself, at night, left in utter solitude, to re- 
volve the tragedy of the morning, without any other thing to distract 
his thoughts, or any voice to plead his cause against tlie accusation 
of his own conscience. 

He strove, however, to convince himself that he had acted justly. 
He read over the evidence against the dead. He read over the sen- 
tence of the judges. He tliought over all the many specious reasons 
that had before seemed to afford a thousand clear and patriotic 

Q 
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euses for streeping a\^ay those wliose views were likely to tliwart his 
own ; but the reasons ])a(] lost their force ; the sentence was maju-' 
festly unjust ; the evidence was broken and inconclusive. 

“ivt ail events,” he tliought, “the act is not mine; the award has 
been pronounced by the lawful ma.i^istrate8 of the land; and I havs 
taken no part either in the judgment or its execution.” 

But that pretext would not avail a moment before the stern inqui- 
sitor within ; and he felt that he, in whom the real power lay, if he did 
not interpose to shield the innocent, made himself responsible for 
their blood. 

The heart of man cannot long endure such racking self examination ; 
anti the most dangerous resource, but the only refuge from present 
pain, is flighl from thought. As sad an hour’s commune with himself 
^ oven siniul human being passed, ended with Albert Maurice, in a 
resolution to think no more of the unchangeable hours of the past, 
and to fix his mind upon the present. After pausing for a rnomeuli 
during wdvich his ideas wandered confusedly over a number of objects, 
without finding any subject of contemplation of sufficient importanco 
to withdraw his thoughts, for an instant, from the engrossing theme 
tliat ever called them back with painful importunity, some sudden 
memory seemed to come across liim ; and, taking up one of the lamps, 
he proceeded into the ante-chamber, in which waited several of his 
attendants. Giving the light to a page, wdth orders to go on before, 
the young citizen paced slowly through several of the halls and cor- 
ridors of the town-house, his footfall, ever firm and proud, taking now 
a more heavy and determined step, from the feeling of the dar)^, stern 
deeds which he had done. Descending one of the staircases, he came 
to that portion of the building which was set apart as the municipal 
prison ; and, proceeding to a small chamber or lodge, he demanded 
the keys of the gaoler, who was dozing by the fire. 

The man immediately delivered them ; and, passing dnwards, the 
President of the States entered the gloomy dwelling, and descended 
the st-aircase wliich led to the lowest chambers of the prison. He was 
surprised, however, to perceive a light ; and the moment after, iu the 
low passage which ran between six or seven small heavy archways 
leading to the cells, his eye fell upon a trooper of the Prevot’s guard, 
seated upon a stone bench at the end, employed in fiirbifeliing the steel 
of his partizan by the light of a lamp above his head. 

The man instantly^ started on his feet; and, challenging the party 
that approached, advanced his weapon, till it nearly touched tho 
bosom of the page. But Albert Maurice, stepping pust the boy, put 
the pike aside, and demanded, sternly, what the soldier dkl there, in 
the nmniei])al prison. 

He was there, the man replied, by order of his captain, and was 
commanded to give admission to none, but the gaoler with food for 
the prisoner. 

“ Your officer is somewhat too bold !” replied the young burgher, 
?and must answer for having dared to place a senti-y where' he him- 
self has no authority. Get tliee gone, good fellow' — yAi know me — 
get thee gone ; and let me not sec your facewnthin thtfSe walls again” 

■The man at first hesitated ; and at length refused to obey, alleging, 
civilly, the commands of his own captain, which he w'as bound to fol- 
low. Well knowing the station and power of the person whom ho 
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uddresspil, be spolce with courtesy aurl respect : but Albert Maurice 
was in that state of dissatisfied irritation, which the first reproaches 
of conscience leave upon a fine and energetic mind ; anti, returning to 
the upper chambers, he instantly summoned a guard, and caused the 
soldier to be disarmed, and confined him in one of the very dungeons 
he had been placed to watch. 

There was a stern fierceness in the whole proceeding, unlike his 
usual decisive biit mild demeanour; and those who watched him well, 
remarked, that upon his mind and character, such as they had 
appeared throughout the whole course of his life, tliat day lind left a 
trace which no after events could obliterate. When he had seen his 
orders obeyed, he dismissed the guard, and bidding the page wait him 
on the stairs, he advanced alone to one of the cells, and applied tl^e 
various keys he carried to the U>ck. I! was some time before he found 
the right one ; and he thought he heard more than one low groan, 
while employed in opening the door. At length, however, he suc- 
ceeded, and entered the dungeon, which was dark and dismal enough. 

Stripped of arms, both offensive and defensive, and stretched upon 
a pile of straw, lay the gallant and enterprising Hugh de Mortrnar, as 
we have generally called him, with every limb powerless and rigid, in 
consequence of the trampling and blows be had received while trodden 
under foot in the market-place. His fine head leaned languidly upon 
his arm, while, with a motion which, however slight, seemed "full of 
anguish, lie turned a little as he lay, to see who it was that visited his 
prison. The light, for a moment, dazzled his eyes; but when lie 
perceived the face of Albert Maurice, a slight smile of pleasure played 
cn his lip. It was a face he knew; it was a being on whom ho had 
some claim, that came to visit him ; and it is only necessary to think 
over his situation — fi-iendless, a prisoner, and alone, with every mental 
power oppressed, and every corporeal faculty rigid and benumbed— 
to comprehend what joy such a sight must have given, however 
criminal ho might hold some of his visitor’s deeds to be. 

The young citizen set down the lamp, and seated himself on a nido 
wooden settle, which was the only article of furniture that the place 
contained. Hoiiding down his head over the prisoner, he said, in a 
kind and gentle tone, ‘‘ Do you remember me ?*' 

very well,” replied the young cavalier, faintly; “we have 
changed stations since \vc met." 

"You will find me ready,” answered Albert Maurice, “to follow tho 
irood example you then set me, and to give you back freedom for the 
freedom you tlicn gave mo.” 

Hugh do Mortrnar shook his head mournfully, and cast his'eyes on 
his stiff and rigid limbs, as if to exi)ress the impossibility of his accept- 
ing the proffered liberation. 

“Ifearnot, fear not I” said Albert Maurice, in reply to this mute 
language. “Ecar not ; in two or three days you will be able to use 
your lilies as freely as ever, and I will find means to remove from 
them all bther thraldom.” 

“But my fabler,” exclaimed Hugh do Mortrnar. “Tell me, I be- 
seech you, tell me ! Is he safe? Is he unhurt?” 

“ Your father!” repeated Albert Maurice in some surprise — ^‘*your 
father?” 

'* Yes, yes!" cried the prisoner, raising himself as well as he coulcl 
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iipouhis Rrm, father, the Duke of Guehlros! Is he safe? Is 
he unhurt? I struck him down before I knew him ; but I do noli 
think he was irmired.” 

“ No, no,” relied the young citizen, ** the duke is safe and well. 
But this, indeed, is a strange talc. I do not comprehend 3'Ou well, I 
fear,” he added ; somewhat inclined to believe that the injuries the 
prisoner had received had rendered him delirious. “ Can the Duke , 
of Gueldres be your father? I never heard that he had more thaii 
one cliild, who was slain, they say, by some of the cruel soldiers of 
the late Duko of Burgundy’s father, when Adolphus of Gueldres him- 
self was taken near Namur. I remember all the circumstances ; for 
there was many an event occurred about that time which impressed 
the whole story more deeply on my memory than other things that 
have happened since. I was then a boy, travelling with ray uncle 
through the forest of Hanuut, and we had been at Namui*^ not three 
days before.” 

‘‘ Hal and were you that boy?” demanded the young cavalier. **I 
remember you well. You fell into the hands of the free companions 
with whom I then was, and were sent on safely by them, and by my 
father’s noble cousin, the Lord of Hannut. Mind you the boy who 
joined you, with good Matthew Goumay, vrhen you were sitting round 
tlie freebooter’s fire in the forest?” 

“Well, perfectly well,” replied Albert Maurice. 

“Then, that was the son of Adolphus of Gueldres,” rejoined the 
prisoner, ” escaped from the hands of the sworders of the Duke of 
Burgundy, and flying to seek and find protection and concealment 
with his father’s cousin, the Lord of Hannut. Such was the boy, and 
I am he.” 

“These things are very strange,” said Albert Maurice; “and if 
you knew all that I know, you would say so. Most strange, indeed!” 
he muttered to himself, “ that the bereaved father should become a 
second parent to the son of him who made liim childless. But let 
your heart rest satisfied," he added aloud; “your father is well and 
sale ; and you liave not even an unconscious crime to reproach your- 
self with.” 


He spoke mournfully, and then fell into a deep, long fit of thought, 
from which he was only roused by the young cavalier demanding, 
■whether the noble Lord of Imbercourt had been saved, after all? 

Wiiat were the thoughts at that moment in the bosom of Albert 
Maurice— ■vvlicther his mind rested painfully on the consciousness that 
he could no longer boast of a guiltless heart, and pondered, with all 
the bitter, M^ringing agony of crime, upon the blessed sweetness of 
innocence— can only be guessed; but an involuntary groan burst 


Iron! the - bps of the young citizen at the question of the prisoner, 
and he clasped his liands upon his eyes. 

Bemoving them an instant after, he answered, gazing somewhat 
\ sternly upon his companion, “'He died as he deserved.” 

\ Hugh of Gueldres replied not ; but, feeble as he was, returned the 
^tern glance of Albert Maurice with one still more severe and re- 
\aciiful. The young citizen recovered himselfi however, at once, 
^icd the frown from his brow, and, for the moment, even stifled 
witliin his bosom. “Let us not speak, my lord,” he said, 
^ ]atters of painful discussion. The man you asked for, was tried 
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tnd condemned by lawfUl judges, upon -what tliey considered suffi- 
cient evidence. He suffered this morning according to his sentence. 
Suffice it, that 1 had no personal hand either in his doom or execu- 
tion.” 

Thank God for that!” said Hugh de Mortmar; “for I do believe 
that 1 should look upon even liberty as stained, if received from the 
hands of one who, for envy or ambition, could do two shch noUe men 
to dcfitti as died this day in Ghent.” 

Tlie blood rushed violently up to the face and temples of Albert 
Maurice ; and, for a moment, he felt so giddy, that he started up, and 
leaned against the wall for support. What he had said was true, in- 
deed, to the letter; but conscience told him, that he was not only an 
accessory, but a principal in the death of Imbei court ; and, tliough ho 
had spoken the truth, he nevertheless felt that he had deceived. 
There was again a bitter struggle in his bosom ; but it was soon over, 
for the presence of another person siiamed him into conquering the 
uphraidings of his own heart. 

“ Let us say no more on that subject, my lord,” he rejoined, as soon 
as he had somewhat recovered his calmness. “It is a matter on 
which you and I cannot, I fear, agree. I am bound, in justice to the 
States of Flanders and the magistrates of Ghent, to say buldl^’’, that 1 
think they liave done nobly, firmly, and well ; and though 1 took no 
part in the act itself, yet the opinion of no man on earth will make 
me shrink from avowing, that X would have done the same. But all 
this has nothing to do with tlie feelings between you and me. Suffice 
it, that 1 owe you a deep debt of gratitude, which 1 am ready and wil- 
ling to pay. You shall be instantly removed from tliis dungeon to a 
more convenient chamber, where you shall be tended with all care, 
till such time as you have recovered strength. If you will, your 
existence and your situation shall be immediately communicated to 
the Duke of Gueldres. But still, I think 

“No, no,” answered the prisoner, quickly; “no, no; if there bo 
any other means whatever of obtaining my freedom, without reveal- 
ing who I am, let me still remain concealed for a certain space. 1 
know not well whether the news of my existence might, or might not 
be well received. There are new plans and views abroad, I find, with 
which my appearance might interfere. My father, I hear, aims at 
the hand of the heiress of Burg^dy.” 

A scornful smile curled the lip of Albert Maurice, while the other 
proceeded: — “And I know not how he miglit love to hear, that a soa 
he has believed to be dead for twenty years, hud now aiisen to cum- 
ber his inheritance. Let us pause for a time, and see* Nor, indeed, 
would 1 willingly be found a prisoner.” 

“I think you judge rightly, my lord,” replied the young citizen; 
•* though the Duke of Gueldres will never marry Mary of Burguiuly. 
But. as to your freedom,” he added, cutting sJiort something that tlio 
prisorerwas about to reply, “for that 1 will pledge my life; and, 
when once more beyond the walls of Ghent, you can act as you will 
in regard to discovering yourself.” 

The motives of Hugh of Gueldres for wishing to conceal his exist- 
ence from his father for some time lunger were certainly those which 
he had stated ; but iierhaps he might also be influenced by another 
Dbeliiig. In mingling with men who knew him not ibr what he was^ 
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the name of his father had never reached his ears, hut coupled with 
sonic opprobrious epithet, or in conjunction with some evil deed; and 
perhaps a Unj^erlng disinclination to claim kindred with such a man, 
might make hinfttill glad to leave his station unacknowledged to the 
world. * 

Some farther conversation then ensued between the President of 
Ghent and the son of the Duke of Guddres ; and though Albert Mau- 
rice became often thoughtful and abstracted, though there- was a 
varying and uncertain tone in everything he said, unlike his usual 
calm and dignified manner; yet, from the nature of the subjects to 
wliich they now both restricted themselves, there was something sweet 
and pleasing in the commune which they indulged. They spoke of the 
cai-ly days in which tliey had first met, of the times, and the scenes, 
and the pleasures, and the hopes of other years ; and a kindly sym- 
pathy breathing from the past, made for them, even in the prison, 
and separate as they were by state, by station, by education, and by 
prejudices, a peculiar atmosphere in which they seemed to live alone. 
Hugh de Alortmar felt it strongly, and seemed to revive under its in- 
fluence. His voice became firmer, and his eye regained its light. 

“And what,” said Alljert Maurice, after they had conversed some 
time on the scenes in the forest of Ilannut — “ and what lias becofne 
of tliat good stout soldier, Matthew Gournay, who was, in some sort, 
a friend of my worthy uncle, Martin Pruse.” 

“ He was with me, this day, in Ghent," replied the prisoner; “and 
I trust in God has escaped beyond the gates. Many a time also has 
he been the means by which I have communicated to you, through 
your uncle, those proceedings which I thought it necessary that you 
should know. Once, not a month since, he was within the walls of 
Ghent ; but could not obtain a private interview with you. Thus it 
was that you received tidings of the march of the base King of France. 
Thus, of the coming of his barber ambassador. Thus, too, did 1 send 
you a copy of that degraded slave’s instructions. 

“ Tlien I owe you far more than I ever dreamed of,” replied the 
young citizen, “and I will peril my life but I will repay it. Neverthe- 
less,” he added, after a moment’s tliouglit, in wliich suspieions, vague 
indeed, but strong, of the motives and designs of the druggist Ganay, 
rose up before his mind ; “nevertheless, altlioiiph for the time I am 
powerful in tlie city, yet several days must elapse ere you can mount 
k a horse. I have many enemies, too — many false friends — many dan- 
gerous rivals ; and I would fain place your security beyond the chance 
of anything that may happen to myself. Think you,” he added, 
musing, “that Matthew Gournay, with twenty of his picked com- 
panions, would venture once more within the gates of Ghent, and, 
habited like followers of my own, be ready to aid in your deliverance, 
whether 1 be alive or dead.” 

“ If he have escaped,” replied the prisoner, " he would come at my 
bidding, were it into the jaws of hell. But you must make me Cirtaiu 
of his safety, Sir Citizen.” 

“That he has escaped, rest assured,” replied Albert Maurice ; “for 
no one but yourself was taken : and as for his tuture security,” he 
eji added with a shiile, “ what object think you I could have in shortening 
an old man’s days?” 

A hitter reply rose in the heart of the young cavalier as he* thought 
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Hlf ^ unhappy Lord of Iinbercourt ; but he felt U would be ungencs 
ronft to give it utterance, and he refrained. 

“ 1 trust you, sir 1” he replied ; “I saved you at a moment wlicn yoil 
were an oppressed and injured man ; and to doubt now, in such a 
ease, would be a kind of blasphemy against the God who nm<le ttie 
human heart. Take this ring and send it by some sure messenger — 
a young boy, perchance, were best, though I do not think they would 
maltreat any one but an open cncnij’’ — ^but send it by some page, in a 
small skiff, down the Sclieldt, at two hours after dusk. The boat will 
undoubtedly be stopped ; and let the page give the ring to .Miittliow 
Gournay, whom he will find in the woods between this and ITcMiaden, 
if he escaped unhurt from Ghent, Let the boy add a message, bidding 
him, in my name, render himself, with twenty of his comracles, to the 
house of good Martin Frusc. at any hour that you may appoint. Fear 
not that he will meet you, and then take counsel with liim as you may 
think fit.” 

Some more explanations ensued ; but as Albert Maurice perceived 
that the prisoner was exhausted with so long a conversation, he soon 
after bade him farewell, and left him. ” For two days,” lie said, as he 
turned to depart, ” in all probability, I shall not visit you ; for it may 
be w’cll not to excite any suspicion of my design. But you shall be 
watched carefully night and <lay, that no foul practice be employed 
against you; and at ilic end of the lliird day I trust to find you well 
enough to bear at least a short walk to the river side. In the mean- 
time, as tliey liave deprived you of your arm?, for greater security 
take this and ho placed in his hands a broad double-edged Vene- 
tian poniard, adding, “ fear not to use it, should any one attempt to 
injure you ; for if they do, the means they employ must be of that kind 
which does not court examination ; and now, once more, farewell !” 

The young citizen then retired ; and though the more kindly and 
noble feelings which liis conversation with Hugh of Giicldrcs had 
awakened — feelings untainted by the ivorkra ambition or its policy — 
could not, it is true, stifle entirely the cry of remorse ; yet there had 
been a balm in it all, that sent Iiim forth soothed and softened. He 
i..‘tired not to his cliamber till he had given orders that care and 
atiendaiice should he shown to the prisoner, and that he should be re- 
moved to a better clianibcr ; but when, at lengtli, he cast himself upon 
his bed. fatigue, and the feeling that his heart was not all bitternoss, 
sleep, though it w'as disturbed ; and he woke not till the dawn 
looked in, and roused him from slumber. 

Already, when he rose, the first poignancy of regret was gone ; and 
the wound in his heart had grown stiff and numb. The voice of self- 
love was more read}^ to plead extenuation ; and hope, always far more 
poteH than memory, told him that miglitv things might yet be derived, 
for bve and for his country, from the very deeds he so deeply 
regretted. At all events, policy whispered that he must not let the 
moments slip; and, though the immortal worm, remorse, was still 
slower preying on his heart, he rose prepared to for^t the pang^ in oU 
the active energy of watchful policy and great ambition. 

£vm while he was dressing, messenger after messenger, ff’om dif- 
ferentparts of the country, bearing news, not alone of tiic movcmeniB 
of fVimds and enemies, but also of the preparations which be himself 
liad been labpuring to complete, was admitted to his presence. After 
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c'ollecting the tidings that each one bore him, with a minute memory 
that never failed, and arranging every particular in his own minS 
with that methodical accuracy which rendered the whole available at 
a moments notice, he descended early to the hall, where he expected 
soon to meet many envious and suspicious visiters, feeling that he pos* 
sessed a store of ready information on every subject, which he^ knew 
must confound and overbear them all. 

Strange to say — or, perhaps, not strange at all — the state of painful 
irritation which he now suffered, appeared to render all the faculties of 
his mind more acute and powerful. Naturally energetic, he had ac- 
quired a new degree of energy from the necessity of withdrawing all 
his thoughts from the piist, and fixing them on the present or the 
future ; and his comprehension of the most confused narrative seemed 
more clear, his orders to the most stupid messenger more precise, than 
ever they had been in the whole course of his public career. 

An assembly of all the deputies from Flanders and Brabant had 
been appointed for that day ; but during the morning a number of 
persons crowded the great hall in a desultory manner, long before any 
general meeting of the states toolo place ; and amongst the first that 
appeared was Maillotin du Bac, with an air wdiich expressed both a 
knowledge that he had overstepped his authority, and a dclermination 
to resist every effort to curb liis nearly gratified revenge. 

At another moment, Albert Maurice might have alone despised him, 
and crushed him beneath his feet as a mere worm ; but he well knew 
that great power often trips at a small obstacle. He felt, too, that the 
height he had reached was a giddy one; and that he might require to 
stand some time on the dizzy pinnacle of power, in order to acquire 
that firmness of footing which alone could justify him in despising 
inferior enemies. His very elevation offended many ; and, seeing that 
the contention must soon commence between liimself and the Duke of 
Gueldrcs on the one hand, and the Duke of Cleves on the other, he 
determined to leave the way unencumbered by any minor difficulties. 
Not that he proposed for a moment to abandon his purpose towards 
the prisoner he had left the night before : but he resolved to free him 
by quiet policy more than by bold and sweeping power. 

“ Sir l4evot,” be said, as soon as their first salutation had passed, 
"you did wrong last night in placing a sentry within the walls of the 
municipal prison ; and also somewhat harshly in confining an untried 
prisoner in one of the lower dungeons. Hear me, sir; to tlie end,’' he 
added, seeing the other about to make some dogged reply : " 1 kave 
no intention of bringing tlie matter of your boldness before the coun- 
cil, as I might have done; but the thing must not be repeated. 
Should any like event arise again, 1 will take caic the magistraiiy of 
Gheirt shall examine strictly w^hat punishment is to be inflicted on 
those who have frequently dared to infringe their prlvile^s ! Alark 
me, and remember ! for 1 will not pass it over a second time. Now^ 
then, before the states assemble, take one of my officers and viiit the 
prisoner. See whether he is able to undergo an examination 1^-day, 
and make me your report.” i 

The Prevot was very glad to avoid any collision with the esenevins 
of Ghent, and at the same time a fair prospect of his revenge 
being accomplished ; but, as it wa^ w from tlie wish of Maill|)>tin dn 

fiao that bis prisoner should be examined befo'*e the states avail, he 
a 
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tofltantly determined to report him as much too ill to meet the yro* 
posed invostigution. 

At the same time, there was something in the demeanour of the 
young citizen that sui^rised him. As men of shrewd but mean minds 
sometimes are, in their estimation of nobler characters, he was gene- 
rally right in his appreciation of Albert Maurice, and usually perceived 
the great object that the President was likely to seek in any particular 
contingency, without, however, at all comprehending the inferior 
means he would employ to accomplish his purpose. So much the con- 
trary, indeed, that after having judged correctly of the ultimate 
design, he would often become puzzled and doubtful in regard to the 
accuracy of his judgment even on that point, because the course pur- 
sued by the young citizen was almost always totally ditlercnt from 
the method which he himself would have followed in order to arrive 
at the same object, and totally opposed to all the axioms of bis dwn 
meaner policy. 

Tims, in the present instance, he had sought the town-hall so early, 
under the perfect conviction that the President of Ghent would attempt 
to liberate the man who had before given him his freedom ; believing 
at the same time, that the eonsciousncwss of such a purpose would 
cause the aspiring citizen to avoid the subject, or to speak darkly upon 
his own views. But the bold and proud manner in which Albert 
Maurice rebuked his assumption of power in the town prison, and 
spoke of the immediate examination of the prisoner, shook liis convic- 
tion, and also made him believe that the same stern and uncompro- 
mising policy wliich had been pursued ‘ towards Hugonet and Imber- 
court would be followed throughout, without regard to any other 
feeling than selfish ambition. * 

The scenes which he soon witnessed tended to confirm this opinion; 
and led liira, however falsely, to believe that Albert Maurice forgot 
every gentler and nobler feeling, every generous tie and private affec- 
tion, in the overpowering impulse of an aspiring heart. Scarcely had 
the order proceeded from the lips of the young citizen to inspect the 
condition of the prisoner, ere two or three members of the states en- 
tered the hall. Severs*! others foUow^ed within a very short interval $ 
and as soon as Albert Maurice perceived that a sufficient number 
were sisseniblcd to justify the discussion of important matters, he de- 
clared the appointed hour fully arrived, called them to consultation^ 
and at once boldly proposed that a decree of baiaisliment — drawn up 
in the name of the states general of Flanders, though not ten mem- 
bers of that body were present, and those wholly devoted to his owa 
views — should be issued against the Lord of Kavestein, ai^ the 
Dowager Duchess of Burgundy, as parties to the plot for subjecting 
the country to the sway of France. 

So bold a measure was not, of course, without an object of deop 
moment to him who proposed it ; but, when it is remembered, that! 
Bavestein and Margaret of York were the only influential members 
of what was called in Ghent the French party, who now remained 
with the princess, his motives will be 'dear enough ; for it was that 
party only which Albert Maurice feared. The Duke of Gucldres* 
though dangerous from the popularity he had suddenly acquired, the 
young citizen thought himself strong enough to overthrow when h® 
pleased, supported, as he was sure of being in such a case, by tiie Duk^ 
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of Clevea, and by the manifest abhorrence which the princess displayed 
towards the brutal aspirant to her hand ; and the Duke of Cleves 
himself, the President felt sure, was too weak to succeed without liie 
aid. Thus the Prench party was the only obstacle to his views that 
he really dreaded ; but stiU, the measure he counselled was too bold 
to pass without some debate. 

ft was carried, however, at length, before any one arrived who had 
Buffleiont influence to oppose it with vigour ; and the order for the 
instant removal of the Dowager Duchess and the Lord of Ravestein 
was sent at once to the palace, enforced by a largo body of the 
burgher guard. 

Gradually the assembly increased, till about forty persons were 
gathered round the courudl table, while a number of others, uncntitlcd 
to a seat amongst the deliberative body, filled the vacapt places of the 
hall, by the favour of the President’s adherents. 11c liinisclf was, 
perhaps, not unaware that a multitude of voices, ready to applaud his 
words, were collected around him; for the noblest, ay, and the 
proudest, heart will bend servilely to the senseless shout it despises, 
wh©a once it has bound itself as a serf in tlie golden collar of ambi- 
tion. At lengtli, after casting his eye around, to see who were the 
members of tlie states assembled, Albert Maurice rose to speak ; hut 
as he (lid so, the trampling of horse coming at a rapid rate, and loud 
shouts of “ Long live the Duke of Gucldres! Health to the noble 
duke and the fair princess ! Long life to Ghent and the Duke of 
Gueldres!” w'erc heard rising from the square below; and the young 
citizen again sat dowm, witli a contracted brow and quireriug lip. 

' In a few moments the Duke of Gueldres entered the Imll, and 
took his seat on the right of the President, who knew tbe informal 
constitution of their whole assembly too well, to object to that noble’s 
intrusion on their councils. But the young citizen rose again imme- 
diately himself, and at once addressed the states, as they termed 
themselves, in a speech full of fire and energy, lie pointed out that 
the time was now conic, when active and combined exertion through- 
out the whole land was necessary to save it from the usurpation of 
France, when not only the safety, but the very existence of the coun- 
try required the energy of every individual to be emphtyed, without a 
moment’s delay, for the benefit of the w’hole ; and he touched elo- 
quently upon the necessity of laying aside all private jealousies, dis- , 
putes, and feuds, in (?rdcr to concentrate all efforts to clieck the rapid 
progress of the French monarch. Of many dangers, he said, it was of 
course necessary to meet that which was most imminent, and no one 
would doubt for a moment that the usurjiing and successful arms of 
France presented the peril they had most to dread. Severe measures 
had been pursued, he said, to shoiv the timid and tlic traitor that they 
could not betray their country with impunity; and it became the 
Btates of Flanders and Brabant, even as a consequence of many of 
their late acts, to prove to their countrymen that they could and 
would protect the honest and the patriotic, as well as punish tbe guilty 
and the disloyal. It was time, he added to lay aside all differences of 
opinion, f o fbi^et individual interests and passions, to cast away cveiy 
thou^jt but patriotism, and calling forth the whole intelligence and 
the whole strength of the state, to join heart and hand, and mind and 
energy, in defmee of tlicir violated rights and their insulted cotmtry. 
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He epoke with the most powerful oratory, and he spoke true; hat 
he did not remember that the oil of smooth words will never allay the 
rafrln" waves of faction, even though the storm of anarchy threaten to 
wreck the state itself. Had he looked into his own heart, indeed, and 
seen that, though he was now anxious to repel the common enemy, 
yet it was but in order to seize one quiet moment to overthrow 
rivals, he would hnve learned the secret of every bosom around Mm, 
and found that scllisli ambition was the whole. 

In tlie midst of his speech, however, while, in the very vehemence 
of declamation, he was inveighing against France, and was about to 
proceed, from the general terms which he had been using, to a clear 
and minute view of the state of the land, and the measures imme- 
diately necessary for its defence, one of the deputies from some 
inferior town, who believed the moment for distinguishing his own 
small knowledge and talents was arrived, rose, and boldly cut aerbss 
the President’s speecli, exclaiming, “ Perhaps tlie noble President does 
not know the unhappy news ** 

**I know all!” thundered Albert Maurice, his eyes lightning witfi 
indignation at the interruption. “ God of Heaven ! whereibre do I 
hold the station that 1 do, if it be not to learn, and know, and investi- 
gate all that may eoiicem the interest of the state ? Do I not know 
♦hat Arras has’ fallen? that Toumay is now in the hands of the 
enemy ? — that Hesdin, and Boulogne, and Bethune are taken ? — that 
Oudard has been murdered ? — that Descordes is false ? — that Vergy 
lies in chains? Do I not know that the duchy of Burgundy is in- 
vaded ; that Franclie-Comptc is overrun ; and that the troops of Louis 
are advancing to the gates of Ghent ? What is it that I do not know, 
that any one should dare to interrupt me ? Let me tell the deputy 
who has just sat down, that, if he had all the miserable catalogue of 
the woes and dangers of his countiy, from the first infraction of her 
frontiers, to the last base or mean, or murderous act of her great 
enemy, so much by heart as I have, he would turn every thought of 
his mind to find means of meeting the perils that menace us, rather 
than break through the order of tMs assembly by speaking before he 
has heard.” 

The vehemence with which the young citizen spoke, tlie picture of 
overwhelming misfortunes which he displayed, and the deep tone of 
patriotic anxiety which his words breathed forth, combined to make 
his hearers forget the angry bitterness with whitrh he rebuked one of 
their members, and each turned and gazed, with an expression of 
terror, in the faces of the others, as the President counted over the 
rapid losses and misfortunes of their country. 

Albert Maurice paused, and Ganay, who was present, remarked, 
without rising, “ Something must be imraediately done to remedy all 
this. Or, doubtless,” he added, not unwilling to bring about some 
imputation of blame upon Albert Maurice for neglect, though unwilling 
to utter one word of blame himself, “or, doubtless, our noble President 
has already, with his usual activity, prepared some means of meeting 
cdl these difficulties.” 

“I have!” replied Albert Maurice, sternly; and, as he did so, a 
slight curl of the lip conveyed to the druggist a suspicion that his 
purpose had been understood. “ I liave! The difficulty can only be 
met, the enemy can only be opposed in arms, and the meaner hava 
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been prQ)aTed. Seven thousand men have been raised and trained in 
Ohent, as you all know. Three thousand men are ready to niarcli in 
the villages round about. Before noon, five thousand more will be in 
the city from Ypres, and, ere night, five thousand more will have ar 
rived from Bruges ; while Brabant and the other provinces are pre* 
paring an army of forty thousand men besides. Our power is thus 
already sufficient to keep the towns of Plandcrs against the King of 
France, while forces are marching up to our aid, which will soon ena- 
ble us to expel him from our land for ever. Provisions for forty days 
have been prepared, and a magazine of arms is already established at 
Oudenarde, which is garrisoned by a sufficient force to ensure it from 
capture. We have still a line of fortmed places, wiiich we can soon 
render secure; and having done so, we can bid the tyrant oilher retire 
from our border^ or let Ms soldiers rot in the field till we rea]) them 
■with the sword, instead of that harvest wliich they have mowed ere it 
was ripe." 

A loud and long hurst of applause followed this rccnpitnlation of 
the means wliich, by the most extraordinary activity, he had collected 
in BO short a space of time to repel the arms of Prance; and, satisfied 
with the impression that he had made, Albert Maurice sat down, in 
order to allow one of the deputies from Ypres to propose a plan of 
Action, which had been previously laid out between them, for the em- 
ployment of the forces thus raised to the general advantage of Plan- 
ders. The worthy burgher, however, though a man of sense, and 
Borne military skill, having served during a considerable time with 
the people of his commune under the Buke Philip, was always an 
unwilling speaker, and paused for a moment to collect his ideas after 
the President had sat down. 

Tlie Duke of Gueldres instantly seized the occasion, and, anxious 
to gain the command of the army, proposed to lead it himself against 
the suburbs of Tournay, together with five hundred men-at-arms 
which he had raised since his liberation. ** The very appearance of 
Bueh a force in the field,** he smd, '* and ied on to some rapid and 
brilliant expedition, would make Louis XI. w'ho had been well culled 
Xe Roi Couard, pause and hesitate, while fresh reinforcements might 
come up to swell the army of Flanders, and enable it either tc; risk 
a general battle, or attempt the re-capture of the towns w hich had 
■ been taken." 

To this proposal Albert Maurice strongly objected, and declared 
that, instead of encountering any further risk than that inevitable in 
leading a raw and inexperienced army through a difficult country, 
they ought to make it their chief object to strengthen the garrisons 
of all the many fortified towns tlicy still possessed, but more espe- 
cially to throw a considerable force into Lille and Bouai, wliich still 
held out for the princess, and were plentifully supplied with provi- 
sions, but whose respective garrisons were too small to retard the 
progress of Louis for three days, whenever he should lead his armies 
against them. In support of this opinion, he showed that troops 
i,QStily levied, and unaccustomed to warfare, were much more likely 
well when defended by stone walls, and commanded by ex- 
officers, than in the open field against a veteran army, 
fthe Tournay itself wlis not likely long to hold out 

yn^ giaace. if Lille and Bouai were properly garrisoned with uum« 
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ben suflhsient to sweep the whole neif^hbouringf eountiy of pro¥i- 
sions ; and he ended by calling upon the states not to be dazzled 
by tiie apparent case of the enterprise proposed by the Duke d 
Gueldrcs, for he could assure them that it was the best maxim, boA 
in tactics and policy, never to believe anything impossible, but never 
to fancy anything easy. 

The countenance of the Duke of Gueldres flushed with wrath, to 
hear himself so boldly opposed by a simple citizen of Ghent, and he 
was about to reply with hasty vehemence, wliich would infallibly 
have ruined all his own designs, had not Ganay started up, and, with 
ail the smooth and plausible art of which he was master, sketched 
out a plan, which, while it seemed to coincide with that of Albert 
Maurice, rendered it nearly nugatory, and, at the same time, coul* 
cided exactly with that of the Duke of Gueldres. 

“The infinite wisdom and skill," he said, “which have been dis- 
played, under all circumstances, by our noble President, should make 
us receive his opinion with reverence and respect, even were it not 
evidently founded in knowledge and experience. There can bo no 
doubt, however, in the minds of any one here present, that the pre- 
servation of Lille and Douai is absolutely necessary for the security 
of Flandiirs, and may also greatly tend to facilitate the very objects 
proposed by the noble Duke of Gueldres. But the two plans are by 
no means incompatible. Neither Lille nor Douai can admit of a gar- 
rison of more than two thousand men in addition to that with which 
they are at present furnished. Twelve or thirteen thousand men 
will be quite suiScient to enable the noble duke to make his attempt 
upon Tournay. Let then tile President himself, whose military skill 
we all witnessed, wdicn he served with the men of ‘Ghent under the 
late Duke Charles, some five or six years ago; let him then lead five 
thousand men to the aid of Lille and Douai ; and, having thrown 
what force into those places he may find necessary, return with the 
rest to Ghent; while, in the meantime, the duke marches forth 
against Tournay with the rest of the troops which we con spare from 
the defence of this city." ♦ 

The feelings which this speech excited in the mind of Albert Mau- 
rice were of a very mixed and intricate nature. By this time, from 
many of those slight and accidental indications by which a skilful 
observer may read the changes of the human heart, the young 
burglier had learned that Ganay was no longer^the zealous friend he 
had been, and he felt, rather than remarked, that, with that dark and 
subtle being there could be no medium between active support and 
deadly opposition, circumstanced as they were and had been. With 
this conviction impressed upondiis mind, perhaps he might see, or at 
least suspect, that one object in the proposal of tlie druggist was to 
obtain his absence from the city. He might see, too, tliat the com- 
mand of a large portion of the army given to the Duke of Gueldres, 
whose military abilities were well known, would throw immense 
power into tlie hands of that prince, becoming already too powerful; 
and he likewise knew the general dangers attendant upon the absence 
of a political leader too well, not to dread the consequences of his own 
departure from Ghent at a moment so critical. 

Nevertheless, one of his chief weaknesses was the ambition of miU- 
tary renown; and that ambition had received an impulse which il 
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Itad ncrer Icnown before, since be had dared to raise bis hopes to % 
|)Tincess descended from a race of heroes. He feJt, too, Avitiun liim- 
«elf, great powers of the kind immediately required, and he trusted 
that, by the exertion of that energetic activity which characterized 
all his movements, he should be enabled to accomplish his enterpise — 
to add, perhaps, some brilliant exploits to all that he had already 
performed and to return to Ghent before any great advantage could 

taken of his absence by his enemies. 

An immediate reply, however, was necessary, and long discussions 
ensued, in the course of which Alb^t Maurice did not absolutely op- 
pose the scheme of Ganay; yet tliere were in the dotnils so many 
nice and delicate points to be determined, that much angry and 
vehement dispute topk place, in which the violent and overbearing 
temper of the Duke ’ of Gueldres more than once broke forth, and 
was repressed by the young citizen, in his capacity of President of 
the states, with a stern severity, that left them both, with duslied 
cheeks and frowning brows, gazing upon each other when the meet- 
ing of the states broke up. 

By this time all w'as determined. Albert Maurice had accepted 
the command, with the understanding that it was totally distinct and 
independent of l^e one conferred upon tlie Duke of Gueldres, that 
the troops were solely under his own orders, and that the moment 
he had performed the specific task he undertook, he was at liberty 
to return to Ghent. All this had been conceded. Tlie populace 
quitted the hull, and the deputies, one by one, took their leave and 
retired. , 

The Duke of Gueldres was among the last that left the apartment, 
and it was with a slow step he descended the stairs nearly to the 
bottom, biting his lip with ill-reprossed passion at the contradiction 
he had met with, and at the little reverence that the President of 
Ghent had shown either to his opinions or to his rank. 11 is medita- 
tions did not serve to cool him; on the contrary, at every step the 
words which hud been addressed to him, and the scene in wdiich they 
had been spolfen, recurred with more and more bitterness to his mind; 
and when he had reached the last step but two, passion, as it often did 
with him, got the better of all command, and stamping on the ground 
with his foot, as he remembered the contemptuous curl of 1 he young 
citizen*8 lip, he turned, and mounting the stairs with wide strides, 
once more entered tlig hall. 

Albert Maurice was standing alone at the head of the table, with a 
countenance of deep melancholy, from which every expression of 
anger and scorn was now totally banished. He raised his eyes as the 
duke entered, and gazed upon him with surprise, as advancing close 
to him, with flashing eyes and a burning check, that rude prince ex- 
claimed, “You have dared, sir — ^villain and slave as you are, base 
mechanical hind, bred and bom amongst looms and shuttles — you 
have dared to treat with disrespect a noble of the land, and, by 
Heaven! you shall some day pay for it. Were you not as the dirt 
beneath my feet, and would not your vile blood sully my sword to 
shed it, I would save the hangman the pains he may some day have, 
and punish you where you stand." 

‘‘Know, Duke of Gueldres,” replied Albert Maurice, witli caim 
sternness, though in other days lie might have laughed at the intern* 
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perate fnaolonce of his adversary — “ Know, Duke of Gueldres, that 
were there anything: in the cinpt|r assumption of blood, mine is 
descended from as pure a stock as your own, though one of my an- 
cestors wisely and nobly chose to embrace an honourable trade rather 
than follow the example of such as you and yours, and live by rapine, 
plunder, oppression, and wrong. Advance not your hand towards 
me. Sir Duke, for remember that insult levels all distinctions ; and 
that I, too, wear a sword, which I should not scruple to dye in nobler 
blood than that of tlie Duke of Gueldres, if he laid but a linger 
upon me.” 

‘•Out, slave !” cried the Duke; "I will take thy boasted descent 
on credit, were it but to punish thine insolence !” and striking tho 
young citizen a violent blow on the breast, he threw back his mantle 
and drew his sword. ^ 

Albert Maurice was not slack to meet him, and his sword was also 
in his hand, when a number of citizens who had heard, through the 
open doors, the high words which liad lately passed, ran in and beat 
up their weapons. The Duke of Oueldrcs glared round him for»a 
moment in vain fury, then thrust back his sv.ord into its scabbard, 
and shaking his clenched hand towards the young citizen, exclaimed, 
When next we meet!” and, turning on his heel, left the apartment. 
Albert Maurice sheathed his w'eapon also, and only commenting on 
what had passed by a contemptuous smile, resumed his look of grave 
thought, and proceeded calmly to transact tho business of his station. 


CHAPTER XXXir. 

Tiib Duke of Giipldros, however, was still to enjoy a triumph before 
he returned to his dwelling, wliich, could he have seen into the heart 
of his rival, would have fully compensated all tha pain which liis 
anger had inflicted on himself. Albert Maurice was left alone ; but 
tlicre was a shout in the market-place without, which rang painfully 
on his cars, as lie turned from the great hall ; for ho could not avoid 
hearing the loud voice of the multitude, cheering the Duke of Guel- 
dres as he mounted his horse. 

The sounds were distinct enough ; and to him bitter enough, also. 
They were “Long live the Duke of Gueldres and the Princess I 
Gueldres and Burgundy for ever! We will give lier to whom wa 
lilze ! She shall marry the good Duke! Long lue to the noble Duka 
of Gueldres!” and tliougli, as that prince rode on, the words were rro 
longer to be distinguished, the cries still continued, and the fancy of 
the young citizen furnished each brawling shout with articulata 
sounds of the character most iuimical to his own peace. 

“Ere I go,” he thought — "ere I go, I will see her myself; nnd 
assure myself of her feelings before 1 quit the city. Then, if 1 find 
that she hates him, as I believe, that she looks upon him as the wolf 
he really is, I will take sulfielent means to guard her from his impor- 
tunities during my absence.” 

The determination was no sooner formed than he prepared tc exe- 
cute it ; and, while he despatched a messenger to the pah'ice to 
demand an audience of the princess previous to his departure, which 
was fixed for the next day, he gave a AultUude of necessary ordersi- 
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and as soon as his horse was ready, set out himself to seek an inter* 
Tiew, wliich the consciousness having brought about the death of 
hiary’s counsellors, and the banishment of her friends, made him 
dread even while he courted it. * 

But, as those who are young in deceit generally do, he forgot, for 
the time, that the dark secrets of his heart were confined to his own 
bosom ; and that the policy he had pursued, and the bold ambition 
that prompted it, were unknown to Her who had most suffered by it. 
In truth, the feelings of Mary were very different from those which 
he had anticipated. The broad and simple facts had only reached her 
ear. She knew that the young citizen had taken no part in the trial 
or the judgment of Imbercourt, and that he had not even been pre- 
sent at his execution. The order for the immediate removal of the 
Duchess Dowager and Bavestein, also, had been issued in the name 
of the states : and perfectly unconscious of the wild hopes and am- 
bitious dreams of Albert Maurice, she believed that if he had at all 
mingled in those proceedings, it was but most unwillingly, and from 
a strong, though mistaken impression of duty and patriotism. De- 
prived, too, of the counsellors in whom she liad always most trusted, 
and of the friends whom she had most loved, the unhappy girl felt 
inclined to cling to any one who seemed disposed to treat her with 
kindness and tenderness ; and the only one who remained was Albert 
Maurice, lie hadalwaj's been gentle ; he had always seemed to ad- 
vocate her interest ; he had never asked her for gift, or honour, or 
dignity ; and even his very animosity towards Imbercourt and the 
Chancellpr, had first arisen in the support which he gave to the prin- 
cess, in her reluctant struggles against the hard and painful policy 
her ministers had dictated. The dignity of his demeanour, the high 
qualities of his mind, the independence of his character, and the appa- 
rent disinterestedness of his conduct, had gained her esteem ; and 
the respectful gentleness of his manners towards herself, as well as 
his constant and zealous advocacy of the line of policy dictated by 
her wishes as a woman, had won her gratitude and her confidence. 

A gleam of pleasure brightened the gloom around her when she 
heard that he was coming ; and, in order at once to attach him more 
strongly to her interests, to express her thanks for his supposed ser- 
vices. and to detach liim totally from the burgher faction, whose influ- 
ence had already worked so much evil, she directed one of the officers 
of the palace to dra\^ up, immediately, letters of nobility in favour of 
' the young citizen, and to bring them to her with all speed. Gentle 
by nature and by habit, the only arms wliich Mary ever employed 
against her rebellious subjects were favours and mildness, and she 
fondly fancied, that, in this step towards Albert Maurice, she had 
devised a deep stroke of policy- The secretary’s task was almost 
completed iHien Albert Maurice arrived ; and tlie evident pleasure 
with wliich Mary received him, in the midst ot all her griefs, extin- 
guished for the time remorse and apprehension in the blaze of hope 
and joy, and once more nerved him for the bold career of ambition in 
wliioh he had started against such fearful odds. 

The, princess was pale and shaken with all the agitation, terfbr, 
and grief of the day before ; but the light that shone up in licr eyes, 
and tlic smile which played about her lips as he approached, made her 
' appear a thousand-times more lovely in the eyes of the young burgher, 
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tlian she would have seemed in all the pride of state, security, and 
happiness. In the unconscious simplicity of heart, too, all lier words 
gave encouragement to feelings that she little dreamed of; and when, 
on the announcement of his approaching departure, she pressed him 
to stay, and to abandon his design ; when she assured him tliat he 
was the only one she could now trust, since her faithful servants had 
been put to death and her kindred had been banished, and beseedied 
him not to leave her without a coimsellor, or without a friend, Albert 
Maurice knowing the passions that animated his own bosom, could 
not but hope that in some degree she saw them too; and, while habi- 
tual respect cast a deep reverence over all his words and actions, 
wdiich served to deceive her as to his feelings, his love and liis ambi- 
tion caught a new fire from the confiding esteem which she expressed 
towards him. He assured her that in si,K days he would be once 
more in Ghent; and he hoped, he said, to Itty some laurels at her feet* 
In the meantime, he added, it might be necessary to think of her 
securit}’' against all intrusion. * 

“ Oh, for the love of heaven, provide for that 1” exclaimed the 
princess ; “ I fear that base, that dreadful Duke of Gueldres. Even 
the shelter of my own apartments is no security against him; and 
his influence with the peoi>lc, they tell me, is becoming ft*arfully 
great. Speak, Margaret,” she added, turning to one of her atten- 
dants, “what was it you heard the people crying hut now?” 

“ Fear not, your Grace,” replied Albert Maurice, ivitlKuit vraiting 
to hear from the princess’s lady a repetition of words which had already 
made his blood boil. The career of the Duke of Gueldres draws to- 
wards its end ! If I judge righth', his own ambition Avill be a 
stiimhling-hlock sufficient to bring his speedy overthrow. But if not, 
sooner than you should suffer from insolent daring, he shall find that 
Albert Maurice does not wear a sword in vain.” 

“ Oh, use it not against him, sir,” replied the princess; “there may 
he other ways of ridding tlie city of his presence. Too mucli bloOil 
has been shed already. Nay, do not look sad. Lord President. I 
know that ^t was without your will. I know that you were not even 
present. But while you are absent from the city, if your absence be 
unavoidable, I beseech you to take measures to guard me against his 
intrusion. When you return,” she added, ivith a deep crimson blush, 
which rose from feelings that would have damned all the young citi- 
zen’s presumptuous hopes for ever, could he Ifhve divined them — 7 
“ when you return, I would fain speak with you on taking such mca- 
eurea for the defence of the state as may obtain for it permanent 
security. A woman’s hand, I see, cannot hold the reins of such a 
land as that which I am unhappily called to govern ; and it is lime 
for me to yield them to some one who can better guide the state 
than I can. But more of this hereafter. We will not si)eak more now.” 

The heart of the young citizen throbbed as if it would have burst, 
but it throbbed with joy ; and probably he might have replied, not- 
withstanding the prohibition of the princess, in such a manner as 
woiUd have endc'd the delusion of both ; but, at that moment, ac- 
cording to the orders he had received, the secretary of the chancery 
of Burgundy brought in the letters-patent which he had been drawl- 
ing up in haste. 

The princess presented them to liim for whom they were destined 

R 
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with her own hand, leaving him at liberty to make them public, or 
to preserve them unemployed till such time as he should think fit; 
and while she gave them, she added her thanks for his obedience to 
the wishes she bad expressed when last they met. Tliougli the 6ub« 
ject was too painful for the princess even to mentidn the name of 
the two faithful servants she had lost, yet Albert Maurice felt that 
she alluded to her petitions in their behalf. For a single instant he 
thought she spoke in irony, and his check turned red and pale by 
turns; but a moment's reflection called to his mind the simple, candid 
character of her who spoke, and what she had before said on the same 
subject; and he saw that she deceived herself in regard to the part 
he had taken. There was a natural rectitude in his heart which 
might have made liim, at any risk, avow boldly his approval of, if not 
his particii)ation in, the bloodshed which had been committed — ^had 
the love of Mary of Burgundy not been at stake. But he who knew 
not what fear is, under other circumstances, had learned to become 
as timid as a child in her x^rcsence; and though, while kneeling to 
kiss her hand in thanks for the honour she had just conikred, his 
whole frame trembled both with the agitation of deep love, and the 
knowledge that he was acting a deceitful part, yet he found it impos- 
sible to utter those words which he well knew would have pronounced 
his owm condemnation to the ears of Mary of Burgundy. 

The sensation, however, oppressed him; and, after hurried and 
somewhat incolicrcnt thanks, he took his leave, feeling that he had 
made another step in the crooked and degrading path of policy. 

The rest of the day was consumed in preparations for his departure 
early the next morning, and in precautions against the influence of 
Ills enemies in Ghent. Men may make use of knaves and hypocrites, 
in order to rise, but they must still have recourse to the honest and 
the true, when they would give permanance to their authority. Thus, 
from the council which Albert Maurice now called to bis aid, panay 
was excluded, as well as all the fiercer and more subtle spirits, which 
had hitherto been so busy in the affidrs of Client; while honest Martin 
Fruse, and seven other citizens like himself, who, though not with- 
out their weaknesses and their follies, possessed at heart a fund of 
honesty of intent and plain common sense, were summoned by the 
young citizen to a private conference, for the purpose of taking such 
measures as would secure the peace and tranquillity of the city, and 
the stability of the»order of things established, during his temiiorary 
absence. 

He felt it difficult, indeed, to explain to them all the evils that 
were to be guarded against, all the dangers that ho foresaw, and all 
the apiireliensions that he entertained, especially in regard to the 
druggist Ganay. To have done so fully, would have been to have 
exposed all tlie darker and more dangerous secrets of his own bosom, 
and' to have given a lucture of himself, of the means he had employed, 
and of the deeds into wliich he had been betrayed, which he was 
unwilling to display to any human being. Thus it was not without 
much circumlocution that he could find words to convey his immediate 
views to the honest men by whom he was surrounded, and yet keep ^ 
to those general terms which might not expose himself. 

Martin Fruse, however, whose love for his nephew was paramount 
^ his bosom, gr^tly reUeved the task; for— with a sort ^ intuitive 
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feeling, that there were many things wliich Albert IVIaurice would 
wish to keep cr)nccaled, and from a desire of sparing him as much afl 
possible — he passc^d as rapidly as his intellect would x^ennit him to 
conclusions, skipping as quickly as possible over all explanations 
regarding preceding facts with a nod or smile of intelligence, which 
led the other worthy merchants to believe that he was fully acquainted 
with all the macliiucry of the events which had taken place. After 
some hours’ consultation, it was arranged that Albert Maurice, 
deputing his whole municipal authority to his uncle, should entrust 
the worthy citizen and the other merchants present, to form such a 
party in the council, as might keep the affairs of the town, if possible, 
in a completely passive state during his absence. His ofEcc in the 
states general he could not transfer; for though he held the presi- 
dency of that body, as a privilege connected with its assembling in 
the city of wliich he had been constituted chief magistrate, yet that 
privilege could not be deputed to another; and the states — ^if they 
met at all during his absence — would be presided over by the next 
deputy from the city of Ghent. * 

Tlic power, however, which he placed in the hands of good ^lartin 
Prusc was anything hut insignificant, for Ghent then ruled the states; 
and it was determined that all measures were to be token for the 
Beciirity of the city and the repairs of the fortifications; "that the pur- 
chase of supplies and provisions, and the levying of men, were to go 
on as usual ; but that, upon the proposal of any important movement, 
on the ])art of Ghent, a motion for its postponement till the return of 
the President was immediately to he put, and supported by his friends. 
Tlic meeting of the states general, too, was to be opposed as much as 
p().ssil)lc during his absence from Ghent; and as tlie authority of the 
municipality was, of course, paramount in their own city, it seemed 
probable that his friends would be able to exert great influence in 
this respect. Any pretensions of the l^uke of*Guelclrcs to the 
hand of the princess were to he drenuously opposed in the council; 
and JJartin Frup(!, and the burgher guard, were to give her every 
Sup]K)vt and protection, in case she might require it. Anxious, too^ 
for the safety of Hugh of Giieldrcs, Albert Maurice took care that a 
Strong force should be stationed at the town prison, and that the 
merdiJinis sliould be prepared to put an instant negative u^on any 
prof)osal for bringing tlie prisoner to trial during his absence.* 

Wlu n ail lh(‘.sc arrangements were concluded, the next care of the 
.young citizen was to select such bands from amongst both the new and 
old levies of the city, as were most likely to ensure him success in the 
. enterprises which he was about to execute; and this being done, and 
all his further preparations completed, he proceeded, once more, to 
visit the Vert Gallant of Hannut in the chamber to which he had now 
been removed. The young cavalier lay in a deep, sweet sleep, from 
which even the opening of the door and the approach of Albert Mau- 
rice did not wake him ; and the President gazed for a moment or two 
on his face — as he lay so calm and tranquil, within the walls of a pri- 
son, suffering fiDm injuries, and exposed to constant danger — ^with 
H feeling of envy and regret, which, perhaps, few can appreciate fully, 
who have not felt the sharp tooth of remorse begin its sleepless gnaw-, 
ing on the heart. 

He would not have disturbed such slumbers for the isgrld; unit 
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villKlrawinj? a^ain ivith a iioiselot-s step, lie retired to Ijip own cham- 
ber, and cast himself down upon his bed, to snatcli, at least, that 
heated and disturbed sleep, which was all the repose that he was ever 
more to know on earth. 


CHAPTER XXXm. 

The clanpr of trumpet echoing through the streets of Ghent, an hour 
bchire daylircak, announced that the body of forces under the com- 
mand of the young President was about to set out upon its expedition, 
and as the burghers started from their sleep, and listened to the 
various sounds that followed— the trampling of horses, the voices of 
the ofiicers, and the dull measuri'd tread of marching men, not unfre- 
quontl}' did a feeling of pride rise in their bosoms from that universal i 
principle — “the extension of the idea of self;” as each one felt tliat 
the army thus on its march was, in some degree, his own, as part and 
parcel of the city of Ghent. 

To l^lic ears of none in the whole town, however, did the sounds 
come more pleasantly than to those of the druggist Ganay, who had 
felt, within the last two clays, a sort of thirst to see the back of him 
he had once loved, turned upon the city; for, though — ^^vith that 
degree of pride in his cunning, wdiich artful men often possc’ss — ^he 
did not usually apprehend that his wit would fail in a struggle with 
that of any other being; yet there was something in the unaccount- 
able knowledge of foregone tacts whicli Albert Maurice had displayed, 
that made him entertain a vague fear of the young citizen, and ren- 
dered him unwilling to venture any very bold stroke till Ghent was 
free from his presence. 

first sound of the trumpet fell upon his ear as he sat watching 
the bed of the wounded Lord of Neufchatel, into whose sick chamber 
he had obtruded himself with an officious zeal, which might have 
been resented by the noble’s attendants, had he not, by quiet and 
soothing attentions, rendered himself useful, and his presence pleasing 
to the invalid himself, while a long alleiulance on a sick and fretful 
old man, had cooled and wearied those who were at first most active 
in Ills service. A restless and feverish night had passed awaj’^; and, 
as morning came, the ancient Seneschal of Burgundy showed some 
inclination to falj asleep; hut the first braying of the trumpets 
roused him; and he eagerly demanded what those sounds mcantwl. 
The druggist explained the cause at once; and the enfeebled warrior 
shook his head with a melanchrdy air, as he heard the call to horse 
sounded again, W'itliout being able to raise a limb from his couch. 

“ Twas not so when first 3'ou knew me, Master Ganay?” he said; 
and then — while one sound succeeded another, and squadron after 
• squadron marched forth through the streets — he continued to mur- 
mnr a number of low and somewhat incoherent sentences, between 
the delirium of feverish irritation and the drowsiness of exhaustion. 
At length, as a faint bluish light began to gleam into the chamber 
from the dawning of the morning, the last horseman |)as8ed the gates 
of the court-yard, and all Ghent resumed its former stillness. , 

The old man would then have addressed himself to sleep again ; 
but Ganay now recalled his mind to the subject of his brighter days, 
irith an es^traordinaiy degfee of pertinacity. “ Nay, nay, my noble 
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lord,” he said, returning to the topic of their early acquaintance; 
^ when first I saw your lordship, you would little have suffered an 
army to march while you lay still in bed.” 

“Not I, not I, indeed!” rei)lied the Lord of Neufchatcl. “But 
what can one do?” 

“Alack, nothing now,” said the druggist; “but think that you 
never flinched while you could keep the saddle. You were as eager a 
rider in those days as ever I met — ay! and somewhat hasty withal.” 

“Ah! my good Ganay, are you there now?” said the old lord. 
“Have you not forgot that yet? Well, man, I did you wrong; but 
have I not tried to make atonement? 1 did you wrong, I do believe 
from my soul.” 

“Believe, my lord!” cried Ganay, “are you not sure? Are not 
the very papers you possess convincing enough of my innocence ?” 

“Well, well, perhaps they are,” replied the old man, somewhat 
impatiently. 

“ Perhaps they are !” exclaimed the other. “ Nay, surely they are. 
But let me fetch and read them to your lordship — where can I find 
them ?” 

“ Tliey are in the Venice cabinet. I think,” answered the Lord of 
Neufchalel; “ but never mind tlicm — ^nevermind them. I tell thee 
I am convinced — what need of more ? 'I would fain sleep now, if the 
accursed itching of this thrust in my sliouJder would let me. Call 
the boy with his rote, good Ganay ; he often puts me to sloop by 
playing on liis iristrument— or the man that tells stories : he is better 
still. I never fail to grow drdWsy as soon as he begins, and to snore 
before he has half done.” 

“ Take but a cup of this elixir, my lord,” answered the druggist. 
•‘Mind you not, how it refreshed you yesterday morning?” 

“ Surely,” cried the old lord, in a peevish tone. “ Have you any 
more? Why did you not give it me sooner? ' How could you see 
me suffer so all night, and not give me that whic*li alone eases me ?” 

“ Because, if used too often, it loses its cflect,” rejilied the druggist. 

“ Give it me — give it me now, then!” cried tlic invalid, impatiently. 
•* When would you give a man medicine but when lie is ill and in 
pain? Spare not, man — ^let the dose be full. Tliou shalt be well 
paid for thy drugs.” 

Ganay took up a cup from the table, and nearly filled it with a 
dark-coloured liquid from a phial wliich ho drew out of his bosom. 
He then gave it to the old noble, who drank oil* t lie contents at once, 
while the druggist gazed on him with an eye ■which seemed almost 
starting from its socket, so intense was the look of eager interest with 
which he regarded liim. 

“Arc you sure it is the same?” said the Lord of Neufchatcl, re- 
tuniing the cup ; “ it tastes differently ; it is bitterer, and lias a faint 

taste as of earth. It is — it is — not so ” 

. But, as he spoke, tlie lids of his eyes fell ; he opened them drowsily 
Once or twice, added a few more almost inarticulate words, and tlieu 
sunk back upon his pillow. Ganay looked at him inteiiiiy for two or 
three minutes, then stole out of the room, and, descending with a 
quiet step to tlie hall, he woke his own serving-boy, who was sitting 
by the fire. “ Hie thee to the Prevot," he whispered ; “ bid him hither 
instantly I” 
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"Who goes there?’* cried the servant on watch, who had been 
asleep also, but was now wakened by the boy opening the door» 

" Who goes there ?” 

"Only my boy,” answered Ganay, “going for some drugs against 
my good lord wakes — I would have healed him sooner than all tlie 
leeches in the town, had 1 but tried it before ; but, of course, I could 
not meddle till lie dismissed the surgeon in such wrath.** 

" How goes he now, Master Ganey ?” demanded the man. 

" Better, I hope!” replied the druggist, “ but he lias had a fearful 
night. He now sleeps, and I think it is a crisis. If he wake better, 
he will do well. If not, he dies.” 

"God forfend!” cried the man. 

Ganay echoed loudly the wish, and retired once more to .the sick 
man*s chamber. Entering with stealthy steps, he approached the 
bed, and gazed upon him that it contained. A slight stream of dark 
fluid had flowed from his mouth, and stained his pillow; and Ganay, 
as he remarked tliis appearance, muttered, “Tlic stoma(.*h has re- 
jected it. He must take more. To leave it half done, were worse 
than all! Here., my lord,” he added, aloud, shaking liim by the arm 
— " Here I take a little more of the same blessed elixir !” 

But the old man made no answer, except by a long deep-drawn 
sigli; and Ganay, adding, “lie has had enough,” sat down, and turn- 
ing his face from the lamp, continued gazing for some minutes upon 
the couch. From time to ti^, as he sat and looked, a few mut- 
tered words would escape his lips; and often he would turn and 
listen for the sounds in the street, as if impatient for the coming of 
Bome one from without. 

"The Venice cabinet!** he muttered, "that stands in the small 
arras chamber by the saloon I Could one reach it, now, uiijierceived! 
But no. ’Tis better to wait till l>u Bac arrives ; some of the varlets 
might catch me, and all were ruined ; better wait till lie comes. He is 
very tedious, though — It works but slowly ! He lias liad Jiardly enough 
—What can be done ? — He cannot take any more ! — is a long- 
drawn sigh — it should be the last — A litile help were not amiss, 
though !’* and so saying, he pressed his hand heavily on the chest of 
the old Lord of Neufchatel. 

It rose once slightly against the -weight ; but death and life were 
by this time so nearly balanced in his frame, that it rose but once, 
and then all was quiet. Still Ganay continued the pressure with liis 
whole force, till siiLldcnly the eyes opened, and the jaw dropped; and 
the murderer insti actively started back, fancying that liLs victim was 
awakening from his slumber. But he instantly perceived that what 
he saw was but the sign of a longer and more profound sleep having ^ 
taken the old man to repose for ever ; and, after one more glance to 
satisfy him that no means of resusiutalion could prove available, he 
loudly called upon the servants and attendants to give him help, for 
that tlicir lord -v^'as dying. It was siwne time before he n^adc them 
hear; for the illness of the old noble liad been long and tedious, and 
kindness had* been w earied, and attention worn out. When they did 
come, therefore, the druggist had some excuse to rate fiicm severely 
for inattention and slotii. He aTeetcd to try many means of recall- 
ing tlic dead to life again, and proposed to send for skiliul IcecheSi ai 
•oon as he heard the voice of Maillotin du Bac in the hall below. 
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That officer now came boldly in, and, stopping all other proceedings^ 
demanded whether any relation of the dead lord were in the hotLScH 
The answer, as he knew it must be, was in the negative ; for— as the 
servants replied — all his connexions were in the far parts of Bur- 
gundy. “ Well, then,” cried the Prevot, “it becomes me, though not 
exactly the proper officer, to seal up all the? doors and effects of the 
deceased, till such time as account can be taken. You, my men,” he 
continued, to the archers of the band that followed him, “ gather all 
these worthy servants and varlets together in the great hall, and see 
that no one stirs a step, till I have asked them a question or two. 
You, Master Ganay, being one of the magistrates of the town, had 
better come with me, to* bear witness that I seal all things fairly. 
You, my good lieutenant, bring me some wax and a chafing dish, and 
then return to the hall, to guard these worthy fellows till I come.” 

The domestic attendants of the old lord, amongst whom were 
several of his ancient military retainers, grumbled not a little at this 
arrangement, and might have shown somewhat more stubborn resis- 
tance, had not the force brought by the Prevot overmatched them in 
numbers as well as in preparations. One of them, however, whis- 
pered to a boy wlio was amongst them, to slip oqt and warn the other 
retainers in the lodging over the way ; the house, or rather houses of 
the deceased noble, extending, as was not uncommon in those times, 
to both sides of the street. With this intimation to the boy, and 
one or two loud oaths, wdiich the Prevot would not hear, the servants 
were removed, and the two accomplices stood together in the dead 
man’s chamber alone. Such sights were too familiar to Maillotin du 
Bae, to cause even the slightest Iceling of awe to cross his bosom, as 
he gazed on the face of the corpse; and after looking at it for a 
moiTient in silence, he turned to the druggist with a well-satisfied 
smile, hut without farther comment. 

“Let us make haste!” cried Ganay — " the papers arc in the Venice 
cabinet, in the little arras chamber by the saloon.” 

“ Wait for the ivax! Wait for the wax, man !” replied the Prevot; 
“there is plenty of time. Let us do things orderly. You seek for 
the keys in the meantime. They arc in that cupboard, probably. 
Where is its owu key ? But never mind ; 1 will put back the lock 
with my dagger.” 

This was soon accomplished, and the open door exposed, as the 
Prevot had expected, several large hunclies of Revs, and a loathern 
bag, which boro all the marks of being swelled out with coined pieces 
of some kind. The druggist seized upon the keys, and carefully -con- 
cealed them on his person ; but the Prevot dipped his hand zealously 
into the heart of the leathern bag, drawing it forth, and then plunging 
it deep into his own bosom, without at all examining what his fist 
contained. After two or three such dives down into the pouch, which 
grew somewhat lank and wrinkled under its intercourse with the 
Prevot’s hand, he raised it, as if to see how much it still contained, 
murmuring — We must leave sonic!” 

An approaching step now caused him to replace it hastily, and 
dose the door; and, as soon as tlie lieutenant brought him the wax 
and chafing dish, Maillotin dii Bac proceeded to secure that cux>boajd 
first, using the hilt of his dagger as a seal. 

The inferior officer was speedily sent away, and the Prevot instantly 
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turned to his companion, saying, "Now to the Venice cabinet, if you 
will. You know the way better than I : lead on.” 

“ This way, then ! this way I” answered the druggist, " we will go 
by the back passage;” and opening another door, he hurried on 
through several corridors, till tlicy entered what had been the great 
saloon of the hotel. They paused not to feel, and still less to comment 
on the gloomy aspect wJiich association gives to a festive cliambcF, 
the lord of which is just gone down to the gloomy dust ; but crossing 
it as fii' t as i)ossible, they tillered a small room beyond, wliich was 
liiuig all round with rich arras tapestry, and which, besides some set- 
tles and a table, contained a hirgc black cabinet of the kind wliich was 
at thill time imported from Venice. 

The druggist approached it eagerly; and looking at the lock, and 
then iit t)ie keys in Ids hand, after some ddUculty chose one, and ap- 
jilicd it to the keyhole. VVTiat was Ids surprise, to find that the cald- 
iict was already open, and that the whole bhclves wliicli it contained 
were covered with hooks and papers, in a state of terrible confusion. 

“ Curses on the old sloveui” he cried ; this will take an age to 
go through.” 

“ lie I ter take all the papers,” said the Prevot, ” and leave the trash 
of hooks ; “ but at all events make haste!” 

"1 cannot conceal them all,” replied the druggist. “Here! help 
me to search. They are tied up in a bundle together, wiUi iny name 
on the hack.” 

Tlio Prevot approached, and aided Ganay busily in Ids search; 
and at length the druggist caught a sight of tlie papers, lying far 
back in the cabinet: "Jlcre they are! Here tliey are!” ho cried; 
but at that niomeiit — as he was reaching Ids hand to seize them — a 
powerful gi'asp v/as laid upon his slioulder, and turning round with 
a sudden start, he beheld tlic countenance of Albert Jilaurico. 

Williout giving him time to deliberate, the young citizen drew him 
forcibly back from the cabinet wdth Ids right hand, wliile he himself 
laid his left upon the very bundle of pa})ers iliat Gaiiay had h(‘en 
about to take. The dl•uggi^t was struck dumb with suriirise, disap- 
pointment, and consternation; but Moillotin du Bac, who did not 
easily lose his presence of mind, exclaimed at once, “What, you here, 
Sir President! I thought you wore miles hence by this time.” 

“].)<)nbtlcss you did,” replied Albert Maurice; "doubtless you did I 
What do you here?'*' 

“ Wc seek to discover if there be any testamentary paper,” replied 
the Prevot, who perceived that the doorway, which opened into the 
saloon, w as full of people, amongst whom lie recogidsed none of his 
own baud. 

"And what right liave you, sir, to seek for such papers?” demanded 
the Prct-idont. " Is it a part of your office ? Is it a part of your duty ? 
Yod seem to consider your functions wonderfully enlarged of late. 
Advance, !Maitre Pierre,” he continued, turning to one of the esclie- 
vins of tlie city, who had accompanied him thitliCT. “ You will do 
your duty in sealing up tlie effects of the Lord of Ncufcliatel. As for 
these papers w^hicli I have in my hand, I hold them to be necessary to 
the state, having seen tlicm before, by the consent of the Lord of 
Ncufcluitol, while awaiting in this chamber of his house, an oxamina- 
tioa before the council of the princess, on a charge brought against 
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me by yon Prevot. It is my intention, therefore, to keep them in my 
possession. But I beseech you, in the first instance, to envelope them 
carefully, sealing them with your own seal, after which I w’ill be an- 
swerabre for them to whatever person may prove to be the legal heir 
of the nobleman deceased." 

Ganay's face, always pale, became cadaverous, as he heard these 
words ; and both Albert Maurice and the Prevot believed that the 
only Icelirig of his heart, at that moment, w^as terror. The words he 
muttered to himself, however, were — “ Fool! he has destroyed him- 
self !" and they might have served to show, had they been overheard, 
th.'it llie predominant passion of his soul, revenge, was still uppermost, 
and overbore both consternation and surprise. 

The cschevin, according to the desire of the President, sealed up 
the papers in an envelope, and returned them to him; and Albert 
Maurice, wliose stern eye liacl turned severely from tlic countenance 
of the one culprit to the other, with an expression which made them 
at first heli(‘vo that he meditated to exert his autlxority for their im- 
mediate punishment, now once more addressed the magistrate, saying, 
" I must myself leave you, sir, to imrsuc tliis business alone, fur it will 
require hard riding to overtake the troops ; but 1 have every confidence 
that 3 'ou will examine tliis suspieioiis afiiiir most strictly and carefully. 
You know how far, according to the laws, such conduct as we have 
seen to-day is just or unjust, and you will take measures, without 
fear or fiivour, to see that justice be not evaded. But you will bo 
pleased os])ecially to cause the body of the deceased nobleman, of 
‘which we luid hut a casual glance, to he carefully examined by com- 
petent persons, in order to ascertain the cause of death. My speedy 
return will prevent the necc'ssity of your employing any rneans but 
those of precaution till we meet again. In the meantime, farewell." 

I'll us saying, Albert Maurice, without taking any further notice 
either of Ganay or the iTevot, <iuitLed the chamber; and, leaving a 
Buflieient number of i)ersons behind to enforce the authority of the 
cschevin, he proceeded to the court-yard, and, mounting his horse, 
giillopod off. 

^’liiiigs that appear very extraordinary in themselves, are often 
brought about by the simplest means ; and such had been the case in 
regard to the interruption which Ganay and the Prevot had met 'with 
in the execution ol their design. Albert Maurice had been prevented, 
by some casual business, from sotting out hiaisclf at the hour he at 
first proposed, but in order that the troops might not be delayed, he 
suffered them to begin their march from Ghent, under their inferior 
ofliccTs, well knowing that, with tlie number of swift horses he had at 
his command, he could overtake them before they had advanced many 
miles. Ilis way lay past the hotel of the Lord of Neuichatel ; and as 
he was riding hastily on with a few attendants, he saw a boy drop 
from one of tlie casements, and run across tlie street in breathless 
speed. From some vague suspicion, Albert Maurice stopped him^ 
with inquiries into the cause of his haste; and the boy at once replied, 
"The old lord is dead, and the Prevot and the druggist have shut all 
the varlets up in the hall, while they seal up the papers. So they 
sent me to tell the squires and men-at-arms in the other lodging." 

Such tidings, joined to the previous knowledge that he possessed, 
was quite suificient for Albert Maurice; and, sending instantly fof 
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cme of the eschevins who lived dose by, he proceeded at once to the 
hotel, and, with his own followers, the retainers he found on the pre<^ 
mises, and those who rapidly came over from the other side of the 
•treet^ he obli^d the Prevot’s guard to quit the place. He then at 
once turned his steps to the chamber of the dead man, and after a 
hasty examination of the corpse, which excited still stronger suspicions 
than before, he led tlie way silently to the room in which he knew 
that the papers referring to Ganay were usually kept. 

All that ensued we have already seen, and, without pursuing any 
ihrther the events which took place in Ghent, wc shall beg leave to 
follow the young citizen on his journey. 

CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Tub transactions of the next few days, though certainly comprising 
matters of great interest to many of the persons connected with the 
present history, must be passed over as briefly as possible, because 
their nature is in a certain sense discordant with the general tenour 
of the story. This is no tale of battles : unless it be the battle of pas- 
sions in the human heart ; and therefore it is that we give no minute 
detail of the incidents which befel Albert ^laurice in his short but 
brilliant military career. Suffice it to say, that by happy combina- 
tions, and the strenuous exertion of the great activity which was one 
of the most conspicuous traits in his character, he had, in the short 
short space of five days, thrown forces into Douai and Lille, and had 
defeated Le Lude and a body of men-at-arms despatched from Arras 
to cut ofi'his retreat. 

Well aware of the mighty effect of success in blowing up the bubble 
of popularity, he despatched messenger after messenger to Ghent, 
bearing tidings of each event as it occurred. Joy and gratulation 
spread through the city ; and the people of Ghent, elated by their novel 
exploits in arms, laid out in fancy vast plans of coiuiuest and aggran- 
dizement, and began to think lhcnis(dves invincible in the field. Nor 
was his military success without effect upon the licjirt of Albert 
Maurice himself. It did not, it is true, produce such overweening 
expectations in his own bosom as it did in those of his weaker fellow 
citizens. But it certainly did give Mm fresh confidence in his own 
powers from the very fiict of finding good fortune attend him in every 
effort, however new^ aivl unfamiliar to his habits and his mind. It 
nerved him to dare all, and to htruggie against every difficulty ; and 
the combimition of constant occupation and repeated triumph drowned, 
for the time, those leclings of remorse and sclf-upbraidmg which, day 
by day, had been acquiring a stronger hold upon his heart. Besides^ 
it comniuniuited to his mind the refreshing consciousness of being 
energetically employed in the execution of duties totally umuiugled 
with Aliy baser motive in their origin, or any degrading means in their 
progress. In the actions which he performed during these four days, 
Jjc felt that f(w the first time he was really serving his country — that 
he was winning a purer glory and gaining a nobler name, than faction 
or intrigue, wliatevcr might be its object and whatever might be its 
result, could ever obtain for man ; and his heart expanded with a joy 
long ufiknowMi when, at night, he summed up the events of the day, 
and found that another sun h^ risen and set on deeds which he could 
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dare all the world to scrutinize. Still the necessity of his immediate 
return to Ghent was not the less felt ; and as soon as ever he had 
accomplished the great purpose of his expedition, he commenced his 
march homewards, and jiursued it with as much rapidity as possible. 

His force was, by this time, reduced to a thousand horse; from the 
rarious reinforcements he had thrown into the frontier towns ; but 
nevertheless, confident of his own powers, in returning to Ghent he 
took a road which passed in the immediate neighbourhood of Tournay, 
although various bands detached from the garrison of that city were 
continually making excursions into the country around. He fixed hia 
quarters for the night, after liis first day’s march homeward, in a 
little village about tluroe miles to the east of tliat town ; and, taking 
such precautions as were necessary to guard against surprise, he 
passed the hours of darkness undisturbed. 

It was a fine spring morning when he again put his troops in mo- 
tion. The sun had just risen ; and the fresh, elastic air, driving the 
vapours of the night before it. had gathered together in tlje north 
a wide extent of dark douds, streaked ivith the winter mists th^t were 
every moment carried to join them by the wind ; while over all the 
rest of the sky the bright sunshine was pouring triumphantly, and 
ilashiiig upon the diamond drops that the night had left behind on 
every spray and every blade of grass. 

The body of horse which the young citizen commanded moved on 
quickly, but cautiously, through the by-roads and less direct paths 
which led between Touriiay and Ath ; and it had proceeded in this 
manner for about an hour, when the distant sound of a eulverin, fol- 
lowed by a heavy discliarge of artillery, was borne upon his car from 
the westward. TJie troopers listened eagerly, with no small curiosity 
written on their countenances ; but the face of Albert Maurice scarcely 
betraj'cd that he heard the sounds, except by a curl of the lip, slight 
indeed, but bitter and contemptuous. He rodp on without comment ; 
and, shortly after, as he led his force over the summit of a small hiU, 
he could perceive, on looking towards Touniay, though the place itself 
was hidden by some wavy ground that intervened, a long stream of 
tliiek, white smoke, drifting down tlie valley in which that city stands. 
He drew in his liorse for a moment, and gazed upon the sight ; and 
then, putting his force into a quicker pace, pursued his road onward 
towards Ghent. 

The path which they were following entcrec^ at about the distance of 
two miles from the spot where they then were, the liigh road from Tour- 
nay to Oudenarde; and, passing among some woody grounds, it lay very 
much concealed from observation. As they came near the open road, 
however, Albert Maurice himself proceeded a little in advance of the 
line to reconnoitre, before he led his forces forth from the less exposed 
ground below. But ere he reached it the sounds that he heard were suf- 
ficient to satisfy liim that the highway was occupied hy some paity of 
armed men, either friends or iocs. The prospect of meeting witli 
the forces commanded by the lluke of Gueldros was little less dis- 
agreeable to him than of encountering a superior body of the enemy, 
and he accordingly halted his men, riding slowly along the narrow 
border of copse which separated the low grounds from the high road, 
in onler to ascertain who were his immediate neighbours, and what 
was the direction they were taking. The trampling of horses, tht 
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of armour, laughter, merriment, and oaths, announced suffi- 
ciently the presence of a military force ; and the moment after, a break 
in the belt of wood showed him the rear of a body of horsemen passing 
on in a continuous but somewhat irregular line towards Toumay; 
while the straight crosses of cut cloth which they wore sewed upon 
their gambesons, at once designated them as the adherents of France 
in opposition to Burgundy, the partisans of which dukedom were as 
tmiversally designated by the cross of St. Andrew. 

The young burgher i)auscd for several minutes ; and fixing his eye 
upon a break some way further down the road, watched till llie spears 
and plumes, began to pass by that aperture also, and, by means' of the 
two, easily ascertained that the party he beheld did not amount to 
more than five hundred men. Though from various traces of recent 
strife, joined to the merriment that reigned amongst them, he judged, 
and judged rightly, that the French were returning to Tournay after 
Borno succes^'fnl skirmish, which, he doubted not, I)ad taken place uith 
the Duke of Gucldres ; yet, the superiority of his own numbers and 
bis confi(l('iice in his own pOAvers, determined him immediately to 
attack the enemy. This resolution was no sooner formed than exe- 
cuted; and although the space was narrow for the evolutions of ca- 
valry, the road having on one side a large piece of marshy ground, and , 
on the other a scattered wood ; yet so unprepared were the French 
for the attack of the Gandois, and so skilfully did the young citizen 
employ a raw against a veteran force, that the old soldiers of Louis at 
once gave way before the fresh levies of Ghent ; and while many a 
man found an ignoble death in the morass, those were the hapx)iest 
who, by sharp spurring, made their way unscathed to Tournay. 

A battery of small cannon, which enfiladed the part of the road that 
led directly to the gate, protected the fugitives in their retreat ; and 
Albert Maurice, not fully aware of the state of the garrison, and tho 
amount of forces it could pour forth upon his small corps, hastened to 
retreat from before the walls as soon as he found himself exposed to 
their artillery. Tlie way seemed clear before liim ; yet, as lie knew 
that the enterprise of the Duke of Gucldres was to have taken place 
about that time, and, from tlie firing lie had heard in the morning, 
doubted not it had been attempted on that very day, lie could not be- 
lieve that so simill a jiarty as that which he had just driven back, 
would have ventured forth alone against the superior force of the Gan- 
dois ; and he felt sure ^tliat some larger body of French troops must 
still lie between him and the retreating army of the Duke of Gucldres. 

Under these circumstances, and fearful of tarnishing the gloss of 
his success by encountering a defeat at last, he caused the country to 
be well reconnoitred as he advanced ; and ere long, the reported ap- 
pearance of a large force seen moving in the line of the high road^ 
about a league in advance, made him resolve once more to take the 
patiis, through the wood to the east, however circuitous and incon- 
venient, being very well assured, froui his knowledge of the country, 
and from his actiuaintance witli the plans of the peoxile of Ghent, that 
the line of operations of either party could not have extended far to 
the east of the Chemiu d Oudenarde, as the high road Avas called. 

He accordingly at once quitted the broaxl causeway which led di- 

S ly to Ghent, and passing across some of the wide yellow mustard 
is that lay to the right, he gained, unobserved, the shelter of the 
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Bcattered woods tlirouffh whicli he had been before adrancinj?. As he 
marched on, liowcver, the appearance of some of the fearful restiges 
of warfare — ^now a slain horse — now a long track of blood — now some 
piece of armour, or some offensive weapon cast away in flight, showed 
that a deadly strife must have passed not far from the ground over 
which he was marching. These tokens of battle and defeat, however. 
Boon became loss frequent ; and, by care and circumspection, he was 
enabled to guide his I’orces to a safe distance from I'oumay without 
encountering any of the hands of either party whichswere scattered 
over that part of the province. Not knowing the state of the country, 
and determined, whatever were the case, to" force his way onward to 
Ghent without loss of time, he did not choose to detach any parties 
from his main body ; but he was of course very anxious for intelli- 
gence, and it was not long before he received as much as was necessary 
for llie purpose of determining his after proceedings. Ere he had 
marched half a league, several stragglers belonging to the army of 
Ghent joined his force; and from them ho learned, that on that very 
morning the Duke of Gueldres had attacked and burned the suburbs 
of Tournay ; but that, in effecting his retreat, his rear-guard had 
been charged by a small force from the town, and had been nearly cut 
to pieces, notwithstanding extraordinary efforts on the part of the 
duke himself. That prince was reported to be dead or taken, and the 
rest of the iirmy had retreated, in no small confusion, upon Oudeiiarde. 

This discomfiture of tlie Elemish forces, and the disgrace inflicted 
on his country, wore of course painful, as a whole, to the young citi- 
zen ; but there were parts of the detail which were not so unpleasant^ 
for his successes of course stood out in brighter light from their con- 
trast with the failures of the larger division ; and as it appeared, by 
the account of the fugitives, that the party w'hich had defeated the 
Duke of Gueldres was the very same that he himself had in turn over- 
thrown and driven into Tournay, the mortification would be in some 
degree softened to tlie people of Ghent, while he could not find in his 
heart to grieve very bitterly for their defeated commander. 

The intelligence that he now received of the state of the garrison 
of Tournay — which it appeared was very scanty, but hold and enters 
prising in tlie extreme — made him resolve to halt for the night at the 
first village on the road, in order to keep the forces of that city in 
check, wliile the dispersed parties of Flemings effected their retreat. 
He accordingly took up his quarters at the httle town of Frasne, on 
the edge of tlie wood, and immediately sent out parties to reconnoitre 
the country, and bring in any str^^^le^s tliey might meet with. Few 
were found, indeed ; hut from their information, the young burgher 
was led to suppose that the great body of the forces which liad issued 
from Ghent two days before, had made good its retreat, without any 
farther loss than the discomfiture of its rear-guard. By the time 
these facts were fully ascertained, the evening w'as too far advanced 
to make any farther movement; and Albert Maurice, having taken 
measures to hold his present position in security, laid by the weighty 
armour with which, according to the custom of the day, he ivas encum- 
bered on the margh, and strolled out alone into the wood, to give 
way to thoughts wliich had long been sternly pressing for attention. 

He was now returning towards Ghent, w’here he could not hide 
from himself that new scenes of intrigue, of anxiety, and of trouble 
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lay Ijefore him. His previous conduct in the same career had given 
birth to regrets which he had determined to scan and try more accu- 
rately than he ever yet had done; and from his judgment on the 
past, to form a firm and indexible determination for the ^ture. He 
found, too, that now was the moment when the self-examination must 
begin, if ever it was to be attempted, and many circumstances com- 
bined to render it less painful than it had appeared before. Previous 
to the expedition in which he was now engaged, the commune with 
his own heart had offered so little but pure bitterness, that he had 
avoided it with care. But • his recent successes, in which was to be 
found no matter for self-reproach, afforded him something wherewith 
to balance more painful contemplations; and with a decided purpose 
of indulging that craving for calm reflection whic£ had long preyed 
upon him, ho went forth totally alone, merely saying to his attendants 
that he would speedily return. 

Of course, it is not possible to follow the thoughts of Albert Mau- 
rice through all the tortuous and uncertain ways which the human 
heart pursues in its examination of itself. The result, however, was 
painful. lie compared what he had done, now that power was given 
into his hands, with what he had proposed to do, when that power 
existed but in expectation. Not six months before, he had deter- 
mined, if ever circumstances should favour the exertion of his abili- 
ties in the wide arena of political strife, to dedicate all the talents and 
energy of his mind solely to the good of his country : to free her from 
oppression, to remedy the evils of her situation, to open the way for 
arts and civilization, to place laws and rights upon such a footing 
that they could never be doubted nor destroyed, and to accomplish 
all this by the most calm find peaceful means, without spilling one 
unnecessary drop of blood, without causing one eye through all the 
land to shed a tear. 

Such had been liis purpose, but what had been his conduct, and 
what had he become ? He had appropriated to himself nearly the 
whole power of the state. He had obtained influence greater tlian 
his fondest expectations had held out. He had not improved one law. 
He had not removed one evil. He liad seen, under his own authority, 
anarchy substituted for civil order and jlomcstic peace. Ho had in- 
volved himself in the meanest wiles of fhetion and intrigue. He liad 
beheld iimf)cent blood shed by the hands of the populace. He had him- 
self brought about the (ieath of two noble-minded men, who, his own 
heart told him, were innocent of the crimes with which they were 
charged ; and conscience thundered in his ear that they were murdered 
for his ambition. He could no longer look upon himself as a patriot. 
He knew himself to have become solely an ambitious demagogue ; and 
he saw no means of extricating himself or his country from the state 
into which ho had aided to immerse it, but by pursuing the same 
dark ami in'tricato intrigues, the mean cunning of which he felt bit- 
terly to be degrading to his better nature — ^by shedding more blood, 
by stirring up more discord, and by plunging deeper and deeper into 
the abyss of anarchy and confusion. 

While such a conviction forced itself upon bjfi mind, he almost 

t ink from himself; and the small, still voice within whispered that 
one way was left — to yield the hand of Mary of Burgundy to any 
ce whose atscte and situation offered the most immediate prospect 
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of benefit and support to his country; to- make price of that fok 
hand and the rich dowry that went with it^ the full recognition of 
such popular rights as would put the freedom and prosperity of Flan- 
ders for ever beyond a doubt, and on hjs own part to resign the hopes 
and aspirations that had led him so far astray. But those hopes— 
those aspirations — ^liad become parts of his veij soul, and to require 
him to cast them from him, was to bid him die. As the bare idea 
crossed his mind of resigning Mary of Burgundy— -of seeing her 
in the arms of another— the blood rushed up into his head with 
violence ; and lie paused abruptly on his way, resolved, if thought 
presented such images, to think no more. The good and the evil 
principle were in his heart at eternal war; calm reflection in- 
stantly gave the gpod full promise of victory ; “but the evil had but 
to call up the idea of Mary of Burgundy as the wife of another, to 
banish reflection altogether, and every better purpose along with it. 

He had, by this time, advan6ed somewhat far into the wood, and 
the faint grey of the sky announced that the sun was sinking rapidly 
below the horizon, and warned him to return to the village. *The 
road he had followed was a long ^assy path, cut by the wheels of the 
wood-carts, and there was no mistaking his way back. But, as he 
paused, determined to think no more, since thought required such 
bitter sacrifices, he looked onward vacantly, ere he turned, directing 
with difficulty his mind towards external things, the better to with- 
draw it from himself. As he did so he remarked, at the bottom of 
the slope, down which the path proceeded, some large white object 
lying amongst the long grass which fringed a little forest stream. 
The distance was not more than a hundred yards in advance; and ‘ 
attracted, he knew not very well why, he strode on almost uncon- 
sciously towards the spot. As he came nearer, the object which had 
caught his eye assumed the forih of a horse, either dead or asleep ; 
and to ascertain which was the case he still walked forward, till ho 
stood close beside it, and found that it was the carcase of a splendid 
chargor, which harl dropped apparently from exhaustion and loss of 
blood. A rich military saddle and a poitrel, inlaid with gold, an- 
nounced that the rank of the rider must have been high, while a fresh 
wound 'in the poor beast’s side, and another in his thigh, seemed to 
show that he had been engage® in the skirmish of that morning. 

Albert Maurice pzed on the horse for a moment, not exactly with 
indiflbrcncc, but with no great interest in a sight which had been 
frequently before his eyes during the last two or three days. The 
thing fhat principally attracted his attention, indeed, was the costli- 
ness of the caparisons, and he looked round the little glade in which he 
now stood, to see if he could perceive any further traces of tlie horse’s 
owner. His eye instantly rested upon a pile of splendid arms, cast 
heedlessly down at a short distance ; and as he walked forward to 
examine them also, a man started up, as if from sleep, amongst the 
fern which there thickly clothed tlie forest ground, exclaiming— 
“AVho goes there?” 

A single glance sufficed to show Albert Maurice that hd stood in 
presence of the Duke of Gueldres, and that prince almost as soon per- 
ceived whom he* himself had encountered. No great love existed be- 
tween them, it is true ; but a natural compassion for the defeat and 
disappointment which the duke had that day sustained, and a coiK 



aABr OF BtTBGUNDT* 


m 

Viction that that defeat, together -with his own success, had removed all 
danger from the rivalry of the other, greatly softened the feeling of 
enmity in the bosom of the young citizen, and a word ivould have 
disarmed him entirely. The contrary, however, was the case with 
Adolphus of Gucldrcs, who, naturally furious and impatient, had heci) 
rendered almost insane by defeat and disgrace. He had heard, too^ 
it would seem, of the late successes of Albert Maurice, and jealousy 
and envy were thus added to hatred. His words and liis manner had 
been quick and vehement, even before he had seen who it was that 
roused him. But no 'sooner did he distinguish the features of the 
young citizen, than the thought of his own overthrow and' of the 
triumph of Albert Maurice, mingled with remembrance of the oppo- 
sition he had formerly met with, and the cool contempt with ■which 
he liad been treated on their last meeting, all rose up in liis luiud, and 
his countenance became convulsed with passion. 

“ Ha!” he cried, ** you here. Sir Mechanic ! you here to insult and 
triumph over me! Or have you come to finish out what we hut be- 
gan in the town-hall of Ghent? Doubtless you have ! Quick, then! 
Quick ! Draw, sir, draw your sword, I say ! Thank God, there is 
no one here cither to part us, or to see the Duke of Gueldrcs stain his 
blade with the blood of a low citizen I” 

Albert Maurice himself was not, naturally, the most patient of 
men ; and he instantly laid his hand upon his sword. But nobler 
feelings checked him the moment after ; and he paused in the act, 
saying — ** You had better reflect, my lord!” 

Before he could add another w^ord, however, the Duke of Gueldres 
•truck him a blow with the pommel of his weapon, that made him 
reel and the next moment their blades were crossed. 

Complete master of every military exercise, powerful, active, quick- 
sighted and calm, Albert Maurice was far more than a match for the 
Duke of Gueldrcs, though that prince had always been reputed a stout 
and skilful man-at-arms. So great, indeed, did the young President 
feel his own superiority to be, that, had he not been licated in some 
degree by the blow he had received, he would, most probably, have 
eontented himself with wounding or disarming his antagonist. But 
he loas heated with the insult ; and in four passes, the sword, of the 
Duke of Gueldrcs, turned from its course, was wotinrling the empty 
air ^ver the shoulder of Albert Maurice, while the blade of the young 
citizen passed direct through the chest of his adversary. 

Alliert Maurice recovered his weapon, and gazed for a moment on 
the dnke, whose mortal career he felt must be at its close. Bfit that 
unhappy prince stood befovc him for an instant, still grasping his 
•word, an4 still apparently firm upon his feet, though a ghastly swim- 
ming of his eyes showed what a convulsive agony was moving his 
frame within. He made no further eifurt to lunge again ; but he 
•tood there by a sort of rigid effort, which sufficed for a time to keep 
him from falling, though that was all. The next moment the sword^ 
dropped. He reeled giddily ; and then fell hack with a fearful sort 
jof sobbing in his throat. 

Ajlbert Maurice kneeled down beside him,^ and strove to stanch the 
Idood (which was now flowing copiously from his wounds) in such a 
degree as to enable him to speak, should he have any directions to 
give beffire be died. Qe brought some water> alsoi from the brook 
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hard hy, and aprinklcd his face; and the duke almost instantly 
opened Ids eyes, and gazed wildly about for a moment. 

Then, as his glance met that of Albert Maurice, he exclaimed, in 
the same harsh and brutal tone he had before used, “You have slain me 
fellow ! you have slain me! Out upon it, churl! you have spilt some 
of the best blood of the land.” 

“My lord,” said Albert Maurice, solemnly, “you have brought it 
on yourself. But think not of that at this moment ! You arc dying. 
There is such a thing as another world ; and, oh ! repent you of your 
Bins while you are yet in this !” 

“ Is it you tell me to repent?” cried the duke, faintly,” you who have 
shortened my time for repentance. What know you of iny sins?” 

“Nothing, but by report, my lord,” replied the young citizen; 
“ except, indeed, on one occasion — the fire at the pleaburc-house of 
Lindenmar — the death of the young heir of Hannut!” 

The duke groaned. “ Oh! were that all,” cried he, “were that all, 
that might soon be pardoned ; for my own hands in some degree un- 
did what my own voice commanded. But stay, stay,” he ad(^d, 
speaking far more quickly, “stay 1 The old man they say still grieves 
for his child ; still, perhaps, suspects me. Fly to him quick. Tell 
him the hoy did not die in the flames of Lindenmar. Tell him, tell 
him that I bore him away myself. Tell him that, bad as I was, I 
could not resist the look of helpless infancy ; that learned him away 
wrapt in my mantle ; and when my own boy died, bred him as mine; 
that I was kind to him ; that 1 loved him, till the butchers of Duke 
Philip murdered him, when they cast me into prison at Namur.” 

A light broke at once upon the mind of the young citizen. " Good 
God!” he cried, “he is nqt dead. He lives, my lord, he lives! He 
escaped, found refuge with his own father ; ay, and was instrumental 
in procuring your liberation from prison, lie lives — indeed, he lives!” 

The eyes of the Duke of Gueldrcs fixed upon hi;ga as he spoke, with 
an intense and half-doubling gaze. But as the young burgher re- 
peated earnestly, “He lives 1” the dying man, by a great eflbrt, half 
raised himself from the ground, clasped his hands togetlicr, and ex- 
claimed, “Thank God 1” They wore the last words he ever spoke ; 
for almost as he uttered them, he closed his eyes, as if a faint sickness 
had come over him, fell back upon the turf with a convulsive shudder; 
and in a few moments Adolphus of Gueldres was no' more. 

Albert Maurice gazed upon him with a feeliqg of painful interest. 
He had slain him, it is true, under circumstances whichhe believed 
to justify the deed. But no one, that is not in heart a butcher, can, 
under any circumstances, take life hand to hand, without feeling that 
a shadow has settled over existence. There is always something to 
be remembered, always something that can never be forgotten. In 
the case of the young citizen, too, the cloud was of a deeper shade ; 
for he felt that in the death of the Duke of Gueldres, however justi- 
fied by the immediate provocation, he had taken another life in lhat 
course of ambition, in which he foresaw that many more must fall. 

Thus in gloomy bitterness, he took his way back to the village, 
and without any explanation, gave orders that the dead body should 
be brought in with honour. The soldiers concluded that both horse 
and man had died by the hands of th^ enemy ; and Albert Mauiice^ 
in quitting bis quarters the next morning, gaTe strict directions that 

S' 
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tbe remains of the deceased prince should be immediat^j sent afUi; 
him to Ghent. 

After his departure, however, before a bier could be got ready, and 
idl the necessary preparations entered into, a party from the town of 
Tourney swept the little village of Prasne; and the body of the 
duke, being found there, was carried away by the French. Due 
honours were shown to the corpse by the people of Tournay; and 
many writers of that age attribute the death of Adolphus, the bad 
Duke of Gueldres, to the successful sortie of the garrison of that city. 

CHAPTER XXXV. 

It was barely dawn when Albert Maurice began his last day’s march 
towards Ghent; and though the distance was considerable, at the 
hour of three in the afternoon, he was within a league of the city. 
The number of armed men that he now overtook, both single indivi- 
duals and small bands, showed liimthat the force which had retreated 
from before Tournay must have lately passed. And with a sort of 
anxious apprehension in regard to the machinations which might; 
have taken place in Ghent during his absence, he spoke personally 
with almost all the stragglers he saw ; and, by a few kind words, easily 
induced a number of the half-disciplined burghers and peasantry to 
join the small force he was leading into Ghent ; most of them being 
Teiy willing to pass for part of a conquering rather than part of n 
conquered army. 

At the distance of about two miles from the city, at a point where 
the town itself was hidden by a detached wood, Albert Maurice per- 
ceived a small body of horsemen coming towards him ; but as such a 
sight had notliing extraordinary in it, he took but little heed of the 
party till it was within a hundred yards, when, to his unutterable 
furprise, he beheld the portly figure of worthy Martin Fruse leading 
the van on horseback, a situation which the good burgher, as may 
be well remembered, had never coveted in his most agile and enter- 
prising age, and wliiclihad become quite abhorrent* to Ms feelings now 
that years and bulk had weighed down all activity. 

“ Halt your troops ! halt your troops, my dear boy !” cried the 
worthy merchant, in some trepidation. *‘Halt your troops, and listen 
to mo while I tell you—” 

“ Had you not bettgr speak with the honourable President apart 
said one of the party, in whom Albert Maurice instantly recognised 
Maitrc Pierre, tlic esdievin who had been called to examine the 
dwelling of the old Lord of Neufchatel ; although, in glancing his eye 
over the rest, he could recall the face ot none other amongst the stout 
men-at-arms, of wMch the Chief part of the bandVas composed. 

Seeing that there was something to be communicated, and judging 
that po very agreeable intelligence awaited him, from the evident 
agitation of his friends, he gave the command to halt his little force 
and then leading the way into the meadow, begged his uncle to ex- 
P^n the cause of his perturbation. 

' Martin Fruse began with a viMent declamation upon the evils of 
' riding on horseback, on^ the perils thereupon attending; but he ended 
with a recapitulation of dangers, somewliat more real, which awaiteA 
his nephew if he ventured withm the gates Ghent* It seemed that 
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the Tiolettt party— as Albert Maurice had apprehended-^had, uud^ 
the skilful tactics of the druggist Ganay, completely outmancsuTred 

little junta which the young President had left to.keep them ia 
check : and now that it was too late, Albert Maurice perceived that 
he had suffered his thirst for military renown to lead him aside hx>]il 
tile paths of saner policy. Ganay himself had become the supreme 
object of the people’s adoration ; and having leagued himself by some 
skilful management with the Duke of Cleves on the one hand, and 
the populace on the other, he had been entirely successful in all the 
measures he had proposed to the council of magistrates. The states 
general had not again met, but a new party had been created in the 
town. The city of Ghent, in fact, had become completely, but une- 
qually divided ; for though a stong and^'iniiuential body had attached 
themselves to Martin Fruse, the multitude adhered to his opponent. 

Ganay, indeed, tlie worthy burgher said, not daring openly to assail 
one whose successes in tlic field were daily subject of rejoicing with 
tiie citizens, affected to act upon the instructions and desires of Albert 
Maurice himself; and the complete, or rather apparent union between 
them, which had formerly existed, had mded to deceive tlie people. 
Martin Fruse had reproached the druggist, and reasoned with the 
magistrates, in vain ; and all that he had gained was the certainty 
that, from some cause which he could not define, Ganay had become 
liis nephew’s most bitter enemy, though he still a^cted to regard him 
as a Iriend. Private information, also, had reached Martin Fruse 
early in the morning, tliat, as soon as it had been ascertained the 
young citizen was on his niiircli with the intention of reaching the 
city ill the course of the day, Ganay, supported both by the nobility 
under the Duke of Cleves, and by the more violent members of 
the states, had contrived a scheme for arresting the President that 
very night, at a grand banquet to be given in honour of his return ; 
and the large body of discontented soldiery which* had been pouring 
into the town during the day, and who were already jealous of those 
who had been more successful than themselves, seemed to oficr the 
means of accomplishing this purpose in security. 

Mai'tiii Fruse, losing all presence of mind at the danger of his 
beloved nephew, had determined to quit the city, to meet and warn 
the object of this c'^spiracy of his danger, ere he entered town. The 
esclievin, who had ncen called to the hotel of the Lord of Keufchatel, 
conscious that some suspicions which he had fentnred to breathe 
concerning the death of that nobleman bad rendered him obnoxious 
to the party which for the time appeared triumphant, had joined the 
good burgher ; and the danger that seemed to threaten all, had even 
overcome the objection of Martin Fruse to the use of a horse. 

This .tale was soon told ; and Albert Maurice, from his own private 
knowledge of all the springs that were moving the dark cabals w'ithin 
the walls of the city l^fore him, saw much deeper into the dangers 
and difficulties of his own situation than those who detailed the cir- 
cumstances which had occurred since Ids departure. He saw that 
the crisis of his fate was come; and without once entertaining the vain 
thought of avoiding it, he merely paused to calculate how he might 
passthrough It most triumphantly. 

Fear, or hesitation, doubt, or even anxiety, never seemed to cross 
kift mind fbr a moment Ha felt, it is true, that his victory or his fall 
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must l3e nov complete, and that he liras marching forward to a stri^ 
that must be final and decisive ; but still he was eager to bring the 
whole to a close, perhaps from that confidence in his own powers 
which is ever one great step towards success. He heard his uncle to 
an end with an unchanged countenance ; and then, without a single 
observation on the intelligence lie had just received, he spoke a fevr 
words to the eschevin, in a low tone, in regard to the in(iuisition ho 
had charged him to make in the house of the old Lord of ^Jcufchatel. 
The answers seemed to satisfy him well ; for ever and anon he bowed 
his liead with a calm but somewhat bitter smile, saying merely, “ So! 
Ay! Is it so?’* 

At length he demanded suddenly — pointing to a man-at-arms who 
had come up with liis uncle and the party which had accompanied 
him, and now sat with his visor up, displaying a fresh and w'cather- 
beaten countenance, well seamed with scars of ancient wounds — 
“ Who is that? I should know his face.** ,, 

“Tliat,’* whispered his uncle, riding close up to him, "that is good 
Matthew Gourney, the captain of adventurers, wlio was with us in 
the yenr *50, w'hen we made a stand against the Count of Charolois, 
He said you had sent for him.** 

“I did, I did!” replied the young b’lrghcr ; "but I had forgotten 
all aoout it, in the events that have since taken place. Where is the 
prisoner 1 left in the town prison ?*’ 

“ Ay, there is one of their bold acts," answered Martin Fruse ; and 
as he spoke, the countenance of Albert Maurice turned deadly pale, 
thinking they had put to death theman whom he had promised to set 
free; but his uncle soon relieved him. “Ay, there is one of their bold 
acts,** lie said ; “ they have moved him from the town-house to the 
Prevot’s prison, and threaten to do him to death to-morrow by cock- 
crow. Maillotin du Bac would fain have had him tried by the csche- 
vins this morning; hut the Luke of Clcves made so long a speech, and 
brought so mucli other business before the council, that they agreed 
to put it off till to-morrow, when lie is to be interrogated at six 
o’clock, and have the question at seven if he refuse to confess.** 
Again the President mused, without reply, though he saw that to 
extort confessions, wdiich would tend to create a charge against him, 
might be the object of the Prevot in reserving the Vert Gallant for 
tlie torture. At length, riding up to the old man-at-arms, he led him 
apart, and conversed with him earnestly for near a quarter of an hour. 
He then conducted Iiira, with the dozen of troopers who accompanied 
him, to the last constabulary of the liorse which had shared in liis 
own successful expedition, and then spoke a few words with the con- 
stable, or leader of the troo]>, who, with a low reverence, dropped 
back amongst liis men. The followers of Matthew Gournay fell into 
the ranks; the adventurer put himself at their head; and scarcely 
« difference was perceivable in the order of the band. 

As soon as all this was comidcted, Albert Maurice rode back to his 
uncleiand the rest of liis party, and informed them calmly that it was 
absolutely necessary, notwithstanding all the events which had lately 
taken place, that they should return to Ghent, and re-enter the town 

fc onc of tlie opposite gates; so as to leave it at least doubtful whether 
y had or had not held any communication wuth himself. 

WlMt he required of them was, perhaps, somewhat liard, consider* 
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ing that they peaceable men, 'who had no small reason to fbar 
for their lives, and had no immediate stimulus to make them risk so 
much willingly. But Martin Fruse had seen his nephew accomplish 
Bucli great things in the face of every sort of improbability, and the 
tone in which Albert Maurice spoke was so calm and assured, that the 
wishes of the young citizen were received as commands; and the small 
party of citizens, now left without an escort, rode off; wliile the 
young Fresident still halted on the road, to give them time to make 
tlie circuit proposed before his entrance. As soon as he judged tliat 
this object was accomplished, Albert Maurice again put his troops in 
motion, and advanced slowly towards the city. As he emerged from 
tlie low wood that had hitherto screened him, he despatched a trum- 
pet to announce his approach to the council of Ghent, and the States 
of Flanders; and directed the messenger especially to speak with 
Sigulor Ganay, one of the magistrates of tlic town. He then resumed 
a quicker pace, and approached rapidly the walls of the city. 

Before he reached the gates, however, it became evident that his 
harbinger had not spared the spur, and had already executed *his 
commission. A large body of horsemen were seen to issue fortli, ac- 
companied by a crowd on foot ; and loud shouts of joy and gratulation 
met the cur of Albert Maurice, showing that the populace, at least, to 
whom Ganay had first made his court by affecting friendship for their 
victorious President, had not yet become aware of the designs of his 
enemies. But such demonstrations of the popular joy on his return, 
were received hy Albert Maurice as no sign that the purpose of des- 
troying him did not exist, nor as any reason for expecting that liis 
overthrow would not be attemi^ted, nor as any i)roof that the poople 
would oppose or resent it ; for no one knew better than himself how 
Blight a charge will condemn the most innocent before the lierce tri- 
bunal of tlie multitude, or felt more bitterly how readily those who 
now greeted his return would shout at his execution. 

He was surprised, however, as the two jiarties drew near each other, 
to find t]pit the body which had issued forth to receive him was licaded 
by Ganay liimself, and was composed of all those wliom lie liad the 
greatest reason to look upon as his political enemies. But Albert 
Maurice was not to be deceived ; and though he received the conq)!!- 
inents and gratulations of the citizens on liis return, and their llmnkB 
for his great services, with a smiling countenance, and bland un- 
troubled brow, yet his mmd clearly divined th« motives of so mucli 
courtesy, and he internally scoffed at the grossness of the deceit they 
attempted to play off upon him. He bowed, and smiled, and doffed 
his cap and plume to every one who affected to congratulate him ; 
but he well understood that lie was surrounded by doubtl’ul friends or 
concealed enemies, and watched carefully every changing expression 
of tlie faces round him. 

The populace on foot, who crowded round, with loud and vehement 
shouts of “ Long live the noble President I Long live the cr)ji(iucror 
of Le Lude!” he clearly saw were sincere enough. But in the set 
speeches and formal courtesy of the different members of the states, 
he beheld mucli to distrust, and calmly prepared for those great mea- 
sures which were alone fitted to meet tlie exigency of the moment. 

Albert Maurice was a reader of the human countenance — a book, 
every volume of wliich is easy to comprcligpd, when we kiww the 
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langm^ in which it is written, or, in other words, when we nndep- 
stand general character of the individual. Oanay was a master 
in the art of dissimulation; but the young citizen was so intimately 
acquainted with every turn of bis dark mind, that even the slight 
traces which he suffered to appear, were as legible to Albert Maurice, ' 
as if he had seen into Ills heart. He marked a transient and scarcely 
perceptible shade come over the brow of the druggist, whenever the 
people vociferated their noisy welcome. He saw, too, that on each 
shout, Ganay redoubled his attention to himself; and he perceived 
that, from the moment they met, his former friend attached himself 
to his side, and strove anxiously to prevent his holding any private 
communication with the leaders of his troops. From all this, he judged 
that the tidings received from Martin Erase were substantially correct; 
and that the honours shown him on his return, were only to deceive 
the people, while any act that was meditated against him was to be 
executed at night, after the lower orders hod retired to rest. 

Albert Maurice affected to be entirely deceived, and rode on with 
the party who had come to welcome him, with every appearance of 
friendship and confidence. He spoke freely and calmly to those around 
him ; addressed Ganay frequently in a low and confidential tone ; and 
at the same time, assumed dl that state and dignity, which he knew that 
his enemies expected him to display. He marked, too, with a feeling 
of suppressed scorn, the significant glances whkih passed between his 
foes, as — taking on himself the principal place, and with an air and 
demeanour, which might have suited the most potent monai'ch in 
Christendom — ^he rode ilirough the gates of Ghent amidst the accla- 
mations of the people. 

Wliile thus Albert Maurice proceeded, surrounded by a great number 
of the high citizens, the troops he commanded followed in a long line, 
now swelled to the amount of nearly fifteen hundred men. The 
whole cavalcade moved on towards th^ market-place ; but some persons, 
who remained near the drawbridge, remarked that the last band 
of soldiers did hot follow the rest: but, halting at the gatej^elieved 
the guard that was there on duty, and then passed on, in a different 
direction, by the low streets which ran under the walls. At the same 
time, however, three of the troopers were detached, and, at once, 
repassing the gates, galloped off at full speed, in the direction of 
llousden and Mello. It was farther obseaved, that in about two hours 
afterwards, three hauls of men-at-arms came up from the same quar- 
, ter, at a quick pace, and entered the city, without even being ques- 
tioned by the guard. To what spot they went in the city was not 
▼ery clearly ascertained, but it was generally reported that they made 
their way in small parties to the town-house. 

In the meanwhile, Albert Maurice and the rest pursued their march 
towards -that building, the crowd inpreasing every moment as they 
passed, and rending the air with their acclamations. With his helmet, 
laucc, and shield, carried by pages behind liim, as if he had been the 
most distinguished knight in the land — with his cap and plume in his 
hand, and bowing his fine head low at every shout of the multitude, 
the young citizen advanced towards what was called the Perron of the 
Hotel de Ville, on which he found collected, to do him honour, the 
Duke of Cleves and a number of the other nobles of the town and 
iieighbourUood, Haow^iog their league against him, and what A 
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TAddkery they considered this public reception of a simple burgher, 
Albert Maurice could scarcely prevent the scorn he felt in his he^t 
from curling his proud lip. But he did prevent it, and merely 
thinluiig, like Hamlet — “They fool me to the top of my bent,*' he dis- 
mounted from his horse at the steps, and played exactly the part 
which he well knew the/ expected from him. After receiving, with 
a degree both of haughtiness and humility, the gratulations of the 
lobles upon his successful expedition, he turned and addressed the 
lower orders of Ghent in a long and flattering harangue, throughout 
which the close of every period wad drowned in the enthusiastic cheers 
of the populace. 

“It were hard, my friends,” he added, in conclusion, “that you 
should all come out hither to welcome my return, and 1 should give 
you no sign of my good will. Fain would I have you all to sup with 
me; but, in good faith, there are so many here — some twenty thou- 
sand, as I guess — ^tliat no house could hold the multitude I see around 
me. However, it is a fedr and beautiful evening, and there is no 
better roof than the sky. Now, as these noble lords and worthy liier- 
chants have invited me to banquet with tliem within, I invite you all 
to sup here in the market-place, and l>y seven of the clock you shall 
Aid good ale and beef enough to satisfy you, if I give the last stiver 
of my private fortune to entertain the worthy artisans of Ghent.” 

A loud shout hurst from the people, but Ganay and his friends 
exchanged glances not of the most phjasant kind. Nor were their 
looks rendered more placid, when they heard an order given by the 
young President to his troops, purporting tliat they were to stable 
their horses in whatever faheds tliey could find round the market- 
place, and to quarter themselves in the wide halls and vacant cham- 
bers of the Hotel dc Ville. Ganay even ventured to remonstrate 
against turning the towm-housc into a barrack, but he was instantly 
silenced by Albert Maurice. ' 

** I have heard, my excellent, good friend,” he replied, “ since my 
leturn to Ghent, that the fifteen thousand meiT, who were dfiven like 
sheep from before Toumay, have been received in this city, and quaiv 
tered in the different barracks. I know, therefore, that there cim be 
no room to spare, and what you urge with regard to the illc^gality of 
bringing troops into the town-house, you must well know does not 
apply in t*he present case. The troops which I have resolved to station 
there arc the troops of the city of Ghent, not tltose of either a foreign 
or a native prince.” 

“ But for the informality of the thing,” urged Ganay, seeing that 
by the very measures which he had taken to secure the safe execution 
of liis purpose against the young citizen, he had, in fact, over-reached 
himself—** but for the informality of the thing, would it not be better, 
as there is no room for them in the town, to march them into any of 
the pleasant little villages in the neighbourhood?” 

“ What I” exclmmed Albert Maurice, assuming an air of indignation 
— ** what! make the victorious troops, that have so well served tlie 
.city, give place to those who have brouglit nothing but disgrace upon 
tis! No, no, Master Ganay, let us hear no more of* tliis. My orders 
must be ob^ed;” and so saying, he turned and advanced towards the 
door o£ the town-house. 

A ^rt and rapid conversation was now carried Qn« in a low 
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between the druggist and llie Duke of Cleves, as they ascended the 
steps towards the hall. It will he impossible to-night,” whispered 
the noble. 

" If he live over to-morrow,” replied Ganay, ” no earthly power will 
overtlirow him.” 

A few words succeeded, in so low a tone, ‘'that even, by the parties 
wlio spoke, their meaning was probably gathered more completely 
by their mutual looks, than by any distinct sounds. A white-haired 
oid soldier, however, who was pushing up the steps after the Presi- 
dent, just li('.'ird Ganay add, “If I do, will you justify and defend me?” 

“Any tiling to get rid of him I” replied the duke, emphatically; and 
th('V both passed on. 

The sun was, by this time, beginning to descend in the western sky; 
and on entering the town-house, the young citizen retired to the 
apartments which had been assigned liim in that building, and- re- 
mained long in consultation with various persons, who were admitted 
to him one after another. The individuals wlio thus visited him were 
all marked by the opposite faction, which remained in the other parts 
of the town-house ; and it was seen that, besides jMartin Friise, and a 
number of the burghers adhering to the party of that good citizen, 
almost all the leaders of the bands wliich had accompanied the young 
President in his expedition to Lille and Douai were admitted, and 
remained with him long. 

All this, however, appeared natural enough; and though his troops, 
!n quartering themselves in dilTercnt parts of the building, according 
to his orders, seemed to take upon themselves a tone of authority and 
power not very pleasing to his adversaries, yet this also might pass 
for the swagger and insolence of military success ; nor did it excite 
any very great surprise. As the evening went on, however, a number 
of persons were observed ascending to his apartments, whose faces no 
one recognised. Some stayed and some returned ; but it was evident 
that they were not citizens of Ghent, and great was the anxiety and 
discussion which these appearances caused amongst the enemies of 
the young President. Every means was taken to discover whence 
they capie and what was their errand, hut it was all in vain. The 
Duke of Cleves retired to his own hotel, to prepare for the scenes that 
were about to take place; and Ganay waited eagerly the coming of 
the hour aiipointed for the banquet, whieli would put on end, he be- 
lieved, for ever to tU'ansactiuns which, from many causes, he both 
doubted and feared. 

Ecvertlielcss, his sensations were of a mixed, and even painful 
nature, and his conclusions in regard to the conduct of Albert Maurice 
were less clear and decided than they had ever been before. He did 
not andyv'ould not believe tlaat the President supected tlie precise 
detsign of those who had contrived his overthrow ; but he saw evidently 
that he was not deceived by all the fair appearances which had wel- 
comed him back to Ghent; and he felt that the moment was come 
when, as tlie young citizen had long before foreseen, the immediate 
destruction of the one was necessary to the safety of the other. That 
/tjonviction in liis own bosom of course made him believe that Albert 
Maurice was equally alive to the same fact; and as the means which 
he had so carefully prepared during the absence of the other had been, 
in some degree rendered vain by the measures that the President had 
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taken, the druggist now stood resolved to snatch the first opportunity 
of executing Ins pur^sc by any means, however great the risk, 
knowing that the peril of delay was still greater. 

And yet, strange to say, there was within the bosom of that man—* 
hardened as he was by crimes, and still more hardened by the 
struggles of passions concealed within his breast through a long life- 
strange to say, tliere was a feeling of deep regret, of bitter repugnance, 
when he thought of the very act he planned for his own security. If 
ever there liad been, in the course of all his existence, a being that he 
had sincerely loved, besides his own unhappy son, that being had 
been Albert Maurice; and though in the scenes of civil faction and 
the strife of contending interests and desires which they had lately 
passed through, that aflection had been apparently smothered, it is 
wonderful how freshly it rose up in his heart, when he thought that 
Albert Maurice must die by his means — ^possibly by his own hand. 

The fatal creed he held of man’s entire mortality, made him fearless 
of dcatli biuisdf, and careless of inflicting it on others; but, perhaps, 
by teaching him that the loves and affections of tliis life were {ill, it 
made lliom take a deeper hold upon his heart, when once they could, 
grasp it by any means; and for a moment, as he thought of cutting 
off the noble being whose powers he had so often admired — of extin- 
guishing for ever all those fiery energies and bright aspirations he had 
watched from their first breaking forth to their full expansion— 
shuddered at tiie task. 

The people without, witnessing the preparations for the banquet 
to which the young citizen had invited them, from time to time 
shouted forth his name with loud applause, and there was a voice 
witliin the bosom of Gamiy that echoed their praises. “ He is, indeed, 
a splendid creature,” ho thought; “and if ever there was one calcu- 
lated to win all hearts, and lead men and nations on to scones and 
glories such as the world has never yet seen,, he is the man. Yet, 
after all, he must die! and ’tis hut like the slaughter of a mighty stag 
or a noble boar; and death — ^i/vdiich ends all things— perhaps, when 
the pain and the pleasure of life are fairly balanoed, is the crowning 
good that renders the whole equal at last ; but 1 must speed tib see oU 
prepared!’' 

CHAPTEB XXXVL 

Neveu had the town of Ghent witnessed so magnificent a sight as on 
the night after the return of Albert Maurice. The ivliole market- 
place before the Stadt Huys, illuniinated by a thousand torches, was 
crowded Avith people regaling at long tables, wdiich groaned beneath 
the burden of good cheer. Tlie young President had spared no means 
to satisfy all; and, by the magic influence of gold, had, in the short 
time Avhich had elapsed since his return, conjured up a festival more 
like some of those fairy banquets depicted in an Eastern tale, than 
anything in real life. Thousands and thousands, too, of the wealthier 
das.ses, whose circumstances raised them above those who came to 
partake of his bounty, moved through the open spaces, enjoying the 
scene. The Perron of the Hotel de Ville was croAvded with guards, 
officers, and attendants, looking over the gay and happy sight which 
the square afforded, and above all rose the dark mass of the town- 
bouse, with a broad blaze flashing forth from all the open wink- 
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dowfl, while the sound of music from within, and the glancing of 
figures moving rapidly across the lights, offered links of interest 
hptween the feelings of the crowd rnthout and the transactions that 
were passing in the building. A knot of the more curious citizens 
had stationed themselves on the little rise by the fountain, and watched 
eagerly the windows of the hall, where the banquet was just about to 
take place; and at length, when a loud flourish of trumpets echoed 
out upon the air, some of them were heard to exclaim, “Now! now 
they are coming to the tables! — See, sec! they arc passing along!— 
^ere is the Duke of Clcves; 1 know him by the limp in his gait; 
and there is the President — there is the noble President! See 
> he overtops them all, and how his plumes dance above the highest 
in the hall ! Hurrah for the noble President !” and the multitude 
catching tlie sound, burst forth with a loud and universal cheer, that 
made the buildings around echo and re-ccho with the shout. 

Although, at that distance, it was difficult to distinguish the per- 
sons within, yet the shout was appropriate, for it was, indeed, Albert 
Maurice who — received as a ^est by the states of Flanders, and the 
. nobles and prime burghers of Ghent — was advancing to the scat pre- 
pared for him. Long consultations had been previously held iu re- 
gard to where that seat was to be placed; for feud&l states in general 
required that a marked distinction should be observed between nobles 
and citizens ; hut the druggist counselled the nobles to indulge the 
young citizen’s pride to the utmost for that one night. Tiie example 
of Artevelde — a common tradesman of that very town, wlio had sat 
and treated with the highest princes of Europe— was cited, and pre- 
Tallcd; and the president of Ghent took his chair by the Duke of 
Cleves, with Ganay, by a previous arrangement, seated beside him. 

The face of the druggist was uncommonly pale. He had marked 
!the immense concourse of people in the square; he had marked the 
multitude of guards and attendants that crowded the terrace and 
thronged the halls of the town-house; and he knew the infinite perils 
that attended the deed he had undertaken to perform. Wliatevercourse 
evfoits might take, he felt that fate brooded heavily over the whole 
splendid scene j and his small, clear d.irk eye wandered somewhat wildly 
round the hall, especially as, in following Albert Maurice towards the 
scat it had been arranged he was to occupy, the thundering shout of 
the multitude without burst upon liis car. All, however, apparently 
passed in tranquil easc;«.tlie whole party were seated ; and the atten- 
dants of the Duke of Cleves — somewhat more numerous than neces- 
sary, drew round the upper end of the table. But as they did so, they 
perceived that they enclosed amongst themselves two or three strange 
men, against whose intrusion they remonstrated rather roughly. What 
the others answered was not heard, but they kept their place, and the 
banquet proceeded, Everytliing was rich and splendid, according to 
Hie chstom of that time ; and many a fish and many a fo^vl appeared 
vipon the table, which have cither lost their palatable flavour ia 
latter days or have been discarded by some depravity of human 
taste. Albert Maurice ate sparingly and drank little ; but he was 
more gay and dieerful than, pprliaps, any one had ever seen him be- 
.fore ; and, with the whole, there was an air of easy dignity, which 
^ kft any outward difference tliat miglit be observed between himself 
■aiid any of the nobles aioupd, entirely to his advantage. 
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Ganaj drank deep; and, as the banquet proceeded, hia cheek grear 
flushed, and his eye sparkled more; but he was silent, absent, and 
thoughtful, and shnmk when the eye of Albert Mtmrice rested ,011 
him, even for a moment, in cemversation. At length the Duke of 
Cleves rose, and addres^ the druggist briefly, saying, Master 
Ganay, you are an oratcff, and I am none; and besides, as one of the 
consuls of the good town of Ghent, the task 1 am going to put upoii 
you falls more naturally to you than to me. Fill, then, yon golden 
chalice to tiie brim, and express, if you can find language to do so, the 
gratitude and admiration which tne states of Flanders— nobles and 
commonls alike— feel for him who has won the* first successes in arms 
for his native country against her base invaders — succesaes which Z 
trust may be but the earnest of many more.” 

Ganay took the large golden cup, and held it to an officer who 
filled it with wine : but, as the druggist again brought it back, ha 
leaned his hand upon the edge for a moment, and something seemed, 
to the eyes of more persons than one, to fall into the chalice. He rose^ 
however, with greater composure than he had hitherto displayed 
through the evening : and xdth a happy flow of words, the very choice- 
ness and selection of which made his speech appear far more vigorous 
and enthusiastic than it really was, he commented on the talents and 
successes of the young citizen, and thanked him, in the name of tli9 
town of Ghent and the states of Flanders, for the services he had ren- 
dered to his country. It is scarcely necessary, perhaps, to state tha^ 
it was the common custom of the day for a person publicly drinking 
tb another in such a manner, to taste the wine himself, and then to 
fiend the cup to him whom he addressed. Ganay, accordingly, at tbo 
end of his oration, raised the bowl to his lips, and held it there for a 
moment; and then, according to form, gave it to the cupbearer, who 
presented it to the youug burgher. Albert Maurice, after taking 
the chalice, rose at once, while the eye of the druggist fixed upon him 
with a gtize, that had something almost fearful in its very intensity. 

" Noble lords,” he said, in a clear, mellow, steady voice ; “ noblo 
lords! dear fellow citizens I wortliv men of Flanders! you have been 
pleased this day to show me honours, far higher than my poor merits 
gave me any title to expect. Ibe duty of a citizen to Ids country is 
one, which, however zealously jexecuted, affords him no claim to 
thanks ; for being an obligation imposed on him by his birth, it binds 
him strictly through his li& ; and even at his death, he that has dons 
all within his scope to uphold his native land; has still done nothing 
hut that which he was bound to do. Nevertheless, it is hard to say 
how much I rejoice that the men of Ghent and the states of Flanders 
have thought fit, by such distinguished honours, to reward such poor ^ 
services as mine. Nor, however grateful to my heart may be your 
generous applause, ore my feelings personal alone. *1 rejoice more 
that you have so honoured and rewarded the first man wHo has been 
enabled to render service in arms to the state, since her restoration to 
freedom, than that the first was Albert Maurice. I rejoice chiefly^ 
because I am sure that the distinction shown to me this night, us** 
worthy as I am, wiU be the means of calling others forth in the seiv 
vice of the countiy, whom diffidence of their own powers, or douhtt 
of the state’s willingness to accept what they may believe inefflci^ 
imriofi^ has hitherto kept back isaui the path ii fiuoe. When m 
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iudlvidaal serres his country to the utmost of his power, as I have 
before said, he does but his duty to that country, and no more; but 
when the states recompenses its individual servants even beyond their 
deserts, it does its duty to itself, and ensures the most zealous services 
of all its children : for the men who will serve a niggard master well, 
will serve a liberal one with their whole heart and soul ; and let me 
say, there is a mighty difference. Men of Ghent,” continued the young 
President, “ and you, noble barons and burghers of Flanders, 1 give 
you all deep and heartfelt thanks ; and I drink unto you alll” 

Albert Maurice had spoken calmly and collectedly, and not a word 
betrayed that there was one feeling in his lieart but tranquil confi- 
dence. As he paused and lifted the cup in Ifis hand, the gaze of 
Gaiiay grew more and more intense; his pale lip quivered, and a 
bright red spot glowed on his ashy cheek, while the young citizen 
continued to raise the cup slowly towards his lip. Suddcj)ly, liow- 
cver, Albert Maurice paused, and turned his glance with a niovcuient 
as quick as lightning upon the druggist, into whose face the blood 
rushed with fearful violence as their eyes met. Sternly and stead- 
fastly the young President gazed on him, while one miglit count fifty, 
and then tossing the cup into the midst of the hall, he exclaimed, with 
a scornful laugh, “ No, no! No, no! Did you dream that I did not 
know you, murderer?” 

“Know me now then!” cried Ganay^, starting up ; “know me now!” 
and he sprang towards Albert Maurice like a famished tiger. Ihit, 
at that moment, the man who stooil beliind his chair strode forward ; 
aomething bright waved above the druggist as he rose, descended at 
once upon his head, and cleft its way through to the very eyes. 

Ganay fell back from his place, dead upon the floor of the hall ; 
but even as he fell, his hand, armed with a short poniard, aimed au 
impotent blow at the young President, which struck ringing against 
the pavement. 

“ Ho ! Close the doors !” cried Albert Maurice, rapidly. " IMatthew 
Gournay, you have done well! Let no one dare to approach the 
corpse I Look at him as he lies, lords and free citizens ! JjO(;k at liiiii 
as he lies, with the weapon of destruction in his hand! And you, my 
friends, whom 1 stationed round about, did you not see him drop the 
poison in the cup as clearly as I did ?” 

“ We did! we did! we did!” cried a dozen voices round the table ; 
and those who were at first inclined to look somewhat fiercely upon 
these witnesses, soon peirccived that the testimony came from all the 
most honourable citizens of Ghent, who, forewarned, had watched the 
proceedings of the druggist. 

“ These are bold and terrible deeds, Sir President !” said the Duke 
of Cleves. 

“Not Bo^bolci as some I could name, Duke of Cleves!' replied 
Albert Maurice, bending his brows sternly upon him. “The man 
i^ho lies before you has already more than one murder on his head. 
There are the proofs of his participation in the death of the good old 
Jjord of Neufcliatel, who died by poison while recovering from his 
pounds. For these proofs I have to thank you, worthy and fearless 
magistrate, Maitre Pierre. These, however, would have been pro- 
duced before the judges of this city, had I not discovered the purpose 
«f this base assassin to poison me this nighty and taken proper means 
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to counteract his design. There are others here present, leagued in 
the same cril conspiracy : and did I so please, I could name them one 
by one. Look not to your attendants, Luke of Cloves ; for know, that 
in this building and around it 1 have enough faithful friends, to bind 
every traitor present hand and foot, and give them over to the com- 
mon hangman, did 1 60 will it. But fear not ; 1 neither accuse yoa 
nor absolve you, my lord. You came here, a guest to the city 
Ghent, and you depart unopposed, uninjured, with this waniiug'only : 
bewiire how you entertain a thought against the liberties of the 
people. To the rest — within whose bosoms dwells the fearful con- 
sciousness of their own treachery — say only, I do not dread them ; 
and from my confidence in myself and in the people of Ghent, they 
find safety. Those who were moved to seek my overthrow by fears 
and doubts, instilled into them by yon arch traitor who now lies dead» 
udll learn from my conduct this night, that 1 am not the man that I 
have been represented; and those who, from baser motives, w^ould 
have compassed my death, may also learn, that such designs fall ever, 
sooner or later, on the heads of those that framed them Thdse who 
love me not, therefore, may depart in peace; those who love me aud 
Glicnt, remain ; and let us finish our festivities, for the death of that 
base man is no more to be noted than the shooting of a wolf, or any 
otlier wild beast that would destroy us. Take away the corpse!” 

The guests looked upon each other with inquiring glances, as they 
stood around the table In the same attitudes into which they had 
started, on the sudden catastrophe they had just witnessed; but few 
present were willing, by quitting the hall, to brand themselves ad 
enemies to Albert Maurice and to Ghent. 

Good JMnrtin Ifnise was the first to resume his seat, which he did, 
murmuring, ” He was an unworthy man, that Ganay, and a disgraco 
to the city. He nearly caused my death some twenty years ago.” 

Those who lieard this new charge against ‘the unhappy druggist 
started, and many looked wise, aud shook the sagacious head, ex- 
claiming, “All! wc always knew he was a wicked man!” but Albert 
Maurice, who understood tliat the mode of death to which his uncle 
alluded was not quite deserving of such serious comment, again called 
upon those who were friends to Ghent, and to himself, to resume their 
scats at once. 

One after another, all the citizens, and almost all t;he nobles, fol- 
lowed the example of good Martin Fruse. The Luke ®f Cleves, how- 
ever, together with a few of his immediate par fisans, remained standing, 
and, after a brief pause, moved a step towards the door. 

“It is not my custom,” he said, “to sit and drink in halls whero 
blood has just been shed; and without being an enemy to Ghent, or , 
any of her true and faithful sons, I may he p&rdoue^ for quitting a 
place, where I know not what is to happen next.” 

“ Fortunately for myself, my lord,” replied Albert Maurice, 
know what was intended to Iiappen next; though, perhaps, my having 
spoiled the design may be matter of offence to some here present. But 
not to bandy words with so high a prince, 1 have only further to say, 
that the citizene of Ghent have been honoured by your presence while 
it has lasted, and you have, in return, been treated with a goodly and 
instructive^ though somewhat fearful, spectacle, showing how the men/' 
of this city punish those who attempt to poison them at their solemn 
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ftasts. BICake way for the Duke of Cleves, theref^ And with an tSt 
in which courtesy and grace gare additional point to the keen scorn 
that curled his lip and bent bis brow, Albert Maurice led the Duke 
towards the door, and bowed low as he passed out. 

' The young President then resumed his seat; his lip softened, his 
krow unbent, and, gazing round the guests with one :>f those bland 
•miles which often win approbation for tlie past, by seeming pertain 
of applause, he exclaimed — “Friends, have 1 done well?” 

The man who rose to reply was one of the most zealous of that 
Idolent party on whose support Ganay had founded his authority, 
and Albert Maurice prepared for bold opposition; for he knew him to 
ke fierce and fearless, though honest and upright in ]inrpose. By one 
of those sudden revolutions of feeling, however, which are common in 
icenes of great excitement, the whole sentiments of the partisan had 
kccome changed by the frank and determined demeanour of the young 
citizen ; and he answered at once— “ So well have yon done, Sir Presi- 
dent, that, in my opinion, if Ghent owed you gratitude before, that 
gratitude ought now to be increased a hundred-ft^ ; and if she sus- 
pected you of any baseness, those suspicions should be done away for 
•Tcr. To many of us you have been represented as courting the 
ztohllity for your own purposes, and seeking alone, in all you have 
done, your own aggrandizement. Some of us, too — for one,” he 
added, boldly — “consented to your arrest this night. 1 acknowledge 
it; and frankly I acknowledge 1 was wrong. But, believe me. Sir 
President, when with the same voice I declare, that, had I ever 
dreamed of the scheme for murdering you here, my own knife should 
first have drunk the blood of the assassin. Justly has he been done 
to death, and wisely have you treated you proud prince, who courts 
us now, only that he may first rise by ns. aii<f then crush us here- 
after ; and who, as no one who saw his countenance can doubt, was 
leagued with the dead assassin. It is the policy of those who hate 
us to set us at variance a-mongst ourselves, and remove from us all 
the men whose talents and whose firmness will enable us to triumph 
Btill. Let us then, all pledge oursclvvs to union; and, in ordei to 
preserve himwho alone possesses genius and power sufficient to lead 
us properly, let us give him a guard of five hundred men, and intrust 
him with greater authority than he has hitherto enjoyed.” 

Tlic proposal was received with acclamation; and the citizens, some 
^ger to show that they^had no participation in the plot which had 
just been frustrated, some carried away by the general enthusiasm, 
and some from the first devoted to the young President, vied with each* 
other in voting him new powers and new dignities. At that moment 
he might have commanded anything in the power of the stales of 
Flanders to bestow; and much more was spontaneously ofiTored than 
he thought prudent to accept* “No, no!” he said ; “limit the power 
you grant me to that which your fathers formerly conferred, in this 
rery hall, on Jacob Von Artevelde, with this furtlier restriction^: that 
1 shall submit every month the revenues intrusted to my disposal to 
the inspection of three persons chosen from your own body. Thu» 
flliall 1 be enabled to serve you as much as man can do ; and thus will 
you guard against those abuses to which the unlimited confidence of 
your ancestors gave rise. Nothing more will 1 accept.” 

Tke win of tbe^ young dtizen the time wae law, and the whole 
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axnmgement was speedily completed. One more deep cup of red winer 
each man present qnafTed to the health of Albert Maurice, and then 
took leave, one by one. Martin Fmse wOs the last that left him, «odf 
as he did so, the good old man wrung his hand hard. “ FareweQ, 
Albert,” he said ; “ I have seen yon a little child, and I have seen yoE 
a stately man, and 1 have loved you better than anything else on 
earth. You have now reached a dizzy height, my dear boy ; and, ohJ 
take care that your head do not turn giddy. For my sake, if not fbr 
our own, take care; for it would slay me to sec your falL” 

CHAPTER XXXVn. 

Albert Maurice sat alone, after an evening of such fearful excite- 
ment, as' few have ever passed upon this earth — after having seen hie 
own life, and power, and hopes, in momentary danger — after having 
controlled and concealed his own passions, and bridled, and governed, 
and guided those of others — ^aftcr having overthrown his enemies, 
slain his betrayer, secured his authority, and taken all but one^small 
easy step to the very summit of his ambition. Oh, what a host of 
mingled sensations crowded rapidly on his heart! and how dizzily 
his brain whirled for the first few brief moments, while remembrance 
rapidly brought before him all the multiplied events of the last two 
hours; and out of the smoke of memory rose the giant consciousness 
that he was successful — triumphantly successful! 

For an instant his lip curled with a X)roud and satisfied smile; and 
everything was forgotten, but that bright bubble— success. But, as 
he sat, a sort of lassitude came over liltn; his eye fell casually on the 
spot where the dniggist Oanay had lain, convulsed in the agonies of 
death; and, by a caprice of the imagination, the same face which liad 
then appeared streaked with ghastly blood, and contorted with tlie 
pangs of dissolution, was presented to his memery, as he had seen it 
in farmer days, speaking the words of hope to liis own ear, and 
cheering him on the path of enterprise and ambition. 

Touched by the magic wand of association, the splendid objecto- 
which he had just been contemplating began to change their iorm 
' and lose their brightness. A dull weight of thought seemed to fall 
upon him, and his utmost efibrts would not throw it off. It sconicd 
as if some fiend, in bitter mockery, resolved to conjure up the laces 
of the dead, and to torture his heart with painful recollections, even 
in the hour of triumph. To the form of the drilggist, next succeeded, 
before the eye of fancy, that ot the Duke of Gueldres, dyeing* the 
green sward with his blood; and then, the shifting picture ex' the 
mind presented the same prince as when first, with buoyant joy, be- 
came to thank him for his liberation. Next appeared Imbercourt^ 
and Hugonet, bending to the stroke of the executioner : ^k 1 then,, 
he beheld them as they had appeared at the council, when he had beea 
examined on the accusation of the Prevot ; while the calm, grave, 
noble countenance of Imbercourt was seen pleading eagerly in excul- 
pation of him who had since worked out the death ot liis defender. 

“So many, in so short a time!” thought Albert Maurice. “Yet 
have they died, each for his own misdeeds; and I have sacrificed 
them — ay, and with pain — for the good of my country alone!” 

He almost slarted at the vehemeuce with which con9cienGe gay#. 
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the lie to so base a delusion. '*For the good of my country alone!** 
he thoaght again, “l^ay — ^nay — ^nay — ^for my own ambition. Wliat 
•—what act have I done yet, for the good of my country alone? None, 
alas ! none ! and even now, perhaps — even now, when ambition has 
swallowed up all — ^when I have reached the very pinnacle of success 
—perhaps the only one I have suffered to escape — perhaps yon Duke 
of Cleves is -even now plotting to deprive me of the only reward that 
can wipe away every evil memory, repay every effort, tranquilli;:© 
every pain, and render success a blessing indeed. But he shall plot 
in vam; and if he dare to plot, by the Lord that lives, he shall diel** 

"Ho! without there!” he continued, aloud. "Bring me a hat and 
cloak! Oh, good Matthew Gournay— I had forgot,” he added, as he 
saw who it was that answered his summons — “this very night your 
noble lord shall be set free. But I must see him myself ; I Iiave 
tidings for him wliich vrill glad his heart. You, too, shall not be 
forgotten ; and though I know, gold can never pay such services as 
yours, yet there are other means within my power. This very night 
wfi will set free your lord. In all the turbulence of the past evening, 
I had forgot what I ^liould have remembered. No, no, boy” — he 
added, to the page who brought him a high-plumed bonnet and richly 
decorated cloak — “ these vestments I have on are all too fine already. 
I must conceal my rank — ^my station in the city, I should say. Get 
me some servant’s cloak and hat. Be quick ! 'Tis nearly ten.” 

The President mused thoughtfully till the boy returned; and honest 
Matthew Gournay, seeing that deep and agitating thoughts were en- 
grossing all his attention, stood quietly gazing on the snot where ho 
had slain the unhappy Ganay, and wondering that any man should 
take the trouble of poisoning another, when he might rid himself of 
Ills enemy so easily by the dagger or the sword. 

At length the hat and cloak were brought ; and Albert I^Iaurice 
drew the one round his person, and the other over his brow. “ Now, 
Matthew Gournay,” ^he said, “ take fivc-and-twenty men, and bid 
them follow mo by separate ways to the palace. Tlicre wait till I 
come. I will be in the square almost as soon as you; and after I 
have spent some ten minutes in transacting business which admits of 
no delay, we will go on and liberate your good lord.” 

The ring which Matthew Gournay had received from his young 
lord, acted with the magic effect of some talisman in an Eastern tale; 
and whatever commands he received from Albert ]\Iauricc, he obeyed 
at.once, with unquestioning alacrity. Tlie five-and-twenty men were 
soon summoned — ^for the whole force of the free companions had been 
poured into the town of Ghent, during the evening, by means of the 
gate which, as we have seen, the followers of the President had secured 
on his first entering the city. A tew brief words directed them by 
different .ways to the palace; and — passing through the various 
crowds which had been gathered together for the entertainment in 
the square, and which were now discussing, in eager tones, the events 
that had taken place in the town-house — ^the men selected to accom- 
pany, or rather to follow, the youn^ citizen, soon made their way to 
the gates of the palace. That part of the town was nearly deserted, 
and the little square before the Cours du l^rince was void and soli- 
tary, except where, nearly in the midst, a tall, dark figure, with ita 
ftrms cros^ upon its chesty stood gazing up 9 ^ the building. Ail 



HABY OF BUBGUirDV* 

tras quiet, and calm, and dark^ along the facade of the palace, cxk 
where, here and then^ from some of the long narrow windowJfc 
Btrcam of tremulous light broke upon the night. ^ 

For several minutes the figure continued to pzc, apparently fixing 
its glance earnestly upon one part of the building. Sut at length 
perceiving the number of soldiers collecting before the gate, All^rt 
Maurice — for he it was, who had outwalked his followers — advanced, 
and after speaking a few words to Matthew Gournay, demanded 
admission from tlie warder of the fortified gate. He gave his name 
and station, and urged business of importance as an excuse for the 
lateness of his visit. The warder replied in a tone of humble defe- 
rence, which circumstances had compelled the proud soldiers of Bur- 
gundy to learh in speaking to the once contemned burghers of Ghent, 
telling him that he would willingly admit him, but that, as his orders 
had been very strict for the last week, he must detain him at the gate 
while he »caused the princess to be informed of the fact. 

Albert Maurice made no objection, and remained, musing with^a 
downcast countenance, across wliich the shadows of many cmotfoiis 
were passing, that ho would not willingly have shown to the eye of 
open day. As calm and tranquil as a summer's morning, he had sat 
his horse in the midst of battle and conflict. Calmly, too, he had 
remained beside the man who was mixing a cup cf poison for his lip, 
and preparing the dagger i^ the cup should fail. But now every 
nerve thrilled, and his linrt heat like a coward's, though he was but 
to meet a fair and gentle girl, whose fate might almost be said to rest 
in bis own hands. He had hoped and he had dreamt, through many a 
long day; and various circumstances had combined to give those 
hopes and dreams a tangible foundation and a definite fonn. But 
now that tlie moment approached when they were to be realised op 
destroyed for ever, they iaded all away into fears and anxieties. 

The warder returned and bowed lowed, while the gates were thrown 
open*. The soldiers witliin the court did military honours to the 
President of Ghent ; and, assuming a firmer step and a prouder air, 
Albert Maurice passed on within the precincts of the palace, followed 
by the train who had met him according to his appointment. At the 
entrance-hall his followers paused, and he himself, ushered forward by 
one of the domestic attendants of the princess, ascended the steps 
t6wards a smaller chamber, adjoining the great hall of audience. 

In the ante-room he cast off his hat and cloalj, and remained in the 
idch dress in which he had descended to the banquet in the town- 
house; and as he passed on towards the door which the servant threw 
open, his eye fell upon a Venetian mirror, and perhaps he gained 
another ray of hope from feeling that, in appearance as well as mind, 
he was not unfitted to move through those lordly halls, in the high 
station for which his aiqbition strove. 

The chamber that he entered was but dimly lighted, and it was 
evident that the preparations for receiving him there hadlonly been 
made upon the sudden announcement of his arrival. His eye, how- 
ever, instantly rested upon Mary of Burgundy, as she sat surrounded 
by a number of her women; and the sweet smile with which she wel- 
comed him so thrilled through, his heart, that he felt the resolution 
which had brought him thither shaken, lest, by seeking for deeper 
tiaijpuiesB, he should lose even the joy of that sweet smile itselfi 
T 



**Wdlcome, my lord,” sho said, "most welcome back again to 
Ghent. For though we had great joy from your victories and suc- 
cesses, the first that have ever yet blessed our cause, yet we have 
much needed your presence in the city.” 

"I hope, lady,” replied the young citizen, with a tone of deep inte- 
rest in all that concerned her imme^te happiness, “I hope that you 
have suffered no personal annoyance ; for, believe me, before I went 
1 took every means to giwd you from the importunity of the Duke 
of Gucldrcs or the intrusion of any one else.” 

"From the Duke of Gucldres,” replied Mary, "who, I hear, 
unhappy man, has fallen in some of the late conflicts, I have, indeed, 
sufiered nothing ; nor have 1 truly to complain of any one else. 
Though ray good cousin of Cloves does, perhaps, press me somewhat 
unkindly to a union, which is little less fearful in my eyes than the 
other. Doubtless, he deems it for my good, and strong are the reasons 
he urges; hut having taken on myself to decide, and having told him 
that decision, I would fain he spared all further discussion.” 

The check of Albert Maurice reddened with anger ; and he an- 
swered hastily, **Foar not, dear lady; his importunities shall not 
press upon your Grace much longer. The city of Ghent and the 
states of Flanders have this night armed me, thank God ! with suffi- 
cient power to sweep — to — to- 

Albert Maurice paused and hesitated ; for the hold and ambitious 
words that hod been just springing to his lips, he felt must not bo 
rashly uttered in the ear of one whose love was to he gained and 
fixed, and whose hand, although it was the crowning object of all his 
ambition, though it was the motive for every energy and endeavour 
of his bosom, would at once become vain and valueless, if unaccom- 
panied by her heart. He paused, and then continued, " have armed 
me with sufficient power, at once, to guide the state, I trust, to per- 
manent security and peace ; and to sweep away from your domestic 
life every pain, anxiety, and fear.” 

The last vroi^s were spoken low and slowly ; and as he pronounced 
them, lie dropxKid his eyes to the ground; while the warm conscious 
blood rose up into his diceks, and spoke far more than his lips. The 
words he uttered, it is true, had no very definite meaning, and might 
be taken up in a very general sense ; but the tone, the manner, the 
hesitation, the flushing of the cheek, the timid glance of the eye, gave 
emphasis and purpose to the whole. For the first time, a suspicion 
of what was passing in his bosom flashed across the mind of Mary of 
Burgundy, and inspired her, for the moment, with a feeling of terror 
which approached very nearly to despair. She turned deadly pole, 
and trembled violently, as, with rapid thought, she ran over the cir- 
cumstances of her situation, and found how helpless she was, if that 
suspicion were well founded. It was but for an instant, however, that 
the gave way to apprehension. From the first, she had appreciated 
tlie general character of Albert Maurice, especially its finer points, 
by a sort of instinctive comparison with licr own. She knew that he 
was generous, high-spirited, noble-minded ; and, tlioiigh she might 
lu>w find that her estimate of his ambition had been ikr below th^ 
'which it should have been, yet slic trusted to the better parts of liis 
4^pOBition to deliver her from the consequences of the worse. Sto 
knew that she was in Ms power. She frdt that bis will was law, 



SAvroVBiTBoinniT. Still 

all tne conntry that surrounded her ; and thati If he choBe, he eoald 
blast her hopes and happiness for ever. But, at the same time, she 
felt there was some resource, though the only one, in the native po- 
rosity of Ills heart; and she determined to appeal to it boldly as her 
sole refuge from despair. It is true that a union with Albert Mau- 
rice, whose splendid qualities she could not but acknowledge, might, 
were such feelings susceptible of any very marked shades of differ- 
ence, and had it been possible for her to dream for one moment of sudi 
a union, might have been less repugnant to her, than the marriages 
wliich had been proposed with the drivelling boy of France, with the 
coarse and brutal son of the Duke of Cleves, or with the cruel and 
unnatural Duke of Gucldres. But still, the simple fact existed, she 
loved another with all the deep sincerity of a woman’s first affection, 
and the very thought of any other alliance was abhorrent to every 
feeling of her heart. 

Nothing could have balanced those feelings in her bosom, but her 
strong sense of duty to the nation she was called upon to goverri and 
protect. She could, indeed, and would have sacrificed everything for 
her country and her people ; but that people themselves had rejected 
the only alliance that could have benefitted them ; and, in the pre- 
sent instance, no such object could have been gained by her marriage 
with the President of Ghent, as that which the French alliance might 
have accomplished, even could she have entertained the thought of 
bestowing the hand of the heiress of Burgundy on an adventurous 
and aspiring citizen, a thought from which all Mary’s feelings re- 
volted, not the loss strongly for the nsitural gentleness of her charac- 
ter. Had lime for reflection been added, the discovery or the suspi- 
cion of his love might have afforded a key to all the conduct of Ujo 
young citiz.ni, and, by showing to what deeds his passion had already 
betrayed him, might have increased a thousand-fold the terror of the 
unhappy princess ; but, luckily, the consideration of her own situa- 
tion, and of I he means of averting the consequences she dreaded, en- 
grossed lier wholly, and thus guarded her from worse Apprehensions. 

The first effect of his speech, and of the sudden conviction which 
his manner, more than his words, produced, was, as we said, to turn 
her deadly pale ; and while a thousand new anxieties and painful 
considerations crossed her mind, she remained gazing on him so long, 
in silence, that she felt he must see that he was understood. The 
eilcnce of her owu embarrassment then becoming painful to her, as 
well as to liim, the blood rushed up into her face, and yet she could 
not reply ; so that both remained completely mute for several mo- 
ments, after words had been spoken, which, to the by-siandcrs, 
seemed perfectly simple. 

At length she answered — ** Oh ! Sir President, if such power has 
been granted to you by the states, use it nobly, and He&vcn will 
bless you.” 

“ As far, lady, as my poor judgment can extend, I will use it 
nobly,” replied Albert Maurice, over whose heart an icy chill had 
come, he knew not well why. **But,** he added, *‘as I would fain 
use it for your happiness — ^believing it to be insepaarable firomthofeof 
the people — ^let me crave a few words with you in private, that I may 
ascertain more fully how that happiness may be best consulted.” 

He spoke slowly and calmly; but, from thq quivering of taii Si^ it 
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was eTident ithat each word cost him a painfhl strangle to pronouncei 
(hi other liand, Mary was herself embarrassed by his request, 
which was not a little contrary to the etiquette of her situation ; and 
yet he who requested, she knew might command, and she felt thal^ 
perhaps, it might be better for both that they should be alone. 

After a moment’s pause, then, she gave the necessary order for her 
attendants to withdraw into the ante-chamb'cr, and then resumed her 
seat^ Albert Maurice stood beside her, with his eyes still bent upon 
the ground ; and for a moment^ after the suite had quitted the cham- 
ber, he remained silent, striving to master all the emotions which 
were agitating his heart. It was a painful struggle, but sit length 
he succeeded; and then raising his head with some degree of proud 
consciousness in his aspect, he looked calmly on the princess. 

“ Madam,** he said, in a firmer voice than he had hitherto com- 
manded, “ your general welfare, and that of your people, is undoubt- 
edly one great, and ought to be one paramount, object with me in 
all I strive for; but, at the same time, believe me— ob, believe 
me ! that your individual happiness is no less a deep and overpower- 
ing consideration in my mind. Lady, I know, and feel painfully, 
(hat the great difference of rank and station between us, may pre- 
vent you from conceiving fully how dear your interests arc tOL me. 
Nay, turn not psle, madam!” he added, with watchful and somewhat 
irritable pride, softened by deep and sincere affection — ” Nay, turn 
not pale ! No word shall you hear from my lips, that may offend 
your ear or wound your heart. Lady, the ambitious, misproud citi- 
ccu may have as elevated, perhaps more devoted, ideas of true allbc- 
tion, than the noble, whose pride and arrogance arc his right of birth ; , 
and may be able to crush his own heart, to sacrifice more than life- 
hope, blessed hope itself, to serve the being that he loves. And do 
you weep ?” he continued, seeing the tears roll rapidly over the fair 
cheek of Mary of Burgundy, “And do you weep ? Then I have said 
too much. Yet, hear me a little. 1 see you agitated, far more 
agitated than anything wliich has passed hitherto should have occa- 
fiioued, unless the words we have spoken, whose import seems but 
email, may have touched some fine strung cord within your heart, and 
made sadder music than I dreamed of. However, in this land of 
Flanders I have now no small power, which may last God knows how 
long. But fear not tliat the power I do possess will ever he used to 
thwart one wish of your heart. Whatever it may cost me, it shall bo 
employed to serve you with deep and true attachment. There is,” 
he added, his emotion almost mastering his calmness; there is one i 
question I would ask, which is hard to put, and may be painful to an- 
Bwer. Yet, let me speak it quickly and briefly, lest I should faiL” 

He paused for a moment, and looked down, while his hand became 
flenched fearfully tight, as if in the struggle to suppress some deep 
feelings that would fain have burst forth, but, after a single moment^ , 
all was again vanquished, and he proceeded: — “Some months have 
now passed since your father’s eyes were closed in death, your 
dominions are invaded, your people are distracted by different parties, 
and your nobles arc leaguing together to snatch one from another ^ 
.tile blessing of your hand. It is time, lady, that you should make a 
choice; and although I know no one, on all the earth, that is worthy 
of tim mppiness within your gift, yet, if there be any one to whom 
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you can give your heart, 1 will— I wiU— Tesl” he added, more 
firmly, “ I will do all that mortal man can do, to render you happy ia 
your love!’* He paused; and although an undcfinahle something in 
the conduct and demeanour of Mary of Burgundy through that night, 
liad already shown liim that one hsdf of liis dreams were dreams in- 
deed, yet hope — persevering hope — ^lingered still, and whispered, *' If 
fihe love none else, she may still be mine/* 

hlary of Burgundy’s conduct was already determined; but never^ 
thelcss she trembled in every limb, and long, long was it ere sHe could 
reply. At length she answered — "You have, indeed, put to me a 
question, which makes me feci most painfully how dificrent is the 
station of princes from the happy and modest retirement of private 
life. Nay, do not think I blame you, sir; 1 blame but my hard fate. 
You arc most kind ; and, amidst a base and interested crowd, who 
would fain make me the slave of their wild ambitions, I shall ever 
remember you with gratitude, as the only one — who — with more 
power than all the rest to command my fate, was willing to cast self 
away, and — and to seek my happiness alone. Feeling thus ; believ- 
ing from my heart that in your generous nature 1 may perfectly rely, 
I answer your question as distinctly as it is put. There is, I belicv^ 
but one man to whom I can conscientiously give my hand. ’Tis 
now near two years ago, that, by my father’s command, I plighted 
my faith in writing, and pledged thereto a ring, to one, whom I had 
been taught, during some months of happy intimacy, to look upon 
as my future lord— Maximilian, Archduke of Austria — ** 

"And^you love him! and you love him I” cried Albert Maurice, 
starting forward, and, forgetful of all restraint, grasping her firmly 
by the wrist. The princess started up alarmed, and a cry of terror 
at his sudden vehemence, had nearly passed her lips. But she stifled 
it ere it was uttered; and the next moment ^iUbert Maurice had 
recovered himself, and was kneeling at her feet.* 

"Pardon me! pardon me, Princess of Burgundy!” he said. "Give 
me, oh, give me your forgiveness I The dream is gone, the vision is 
over, and Albert Maurice, the humblest of your subjects, is ready to 
pour out bis blood to atone for aU that he has done amiss. Madam,” 
he added, rising, " I have been living in a dream ; and, I fear me, 
when I come to look upon it steadily, 1 shall find it a sad one. But 
no more of that : at present I am, if that be not a dream also, Presi- 
dent of the states general of Flanders, and arm^d with greater power 
tlian any other man in the land. What can I do to sweep all obsta- 
cles from before your wishes ? Tell me quickly how I can serve you» 
Let me at least work out your liappincss, before tlic memory of the- 
past turn my brain.” 

"Oh, speak not so wdldly, sir!” cried Mary. "You have greafr 
powers and noble energies, which will guide you to the height of 
fame ; and yet, I trust, to the height of happiness. Indeed, sir, 1 
cannot speak farther, while you seem so moved.” 

"Madam, I am perfectly cairn, ” replied Albert Maurice. "Those 
energies and those powers your Grace is pleased to speak of, may last 
) a longer or a shorter time, according to God’s will^ and I am most 
anxious to wipe out any ofience 1 have committed, by employing 
them vigorously in your service. Let me beseech you to speak. Shall 
I send’ off immediate messeng^s to the Archduke?” 
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no! Oh, no!” cried Mary; **I fear too much has been dona 
alieady in that course, by my kind step-dame, the Duchess M^ir^^aret^ 
and my good cousin of Ravestein ; for I hear— for I hear— that the 
Atdiduke is already on his way to Brussels.” 

”EaI” cried All^ Maurice; ”ha!” but he said no more, and the 
princess proceeded. 

” Yet, sir,” she said, ”I have many fears ; for I know that the Duke 
of Clevcs has not only sent forth messengers to forbid his approach, 
but also I learn from my dear foster-sister, Alice of Imbercourt who 
is now with the good Lord of Hannut, that a hundred men, bearing 
the colours of the housp of Cleves, have passed through Brussels ; and, 
there is reason to believe, they waylay the road from the Rhine.” 

"Indeed! This must be seen to!” said the young citizen, in the 
same abstracted manner. " But your Grace was about to add •” 

"Merely riiiSf sir,” replied Mary, with that calm, impressive gentle- 
ness, that is more touching than any vehemence ; “that the man to 
whom I believe myself plighted by every tie but the final sanction 
of the church, is, I am told, on his road hither, slenderly accompanied 
— ^for the avarice of the emperor is well known ; and his son now 
journeys with hardly ten attendants, lie has strong enemies on the 
way ; and I leave you to judge, sir, of the feelings tliat 1 experience.” 

The lip of Albert Maurice quivered ; but he still retained command 
over himself^ and replied in a low but distinct voice, though, in every 
tone, the vehement struggle he maintained to master the agony of his 
heart was still apparent : “ To calm those feelings, madam, shall lie 
my first effort ; and, as I have received timely information, entertaiu 
not the slightest apprehension of the result. 1 will serve you, madam, 
more devotedly than I would serve myself ; and the last energies that, 
possibly, I may ever he able to command, shall be directed to secure 
your hikppiness. 1 have now detained you long. Night wears, and 
time is precious. 1 humbly take my leave. May Ileaven bless you, 
madam! May Heaven bless you ! and send you happier days to shine 
upon your roign than those with which it has begun.” 

He bowed low, and took two or three steps towards the door, while 
Mary gazed upon him with eyes in which compassion, for all she saw 
that ho suffered, and woman’s invariable sympathy with love, called 
up an unwilling tear. “ Stay, sir, one moment,” she said at length ; 
“ it may be the last time tliat ever I shall liave the power to thank 
you, as Duchess of Burgundy, before I resign my sovereignty with my 
hand to another. Believe me, then, that as far as the gratitude of a 
princess towards a subject can extend, I am grateful to you for all that 
you have done in my behalf. Believe me, too, that I admire and es- 
teem the great qualities of your mind, and tliat I will, as far as in me 
lies, teach my husband” — and she laid a stress upon the word— “to 
appreciate your talents and your virtues, and to honour and employ 
thcift for our common benefit Take this jewc^ I beseech you,” she 
added, " and wear it ever as a token of my gratitude.” 

“Oh ! madam !” exclaimed Albert Maurice, os he advanced to re- 
ceive the diamond die proffered. He took it slowly and reverentially ; 
but as her hand resigned it, his feelings overpowered him, and pressing 
the jewel suddenly to his heart 'he exclaimed, “ I will carry it to my 
gravel” Then turning, without further adieui he threw open the door 
and quitted the apartxnent 
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Painful and terrific as bad been the struggle in the bosom of Albert 
Maurice, while he remained in the presence of the Princess, his feelings 
had been light and sunriiiny compax^ with those which he experienced 
when he found himself alone with the deep gloom — ^the dull, immovable 
despair, which at once took possession of nis heart, the moment that 
thought had an opportunity to rest upon his own situation. We have be- 
fore seen that remorse was already busy in his bosom ; and the only shield 
that guarded him from the lash of his own reflections, had been the 
bright surjiassing hope of overcoming all the mighty obstacles before him, 
and winning her he loved. But now he had triumphed over eveiy enemy 
— ^he had overleaped every barrier — ^he had set his foot upon every ob- 
stacle, and, in the end, discovered that she loved another — ^that all was 
useless he had done — ^that the blood be had shed, had been shed in yain->- 
that he had forgotten his countiy and her rights — that he had forgotten 
justice and humanity — that he had yielded himself entirely to ambition, 
and consigned himself to remorse for ever — ^for a dream that was gone. 
Nor was this all ; the same deep, fleiy, passionate love remamed in his 
heart, but was now doomed, instead of the bright follower of hope, to 
boGome the sad companion of remorse and despair. When he thought of 
the future — ^when she should become the bride of another' — ^he felt his 
brain reel under tlie agony of that contemplation. When ho thought of 
the past, he felt that the gnawing worm was for ever destined to prey 
upon his heart. There was no refuge for him in aU time, to which ho 
could fly for relief. The gone hours wore full of reproach, and the ap- 
proaching ones were all bitterness. 

Such were liis feelings as he strode along the passages of tlie palace at 
Ghent ; and the incoherent words that he muttered to himself, as he pro- 
ceeded, showed how terrible had been their effect already upon his bright 
and i)Owerful mind. “ They have been murdered in vain,” he muttered— 
“they have been murdered in vain. Their blood cries up to heaven 
against me. To see her in the arms of another — oh God ! oh God ! But 
she shall be happy. Yes, she sliall be happy. I will provide for his 
safety, as a brother, and she shall be happy ; and I ? — and I ? Why, there 
is the grave—that is one resource, at least !” and^ suddenly he burst into 
St low, involuntary laugh, which made him start even as it rang upon his 
own ear. “Am I insane?” be thought; “then I must be sjjeedy, lest 
the power fail me.” And again muttering disjointed sentences, he pro- 
ceeded down the gi'eat staircase, and was passing through the entrance- 
hall, without noticing any one, when Matl^ew Goumay advanced to his. 
side and stopped him. • 

“ There is no time to be lost, sdr,” he said ; “let ns hasten quick.” 

“Who are you ?” demanded Albert Maurice, gazing vacantly upon him. 
*‘Oh, yes! I had forgot,” he added, recalling his thoughts. “Other 
things were pressing on my mind. We will go presently, but 1 must first 
return to the town-house ; and yet that square — ^1 love not to pass that 
square, where they were beheaded.” 

“ You have no time, sir,” replied the old soldier, in a tone whidi again 
recalled Albert Maurice to the present moment “ As 1 sat here but now, 
that evil frevot— that MaUlotm du Bao— passed through the haU, irlth 
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several others, speaking eagerly of yon. His eye fell upon me, and ho 
may chance to know me well. At rfll events, he was silent instantly ; hut, 
if I am not very WTong, indeed, ho has taken his way towards the prison, 
where my young lord lies ; and, perchance, if we be not quick, we may 
come too late. 

“ You speak true ; lead on !” cried Albert Maurice, roused to the ex- 
ertion^ of all his powers by the sudden call upon his energy. “You, 
young man, run as for your life to the town-house ! Bid tlje commander 
of the burgher guard march a Ixundred men instantly down to the Prevot’s 
prison, near the gates. But w'ho hjive wo hero ?” he added, as a man in 
breathless haste lan up the steps into the hall. “The lieutenant of the 
I*revot, as I live ! How now, sir I whom seek you ?” 

“ You, Sir President,” replied the man, at once. “ You once saved me 
when 1 was in imminent peril ; and I now think that tlie nows I bring 
may bo valuable to you. TJie prisoner vrho was made in the market-place — 
the Vert Giallant of Hannut — ^mon say you owe him something, and would 
fain repay it. But, if you hasten not your steps, you wiU come too late. 
I have done what I can to delay the Picvot, but ho is now speeding on to 
the prison. Ills puri)ose is against the life of the prisoner ; and his horses 
arc iwly to fly from Ghent for ever.” 

“Enough, enough!” said Albert Maurice, passing him suddenly, and 
springing down the stops of the palace. The active exertion of his cor- 
poreal powers seemed to give back to Albert Maurice full command of his 
menbil ones, at Iwist for the time ; and though his thoughts were charac- 
terized by tlie darkest and sternest despair, they wandered not from those 
points to which he strove to bend them, and lie seemed revolving eagerly 
some plan of future conduct. “Yes,” lie said, half aloud, as he strode 
on, “yes 1 so shall it be I If I am in time, he shall conduct the rest ; 
and, ere all ho finished, the world may know that there were some drops 
of Roman blood even within this bosom.” 

Almost ns he spoke ho turned the comer of a street, wliich led directly 
towards the Alost gate. Fifty yards farther stood a small stone building, 
known as the Prevot’s jirison, in which he lodged any newdy-amested pri- 
soners, previous either to their immediate execution or to tlieir removal to 
some otiier place of confinement. The street was all dark, and likewise 
solitary, except where — the upper stories, as was often customary in 
Ghent, protnided considerably beyond tlie lower ones — stood four or five 
men, holding saddled horses, and conversing together in a low tone. 

The impatient stamping of their steeds had prevented them from catch- 
ing the approaching steps of Albert Maurice and his party ; and one was 
saying to the other, at the very moment they came uj), in a tone sufii- 
ciently loud fnr his word to be distinguished — “He is very long 1 I never 
knew him so long about such a job l^fore.” 

“Let them be seized !” exclaimed Albert Maurice, the instant his eye 
fell upon them ; “the rest follow me and without waiting to notice the 
short scuffle that ensued, he sprang on towards the Prevot’s prison, and 
pushed against the door. It was locked, and the . key on the inner side, 
so that his effort to open it was vain. 

“ Fly to the gate !” he exclaimed, turning to one of his followers ; 
“bring me a battle-axe from the guard-house. Ho t within there 1” he. 
added, striking the hilt of his swoid violently against the door. “Open 
the door ; beware what you do ; you cannot escape me, and you shall find 
my vengeance temble. Open the door, 1 say !” 
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But ho Bpoko in vain ; no an.swor was returned, and the only sound 
that he even thought he heard was that of a low groan. After a few 
moments of painful expectation, the man who had been sent to the gate 
retiuTied, bearing a ponderous axo, and followed by two or three of the 
soldiers of the guard. 

Alberi. Maurice snatched the weapon from his hands, and in three blows 
dashed in a large part of the door. The rest was soon hewn down, at 
least sufficiently to admit the passage of the young burgher and his fol- 
lowers. Entering the small stone hall into which it opened, he caught up 
a light tliat had evidently been burning some time untrimmed, and com- ' 
manding two or three of those who accompanied him to guard the door, 
lie strode forward rapidly to the mouth of a narrow flight of steps, which 
led to some cells below the ground. At the entrance of one of these 
dungeons a lantern had been placed upon the ground, and was still burn- 
ing ; and Albert Maurice immediately perceived that the door was not 
completely closed. He instantly pushed it open, and held up the light, 
when the sight that prescuted itself to his eyes was horrible indeed, but 
not ungrateful. 

Seated upon the side of the straw pallet, which had been his only couch 
Bince he had been removed from the town-house, ai)peared Hugh de Mort- 
inar, as we have previously called him, with his right foot pressed heavily 
upon the body of a mm, who, from his dress and appearance, seemed to 
be one of Ihe jailers in the employ of the Prevot. A little to the right, 
Bun-ounded by a jjool of Idood, a stream of which was still flowing from 
his throat— lay the form of Maillotin du Bac, while the poniard, which, it 
may be reinenibere<l, Albert Maurice had bestowed upon HiighdeMortmar 
in til 3 prison of the town -house, now ilrivon tightly in between the gorget 
plaits and cuirass of the Prevot’s armour, showed at once the manner of 
his (loath and the arm which had inflicted it. 

The young prisoner held in his hand the s^ord of the dead man, and 
gazed upon those who entered with a finn and resolute countenance, wbiW*’ 
Le held down beneath his feet the fonn of the jailer, who was clearly 
alive and soeiningly uninjured, except from a ghastly contusion on his 
forehead. Tiio moment that he beheld who were the new comers, Hugh 
do Mortmar slarted up ; and a few hurried words explained the precise 
situation in which they all stood. The sight of Albert Maurice and of 
good old Matthew GDuraay w'lis enough to satisfy the young prisoner ; and 
on his part he had only to tell them, that while lying there a few minutes- 
before, thinking of when his captivity might en(f, he had heard approach- 
ing stejis, and listened to a low conversation at the door, -whicli -he felt 
sure boded him no good. Affecting to sleep, he remained perfectly quiet, 
while the door opened, and the Prevot, setting down his lantern on thft 
outside, approached towards him, accompanied by the jailer who had 
the care of the prison. Their eyes, however, were not so ipuch accus- 
tomed to the darkness as his own ; and seeing evidently that the design 
of the Prevot was to despatch him, he watched his moment, till the other 
was stooping over him, and then drove the dagger with which he had been 
funiishcd, with the full force of recovered health and strength, under the 
gorget of the murderer. So hard had he stricken it, however, between 
the iron plates, that he could not draw it forth again, and he hi!d nothing 
to trust to but his own corporeal strength in the struggle which succeeded 
with the jailer. The hard food and the constrained repose to which he 
liad been subjected in the prison, had perhaps* contributed to restore him 
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to full vigour in a diorter time than might otherwise have been required 
for recovexing hia health; and the jailer, over-matched, had just been 
cast headlong to the ground, when Albert Maurice forced his way into the 
jdaoe of the young noble's confinement. 

In the energy of action Albert Maurice had, for the time, found relief 
from a part of the heavy load that passion and circumstances had ]»iled 
upon his head ; but the moment the necessity of active exertion passed 
away, the weight returned and crushed him to the eanh. He spolce for 
an instant to the prisoner collectedly and calmly, but gradually Jiis brow 
grew dark and clouded, and his words became low, har:^, and confined to 
those necessary to express his wifshes or commands. The jailer, freed 
from the tread of Hugh de Morfcmar, was placed in the custody of some 
of those who had now crowded to the spot; and the President, after giving 
general orders to the burgher guard which came up, and a few whispered 
directions to Matthew Goumay, took tho prisoner by the hand, 8:iymg, 
** Oome, my lord ; let us to the town-house V* 

The change which had come over the wholo demeanour of the young 
citizen since last he had seen him, was too great to escape the eyes of 
Hugh de Mortmar, even at a moment when tho excitement of a late strug- 
gle was fresh upon him. Nor did he exactly undeisfcand how the >oung 
ihresident dared to take the bold step of setting him free at once, when he 
had before seemed most anxious to proceed with scrupulous caution. He 
made no observation, however, and followed Albert Maurice into the 
street. By this time, almost all the respectable citizens of Ghent were in 
their quiet beds ; but a number of those who had been entertained in the 
market-place were still wandering alwut, some partially inebiiated with 
ale or mead, some half dnmk with excitement and pleasure. A number 
of these had gathered together amongst the guai-ds and attendants, now 
collected round the door of the ])ribon ; and as Albert Maurice led foitli 
his com])aiiion, and the flickering glare of a number of lanterns and 
torches showed the features of the President to the ci-owd, he w.is greeted 
by loud acclamations. But the smile of bitterness and scorn Tuilh which 
Albert Maurice now heard the vivats of tliu multitude, contrasted strongly 
with his demeanour in the morning, and showed how completely the talis- 
manic touch of disappointment ]^d changed to his eyes all the fairy 
splendours of his fate. 

Without a word of reply he passed through the mid^t of tho crowd, 
sought the narrowest and darkest way, and, apparently bniicd in sad 
thoughts, proceeded with It quick and irregular stop towards the town- 
house, maintaining a gloomy and unbroken silence as ho went. He 
avoided the market-place before the building as much as possible ; and 
the only words he spoke, were uttered when he could not avoid seeing the 
spot where Imbercourt and Hugonet had died, and which was now covered 
with people, ^busily removing the traces of the evening’s festivity. “It 
is sad,*' ife s&d, with a mournful shake •of the head ; “ it is s:id ) ” Then 
turning into the town-house, he ascended the stairs rapidly, and entered a 
small withdrawing room by the side of the great hall. 

* To that very chamber it so happened that the body of Ganay had been 
removed, after tho sword of libitthew Goumay had left him lifeless on 
the pajement ; and the first object that met the eye of Albert Maurice 
was the corpse stretched upon a tabic, while one* of his own attendants 
stood near, as if he had been examining the appearance of the dead man. 
The imme^te impulse of the President was to draw back, but the next 
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vas the teiy contrary ; amd, again adyancing, he approached dlreeily ta 
the taUe, and fixed his eyes upon the face of the coj^se, which was an* 
covered. sleeps cahn enough 1** he said, drawing in his lips, and 

turning partially to Hugh de Mortmar. sleeps calm enough, with 

all his burning pasHions at an end. But this is no phice for what we have 
to say.” He was then treading Ivick his steps towa^s the door, when the 
attendant mlvanced, and gave him a packet of papers and a small silver 
box, saying, **T1 lcsc old papers, sir, and tills box, which we conceive to 
contain poison, arc all that we have discovered on the dead body.” 

^‘Ha 1 will the means of death lie in so small a space? ” said Albert 
Mauiico, gazing on the little silver case ; “ hut ’tis well ! Bring hence 
the lights, leave the body, and lock the door. He will not find solitude 
oppressive, I doubt not and thus saying, he led the way into another 
chamber, to which the servant followed with the key and lights ; and the 
President added, .os they were set down before him, ** Bring wine !” 

When the man was gone, and he was seated with the young cavalier, 
be leaned his brow u])on his hand for a moment, and then looked up, 
“ (jhc me your panlon, sir,” he said ; ‘^givo me your pardon for a short 
space. 1 am somcwliat ill to-night, and must collect my thoughts, before 
I can ppe.ik to you as I ought.” 

Hugh dc Moitinar bowed his head ; and wine being brought in a few 
minutes, Allwrt Maurice filled for both, and drained his own cup to the 
dregs. “1 have a burning thirst upon mo,” he said, “but it will soon 
be qucnciieib Now, sir, 1 can speak. You have recovered, I trust, your 
full stnmgth ; and this night — ^th.it is to say, eie (Uwn — can ride forth 
away fiom Iho thmhlom of this phicc 

“As well :iB e’ei I rode in lite,” replied Hugh de Mortmar, “andthiuok 
you <U(‘idy foi youi kind intentions.” 

“Thank not me,” repbed Allwsrt Maurice, gravely, “ for I am about, 
like a true citizen,” ho Julded, with a bitter smUe, “for I am about to 
drive a hanl Uirgiim with you, and to make you a^ree to do mo a service 
in return — not for giving you your lilierty, for you did the like to me — 
but for some intelligence 1 have to communicate, which may bo worth its 
weight ill gold. Of that heieafter. First, let us speak of the seivice I 
lequire. You have at this moment, within the walls of the city, where I 
have given them employment <Iuring this evening, some three or four 
hundndiiep com p.uiions— good soldiers, levied for ]mri)oses I know and* 
losjicct. In an hour’s time they will be mounted, and at the Alost gate, 
from which wo have iust come. You shall ha/e arms that might grace a 
piince, a horse as noble as ever was bestrode by knight ; and what I re- 
quire is this— that, all other matter laid aside, you ride forwjird towards 
Brussels, and thence onw.ird, on whatever road you may find necessaay — 
as you will there discover from the Lord of lUvostein, or the Duchess 
Dowager — in order to lUoet Maximilian, Aichduke of Austria.” 

“What ! my best friend and ol^ companion in arms ! ” cried Hugh de 
Mortmar. “No evil against him, Sir President 1 for know, 1 would 
sooner liear to my grave the heaviest chains that ever shackled man, than 
raise an arm against one I love w well.” 

“Fearnot, my lord !” replied Albert Maurice. “For his safety, not 
for his injury, would I have you set out. Tell him £rom*taie, Albert 
Maurice, that his way is beset ; tell liim that every artifice will he used 
to moke him turn hack, by fair means or by fouL But bid him hasten 
forward, in spite of all ; and yon, on your part, promue me, never to quit 
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liim till TOIL see liim safely rntbia the gates of the dulie’s lionse in 
Ghent” 

^‘Willingly 1 most willingly I” replied the young cavalier, rising. **I 
am ready to set out !” 

“What, without the tidings I have promised?” demanded Albert 
Maurice. 

“Some other time !” replied Hugh de Mortmar. “When I return will 
do.” 

“ Tlie present moment is yours,” answered the young citizen, gravely. 
“Who can say that, by the time you return, these lips may not be closed 
by a seal that no human hand can ever remove !” 

“I tnist not,” replied the other ; “I trust not ; but if what you have 
to tell be really of importance, let me beseech you to speak it quickly.” 

“ I will,” replied Albert Maurice. “ I liave no riglit, nor any wish, to 
keep you in suspense. Are you aware that Adolphus, Duke of Gueldres, is 
dead?” 

“Good God !” exclaimed the young cavalier. “They told me that he 
was quite well, and leading the forces of Ghent against Toumay. You 
have, indeed, ended my suspense somewhat abruptly.” 

‘ “ There is still more to come,” said Albert Maurice, with a sort of reck- 

less harslmess which was no part of Lis natural chameter, but which pro- 
bably arose from the apathetic callousness of despair. “As you knew 
not that he was dead, you know not that this arm slew him.” 

“Ha !” cried Aho other, instinctively laying his hand upon his side, as 
- if to grasp the hilt of Lis sword. “ You— you ! Did you shed my 
father's blood ? Then, take hoed to yourself. Call agoiu for your jailers f 
Cast me back into the dungeon, for otherwise your blood must answ^cr for 
that which you have spilt.” 

, “ Such threats,” answered Albert Iilaurice, “arew'orse than vain, to 

* one who loves life too little to care who tsikes it from liim. Besides, they 
are prompted by a mere dream of the innigination, w^hich I can dissolve 
.'by two or three words. You had never seen the Duke of Gueldres from 
^ your childhood ; no sweet reciprocations of domestic love laid bound your 
heart to his ; you knew that he wjus vicious, criminal, unfeeling. Nay, 
irown not, sir, but hear me. You know' all tills ; and jet, because you 
believe him to have been your father, you would slay any one that raised 
V a hand against him.” 

> Doubtless, there is inherent in human misery a desire of seeing others 
i wretched when we are -wretshed oureelves ; and the sort of painful phiying 
with the feelings of the young cavalier, in which Albert Maurice indulged 

t a moment when he himself was plunged in the gloomiest despair, pro- 
bly arose from some such cause. His owm griefs, Ijowever, were too 
great to suffer his mind to dw'cll long upon anything without weailness ; 
and he tired almost instantly of the topic. 

“ Too much of this !” he added, in the same abrupt lone. “ Be your 
ieeHngs ou''those points rational or not, no tie, human nor divine, binds you 
to love or to avenge Adolphus, the bad Duke of Gueldres. Know, that 
at his instigation, the man whose corpse you saw but now, kincjled the 
fiames of lindenmar, in which the infant heir of Hannut was supposed to 
Imve perished ; and farther know, that in the act of death, the Duke of 
Gutiws confessed to me, that he himself carried away the infant, and 
Fisared him as Ids son, ujiou the death of his own child. You are that 
boy ; but you will want other proofs to establish.the facts— there they are» 
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in writing ; and probaHy theso papers, wHcli you saw me receive but now, 
may throw some farther light upon the matter. We have neither of UB 
time to examine them more particularly at present. Take them with^ou, 
and claim your right of birth. Now follow me to the armoury, for I hear 
your band passing onwards towards the Alost gate to wait youx coming. 
Are you strong enough to go ?’* 

The young cavalier gazed for a moment in his face, bewildered by all he 
heard ; but then replied, “ I am ready ! quite ready ! For these papers I 
owe you a thousand thanks ; but the tidings you have given confound me, 
and 1 have not woixls — 

“ No more ! no more !** replied Albert Maurice. “ Here is our way.” 

The young citizen now led his comimnion forward to the armoury, which 
had been collected in the town-house, under his own care. As they went, 
the liberated prisoner w'ould fain have asked a thousand questions explana- 
tory of the strange tidings he 'had just received ; but the answers of 
Albert Maurice were brief, and somewhat sharp, ^ferring him entirely 
to the papers tliat he had received, the young citizen strode onward, and 
saw the Vert (hillant of ITannut equip himself once more in a complete 
suit of arms. There was a degree of joy in the countenance of the young 
heir of TTannnt as he did so — a sort of new lighting uj) of that military 
hope wdiich was the great inspiration of the day — that called a melancholy 
smile even to the lip of Albert Maurice ; and ho , gazed upon him, as with 
quick aud dexterous hfinds he clothed his powerful limbs in steel, as an 
old man on iliq \ orge of the toml) might he supposed to regard a youth 
setting out upon the lloweiy path of life, full of all those bright aspira- 
tions that had passed away from himself for over. Wlien it was all done ; 

“ Your horse,” said the young citizen, “ stands below ; but yet one mo- 
ment. A pass must be wiitten for yourself aud the Archduke. Follow 
me once more.” • , 

In the nest chamber were implements for writing ; and, with a rapid 
hand, Albert Maurice traced the necessary order, destined to remove all 
l>et.ty oUstacles from thC iiath of his princely rival, signed his name below, 
in a bold, free hand, and giivo it to his companion with a proud, hut bitter 
Bmile. 

“There,” ho siiid, “take it, and go forth ; and may God speed you on 
your errand ! Forgive me if 1 have sported with your feelings this night, 
which may be 1 have done in some degree, but there is a potent demon in 
my heart just uovr, that strives hard to crush jack noble wish and kindly 
feeling, ere they can rise. Now, farewell !” 

“ Farewell ! farewell !” replied Hugh of Hannut. “ I may, perhaps, 
want more information than these papers contain. But we shall meet \ 
again !” 

“ Perhaps we may,” returned Albert Maurice, as the, other turned, and 
descended the steps. “Perhaps we may,” he repeated, after a mo^ 
mentis pause, he heard the trampling of horse, announcing that the othdr 
had departed — “perhaps we may, in the grave, or, rather, beyond it.” 

The young President then returned to the ch^ber in which he had been 
ritting, and continued for about an hour engaged in writing. When ha 
had concluded, he buried his eyes in his hands for a few moments, aid, , 
remained plunged in deep thought. , Rousing himself, he raised a lamp^ j 
and striding across the j^assages to the room where the corpse of Qanay v 
the druggist lay, he threw open the door, and gazed upon the ooimteDanOd*^ 
of the dead man for some time. 
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Ilford, h6 then 'vralked back to the ohamberwhere he had been i 
a^ tmwing for^ the amall silver box which had been given him, ^ 
;tiimred the white powder that it contained into one of the cnpa, added a 
IWe wine from the tankard, -and drank oft the mixtnre. After which he 
.taet himself into a chair, and closed his eyes. For several mintltes he re- 
mainod in the same position, without a muscle of his face being moved ; 
but at length he opened his eyes, looking somewhat fiercely round the 
ichamber. 

** This is too much t** he exclaimed aloud. It has no effect ! and I 


lie here, expecting death, without a chance 6f his approach, wliile the past 
haunts me, and there seem voices crying np for judgment upon me &om 
accursed square. But I will soon end all !” and starting up, he drew 
his dagger from the sheath ; but os he did so, something in tlie word judg- 
ment appeared to seize upon his imagination. “Judgment !’" he said — 
“judgment ! Am I not flying to judginent V* and laying down the dagger 
.on the table, he paused, ga-zing round wuth a degree of fearful bewilder- 
ment in his eyes, which seem^ to show either tliat his mind was shaken, 
or that some potent destroyer was mastering the body. “ Judgment !” he 
Tepeated. “Were it not better to wait till I am suTnniioned, to strive to 
wipe out the evil, and to bear the sorrows that God has given as a punish- 
ment for all that I have done, and left undone ? Judgment l-^udg- 
ment 1" But, as he repcjited that awful word, his cheek grow deathly 
pale ; cold drops of i^erspiration stooil upon his forehead, las lips became 
nearly livid ; and the rich curls of his dark hair, os if i-ela^red hy the over- 
powering weakness that seemed coming over his whole frame, fell wild and 
floating upon his brow. At first, apparently unconscious of the change 
•that was taldng place, he leaned his liand upon the table to steady himself 
as he stood ; but the moment after, two or three sharp shudders passed 
over his whole frame ; and after I'eeling x>Miufully for an insbint, he cast 
bimself back into the chair, exclaiming, in a tone full of despair, indeed, 
It is too late ! it is too late and he threw himself to and fro in rest- 


less agony. 

“ This is vain !” he cried, at length, opening his eyes. “This is weak 
and empty, and cowardly ! I that have Hved boldly can surely die as I 
have lived ; ” and once more resuming the attitude in which ho hsid placed 
himself at first, lie clasped his hand tight over liis eyes, as if to exclude 
a painfol sense of the Iky. In a moment or two the hand dropped ; but 
his eyes remained close^^ ^ud after a time) the exhausted lamps, which 
had BOW been burning many hours, went out, and all W'as darkness ! 


"The rumour which had given to the heart of Mary of Burgundy the 
gbd hope that Maximiliau of Austria was aheady witliin her territories, 
had d6(^ved her ; and Hugh of Hannnt, on arriving at Brussels, found 
hifl ^rin^Iy companion-in-arms was still fax from that city. True to ' 
promise ne had given, however — though all his own feelings would 
.have cofldimted him at once to the forest of Hannut, wherein he had led a 
€ 0 .^ adventure and interest, a'nd to the mansion where her he loved 
and in vrhich his happiest days had been paraed — ^he advanced 
Pffotly iowuids Colagifie ; and not far on the hither side of the Bhine, 
pit the pdBQ pity which aooompaiupd the son of the emperor. It were 
ald^^Woniole to tell ihe jay of Maximilian at the coming 
jafloits that were made by the Bake 
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lAie private nriormariou he had Merited, and 
Which now accompanied him on hie w;e^, readeuM all ( 
alaxm or impede him vain ; and the rapid progreiBB made by the 1 
arms had convinced the people of Fland^ that a rin^e leader^ whoOH’*^ 
fortunOTMl linked for ever to that of the Frineess of Burgundy, ynjL 
abbolutely necessary to give vigonr and direction to iheir efiort^ that dll( 
attempts to stir them np to oppose the alliance with the Austrian prinoh^ 
would have been fruitless under any oircumstaaces. * 

One event, however, had happened in the meantime, which completely 
cooled throughout Flanders that ardour for innovation, and that desire og 
democratic rule, which is one of the evils consequent upon every struggle 
for incroased liberty, whether just or unjust — ^the wild spray which the 
Weaves of freedom cast beyond their legitimate bounds. The mCming after 
the return of Albert Maurioe to Ghent, some of his attendants, fading 
the door of his bedchamber oim, entered, and disooverod that lie had 
never been in bed ; and the alarm spreading, he was soon after founds 
seated in the chair in which he had bWn writing, cold, stiff, and dead. 

Of the letters which were cast upon the table before him, one was ad* 
dressed to the princess, and one to his uncle ; and both distinotly alluded 
to hi b intention of destroying himself. Left suddenly without a leader^ 
presbcd by a powerful enemy, and encumbered with the management of g 
state, all the springs and wheels of which they themsidves had disarranged, 
the itooplo of Ghent began to ask themselves what they had gained by 
pressing eviiction and discontent l)eyond tlie mere recovery of their righiB 
and pmileges. The biinplest amongst them saw that they had gained no- 
thing and lost much ; and the more cloar-aighted dibcovered, that in 
carrying iheir eilorts 1)eyond the straightforw^ object which they had 
proposed at first, they had only made the govemunent of the state an 
object of contention to bold and ambitious party leaders — a race of men 
Avlio, for the purpose of succesn, must always necessarily prolong that con* 
fuhiou and ainiichy which is more baleful than the worst of tyrannies; and 
who, when succesb ib obtained, must end in tyranny, to uphold their power. 

The \eiy day that the death of Albert Maurice was discovered, intelli- 
gence arrived that tho armies of France, marching on from the side of 
Oassel, had burned ^^ome villages within four leagues of Ghent ; and the 
coun(‘il oi the states, confubeil, terrified, and surprised, without riiie^ 
union, and without resourco, proceeded in a body to the paiaci^ 
^aUd rr signing at the feet of the princess the authority they had usurpBd^ 
demanded her orders and directions, in the imminent peril to wtdeh thil 
state was exposed. It was then that Mary of Burgundy made that £amoQ| 
answer, which has Iwen transmitted to us h^ almost every historian whd' 
has mentioned her name ; but it was in sorrow, n()t in anger, that riia 
spoke ; and the tears were in her eyes, when-— after hearing the details sC 
Bk ruined country, an invaded temtoiy, the rich harvests of Flandilpj 
reaped by strange husbandmen while tiiey were green, her feemtiff ‘ 
taken, and her troops proving false— she replied to the siAjt 
turbulence and disoontent had fostered, if vjA caused, sM < 
recapitulated,—* * Ton have banished my best friends, sod ^ 

counsellors, and now what can 1 do to deliver you f '* " 

But misfortune had taught the people of C 
ezoellence of her they had so bssriy 00^1 
duke of Austria, the long-betroth^ hi^ 
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i as if ihe tidings kid i^n of some peisoiml 

L indiViduil citizen. ^The gat^ of Ghent were no^v no 
^ sd, 4 ^xee-pt agaiB^ ihe common enemy. The of Cleyes 
l:i^e cSiyin ha!$te; itad joy and satisfaction spread^irougli all 
t -tile cavalcade which escorted the arefaduhe woun^hs./tP'fownrda 
It was mnarlced, however, that nearly five-bnndred of th«» 
iwho accompanied ^ him — and those, Bnrj)assing all the rest in 
j ffitray and demeanonr — ^were all adorned with a green sctjrf, while 
aner that floated over them bore the jvms of llannnt^ — Argent a 
I liree proper; and that the knight who led this band of ^lite, though 
^ver waft now up, and his face exposed, was clothed frohi hand to 
1% the green armour ‘the Yert Gallant of Hauniit. 

'^ '^ore requires to h^ said. It is well known to evpiy one, how 
‘ ay of Bnignndy herself saw the arrival of Maximilian. 

1 tho heart of Hugh de Hannnt heat less liighly, when, standing 
» prineeV fii«nd, he, too, clsdmed his fair >>Tidc, Alice of Imbor- 
the dead were to be mourned, and many sorrows -were to bo 
^ * but they ware sorrows which drew the hearts of the living 
lier^ ,4 gleam of sunshine shone out .at hist upon the days of 
lljord of Hannut; and casting from him the studies which — 
I or real'-yhftid soothed his griefs by occupying Ills mi ml, he passed 
If^^ears iii rejoicing over the recovery of so noble and so dear a son. 
nineteenth of August, 1477, Mary of Burgundy gave her hand 
ailmn of Austna ; and the ricJi teiadtories, wJiich so many luinccs 
■ ■, end lor which France had played eo base .niid subtle a game, 
iMi^y into, imoGicr house. The y'oars of that fair princess heiuelf 
hut when gazod smiling upon her husband and heinOiildron 
to thunk G^ that she had not looked into that fatal book 
b have given her insight into her future destiny, otkI tliat 
the present she could see no ill to be anticipated for 

f'lmhetcourfc, soon after her marriage, retired fi om the city to 
if her husband’s father ; and though her deep affection for 
undy gfcill continued unabated, sho never more made the 
is. When, at length, the fatal accident hajipencd which 
ll'^eath of her fair foster-sister, she flew eagerly to soothe her 
Ki^knesaJ ho^ she never entert<iined for a moment those ho]Jos of 
^which all the dhers ■ around indulged for several days. RJio it 
pftrad iho mjpd of Ihe archduke for the death of her he loved, 
er ^8s, and then letfumed to her own dw'clling, and resumed 






country dedaied that Alice was not surprised by the 
lorewamed by the previous knowledge of 
. ^ ; and the old writers fussort, most 

||®5^toq^oof;,l^ry of Burgundy, as it was drawn ut her 
p^^iBILte pariacnlAT. Aft no one, how^ever, 
tmheroftuti— at teaefc before the latter 
^ Aft Alice cirefully abstained from 
iioiftft ten probid»le that the love of the 
the pi^otte to the facts 


1 

i 




